


NOVELS BY EMILE ZOLA. 


Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3 x. 6d. each. 

VOLUMES OF THE ‘ROUGON-MACQUART’ SERIES. 

THE FAT AND THE THIN (‘Le Ventre de Paris’). 
Translated by Ernest Alfred Vizetelly. 

‘A very satisfactory rendering, which has preserved the passion, the humour, and the 
icrriblc insight of the original. Zola has never drawn a picture more pitilessly faithful 
to the lower side of our common humanity than this is. ... A drama which reads like u 
page torn out of the book of life itself.’— Speaker. 

‘ The characters are drawn with a master hand, and the two rival beauties will 
bear compari^n with any of the portraits in the author’s literary gallery.’— Glasgc’.. 
Herald. 


THE DRAM-SHOP (‘UAssommoir^). With a Preface by 

E. A. Vizetelly. 

‘After reading “I/Assommoir” and Zola’s other books, it seems as if in the work of 
all other novelists there were a veil between the reader and the things described; and 
there is present to our minds the same difference as exists between a human face as 
represented on canvas and the same face as reflected in a mirror. It is like finding truth 
for the first time.'—S ignor Eumondo de Amicis. 


MONEY (‘ L’Argent ’). Translated by E. A. Vizetelly. 

‘ No one will be able to read “ Money” without a deep sense of its absolute itruth. 
. . , Everything in the novel is on a grand scale. ... A vast panorama of national 
viciousness. ... An overpowering presentation of the disasters wrought by the unbridled 
race for wealth.’— Morning Lbaobk. 

‘ Suffice it to say of this book, one of Zola's masterpieces, that never has his brilliant 
pen been used with such realistic, life-like force. . . . The figure of Sacard is a terrible, 
fascinating creation. His love of money, his love of women (an altogether secondary 
impulse), his fixed hatred of the Jews. Become more real than reality itself.’— Vanity 
Fair. 


HIS EXCELLENCY (‘Son Excellence Eugene Rougon’). 

With a Preface by E. A. Vizetelly. 

‘ The supreme craving for power was personified by Eugene Rougon, the great man, 
the eagle of the family, who loved force for its own sake, and conquered I’aris in company 
with all the adventurers of the coming Empire, helped by his band, the hu4|(ry pack 
which carried him along and preyed upon him; and, although momentarily defeated by a 
woman, the lovely Clorinde, for whom he entertained .in insensate passion, he proved so 
strong, so firm of purpose, that by abandoning every principle of his past life he yet again 
victoriously climbed to power, marching on to the triumphal princely position of Vice- 
Emperor.’— M. Zola in ‘ Doctor Pascal.’ 


THE DREAM {‘Le RkwK^). Translated by Eliza E. 
Chase. With 8 Full-page Illustrations by Georges Jeanniot, 

‘ M. Zola ha.s sought in this charming story to prove to the world that he too can 
write for the virgin, and that he can paint the lietter side of human nature in colours as 
tender and true as those employed by any of his contemporaries. ... It is a beautiful 
story admirably told*'— Speaker. 

‘Not a jarring touch, not a false not« mars the harmony of this beautiful story of 
ideal love. . . . Ilia’s perfect ease, the masterly simplicity of his workmanship, his 
wondrous insight, are no less remarluible than the delicacy, grace, and infinite charm of 
the great master’s literary style.*— Morning Leader. 




Novels by Emii.e Zola. 


THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS. Edited by 

E. A. ViZETElLY. 

THE ABBE MOURET’S TRANSGRESSION. Edited by 

Ernest A. Vizetelly. [Shortly. 

THE DOWNFALL (‘ La Debacle ’). Translated by E. A. 

Vizetelly. With 2 Plans of the Battle of Sedan. 

* It would probably be no exaggeration to say that| taken as a whole, “ La Debacle ’* 
is the most wonderfully faithful reproduction of an historical drama ever committed tb 
writing. “La Debacle" is an appalling record of long-drawn-out misery, profligacy, and 
military and official incapacity, unbroken by any ray of hope or sunshine.’—S fectator. 

‘ It is only when you have come to the end of “ The Downfall ” that^'ou appreciate 
the feverish hurry in which you have read page after j>age, and tha^you know the 
splendid art with which M. Zola has concealed the fervour, the city, the agony, and the 
inspiration with which he has told the tale.’—S unday Sun. 

DOCTOR PASCAL. TranslatedbyE. A Vizetelly. With 

an Etched Portrait of the Author. 

‘ This book, the crown and conclusion of the Rougon-Macquart volumes, strikes us 
as being in some respects the most powerful, the most dramatic, and the most pathetic.' 

Times. 

‘Dr. Pascal Rougon, the skilled ph3’sician, and the onl^ member of his family that 
has escaped the fatal taint of vice, here sits in judgment upon his relatives and compatriots, 
and explains the causes of their moral decline and fall.^ 'I’he work furl her deals with many 
of the great problems of the lime, and incidentally with the much-debated (juestion, “ Is 
Christianity Played Out?" Artistically blended, however, with this controversial matter, 
and the deeply interesting researches of the hero, is an absorbing love-story, the scene of 
wbicb is laid under the burning sky of Provence, which fires the human heart with passion 
and maddens it to crime.’-- Echo. 

THE ‘THREE CITIES’ SERIES. 

LOURDES. Translated by E. A. Vizetelly. 

‘A great and notable book. . . . The glorj'of the book is the inexhaustible, over¬ 
flowing human sympathy wliich transfuses it from end to end. ... As you read, the heart is 
set beating. . . . In.stead of a mere name, “ Lourdes ” will always be something of a 
reality to every reader of Zola’s admirable pages. ... In almost every respect a signal 
triumph—a book to be read and to be thankful for.’—N ational Orserver. 

‘The most perfect specimen of literary art yet produced by M. Zola. . . . Beyond 
question his best-written l>ook, a model of powerful and poetic narrative, brilliant in style, 

in form, and in colour,’- Graphic. 

’ s 

ROM^ Translated by E. A. Vizetelly. 

‘ great book. . . We judge it as a work of art, and as such we must accord it 

vecyUjfn prai.se. Evety part, great or small, fits perfectly into the whole . .. The Pope, 
ih^ (Srdinals, and all the lesser dignitaries of the Church against which the writer brings 
his great indictment are so painted that neither such greatness as is In themselves, nor 
thef greatness of the cause which they represent, shall be forgotten in the littleness of some 
of tl^ methods to which they stoop.'- Guardian. 

PARIS. Translated by E. A. Vizetelly. 

‘ These pictures of Parisian life are worthy of M. Zola at his best. The author s 
passionate love of the poor, his intolerance of their suflerings, his intcn.se hatred of all 
social wrongs, and longing for reform have never been declared with more sincerity, 
more eloquence, and more ability. “ Paris ’’ will bring him new admirers and new 
friends, for it shows him to be not only a great writer but a man of noble aspirations and 
splendid courage.’—P all Mall Gazette. 

London: CHATTO & WINDUS, 111 St. Martin’s Lane, W.C. 
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Allout (Edmond).—The Pellah : An Egyptian Novel. Translated \>y 

Sir Uandal Rohhr'IS. I’ustSvo, ilhistr.Ued l>o.irils. as, • 


Adams (W. Davenport), Works* by, o 

A Dictionary of the Drama: InMn'.; n comprcliciisivn Gukk* t<> tlic Plays. Pl.tywiiRlifs, Players, 
and PUyhowses of ilu* United Kiinftlom ami Amenta, trom t! s I'arltcbt Tunes to iho Prestmt 
Day. Crown 8vo, half-hound, i2f. 6f. f/Vr/nro.*, . 

_Quipe and Qu idditiea. S elec ted by W. DAVltSPORT AltAMS. Post Svo, cloth limp, ar. f. / _ 

Agony Column (The) of ‘The TimeB,’ from 1800 to 1870. Edi'ed 

willi an Introdtu lion, l>y AI.K. K CLAV. Post 8vo, cloth hmp, ^r. (nl. 

Aide (Hamilton), Novels by. I’ost 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

_Carr of Carriyen*_ _ _ j_ Conflde^es.__ 

Aiden (W. L.).—A Lost Soul: Being the Confession .and Defence of 

Charles Linds.>y. l-ca p. 8 vq. cloth boartN. i-r. 6<f.__ _ _ _ 

Alexander (Mrs.), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
Maid, Wifa, or Widow? I VaUrio't Fata. I Blind Fata. 


Crown 8v(>, cloth, 3 f. Cm/. c.rt.h; post 8vo, picture Imards, -jy. each. 

__ A Life Intaraat. t Mona’s Choloa* t By Woman’s Wit. 

Allen (F. M.),.—Oreen as Cirass. With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 

_cloth, 6t/. _ __ ____ 


Allen (Grant), Works by. 

Tha Evolutionist at Dartfa. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6r. 
Post-Prandlal Philosophy. Crown 8vo, art linen, ^r. 6 /. 
Moorland Idylls* Crown Svo, cloth decorated, 6i. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, jr. 6if. each; |mst bvo, illuslr.itetl Imards, ar. each. 


Babylon* iz illustrations. 

Btrantfs Storlas. Pronti 
Tha Baohonlntf Hand* 
For Malmla's Saha* 
Phlllstta. 

In all Shadas. 


Tha Devil's Dla. 

This Mortal Coll. 

Tha Tanta of Sham. Fro 
Tha Great Taboo. 
Dumarasq's Daughter. 
Under Sealed Orders. 


Tha Duchess of Powysland 
Blood Boyal. 

Ivan Great's Mastarptaoa* 
Tha Scallywag. 24 niusts. 
At Market yalua. 


Dr. Palllsar's Patient. Fcap. 8vo, cloth ho.nr<ls, is. &/. 

Anderson (Mary).—Othello’s Occupation: A Novel. Crown ftro, 

cloth,___ _ _ _ _ _ __ 

Antipodean (The): An Australasian Annual. Edited by A. B. Pater- 

SON and G. ESSl-.X EVANS. Medium 8vo, with I llustrations, ix. __ 

Arnold (Edwin Lester), Stories by. 

The WoBdarful Advanturas of Phra tho Photnlalan. Crown 8vo, doth extr.i, with ir 
lUustnlM”^ PAGKT, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated hoards, ex. 

T ha Constabla of Bt* Mlaholai* Wit h F rontis piece by S. Woo^^ Cro>^ 8vo,_c^h. 31. M. 

Art^us Ward’s Works. With Portrait and Facsimile. Crown 8vo, 

ciotbextra,)*.^.—Abo a POPULAR EOITIOH po&l (vo* picti»#boanift. rx. * * 
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Bechsteln (Ludwig).— As Pretty as Seven, and other German 

Stories. With Additional Talcs by the llrothcrs Grimm, and 98 inustmtlons by KlCilTKR. Square 
8vo. cIotKgpttra. 6 s. 6 (/. } gilt edges, js. 6rf. ^ ^ 

Beifew (Frank).—The Art of Amusing: A Colle-tion of Graceful 

Arts, Gaines. Tricks, IHiggles, and Charades. Witli 300 Illustrations. Crown <:vo. clutli extra, ^s, 6 it. 

Bennett (W. C., LL.b.).—Songs for Sailors, r ost 8vo, cl. limp, aj. 


Bewick (Thomas) and his Pupils. By Austin Dobson. With 95 

Illustr ations. S quare 8vo. cloth extra. 6 s. * _ 

Bierce (Ambrose).—In the Midst of Life: Tales of Soldiers and 

('tvilians. Crown 8vo. cloth extr.T, ys. 6 ti .; post 8vi>, ilhistr.'ttcd boanh, ax. 

Bill iSye’s Comic History of the United States. With 146 Ulus- 

trations by F. Oppi-R. Oown Rvo. cloth extra', v. 6 t/. _ 

Bir6 (Edmond). — Diary of a Citizen of Paris during ‘The 

Terror.’ Translated ami liditcd by JOHN DE Vti.i.iUKS. With a 1 ‘hotogr.ivute Portraits. TwoVoU., 
dcniy 8vo, cloth. 3 i,f. 


Blackburn’s (Henry) Art Handl^ooks. 


Academy Hoiec, 189B. 

Academy Notes, 187S-T9* Complete lie 

One Vnl., with 6(x> lllustraiions. Cloth, 6t. 

Academy Notes. lBao-64. Complete in 
One Vol., witit 700 Illiistrathms. Cloth, 6 s. 
Academy Notes, iSBO-dd. Complete in 
One Vol., with 800 Illustrations. <,ioth, ys. 
Orosvenop Notes, Vol. I., 187T-Ba. With 
300 lUustr,ations. Demy 8vo. cloth ts. 
Oposvonop Notes, Vol. 11., 1883>87. With 
300 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6t. 


Gvosvenop Notes. Vol. Til., 1888-00. With 
*30 Illustrations. iK^-.y 8vf, cloth, .v. 6-/. 

The Mew Gallery. 1888-1808. With *50 
Illustrations. Dciiiy 8vo, cloth, <is. 

English Pictures at the National Gallery, 

With 114 Illustrations, u. 

Old Masters at the National Gallery. 

With taS Illustriitions. ir. 

Illaetrated Catalogue to the National 
Gallery. With 242 Imists. Dumy 8vo, cloth, y. 


The Illustrated Catalogue of the Paris Salon, 1898. With 300 Sketches, .v. 


Blind (Mathilde), Poems by. 

The Ascent of Man, Crown 8vn, cloth, sr. 

Dramas In Miniature. With a Frontispiece by K. Madox Bkown. Crown 8vo, cloth, $#. 
Sonde and Sonnets. Fcap. 8vo vellum .md gold. ^r. 

Birds of Passage $ Songs of the Orient and Occident. Second Kdiiton. Crown 8vu, linen, 6 s. net. 


Bourget (Paul).— A Living Lie. Translated by John de Villiers. 

With st)eciait Preface for the English Edition. Crown 8vo. clt>tli, 3^. 


Bourne (H.,R. Fox), Books by. 

Bngllsll Merchants : Memoirs in Illustratiun of the Progress of British Commerce. With numerous 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6 (/. 

English NewspaiMirs t Chapters in the History ofJournalism. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, esr. 
The Other Side of the Bmln Pasha Relief Expedition* Crown 8vu, ciotli, 6 s. 


Boyle (Frederick), Works by. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., sj. each. 

Chronlolee of Mo-Man'e Land, | Camp Motes, I Savage Life, 

Brand (John).—Observations on Popular AntiquiUes; chleri, 

iitustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With the Ad,litlons of SI 
Hen ry Ellis, and nu merous lUu'-.tralions. Cr own 8 vo, clo th extra, y s. 6 >f. _ 

Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by. 

The Reader's Handbook of Allastons, References, Plots, and Stories, Eighteenth 
Tltousmid, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6<f. 

Anthers and their Works, with the Dates t Being the Appendices to * The Reader Viand* 
book,’ separately printed. Crown Svo, cloth limp, sj. 

H Dletionary of Mlraclest Imitatire, Realistic, and Dogmatic. Crown Svo, cloth, M. 


Brewster (Sir David), Works by. Post Svo, cloth. 4s. ti. each. 

More Worlds than One f Creed of the Philosopher and Aope of the Christi.'in. With Plates 
The Martyrs of Bolenoe t Galileo, Tycho Brahe, and Kepler. With Portraits. 

Le tters o n MVutal Maglo. With numerous lllu st ytions ._ 

Brillat-^avarin.—Gastronomy as a Fine Art. Translated by 

R. E. Anderson, M.A. Post 8vo, half-bound, ar. 

Brydges (Harold).—Uncle Sam at Home. With aidltustratioas. 
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Buchanan (Robert), Novels, &c., by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extraseach; post 8vo, illustrated lioards, ay, each. 


Th«*Shadoir of the Sword. 

A Child of MaturOs With I’ronti^uecc. 
Ood and the Man* with I1 Illustrations hy 
Isady Kllpatrlek. fFKF.n. Barnard. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. With 
Frontispiece l)y A. W. COuPER. 


IdOVe Me for Bver. with Fririhtsplece. 

Annan Water. 1 roxdlove Manor. 
The Mew Abelard, i Raonel Dene. 

Matt t A Story of a Caravan. With Frontispiece. 
The Matter of the Mine. With Frornismece. 
The Heir of Xiinne. I Woman and the Man. 


Red and White Heather. Crown 8vo, cioth extra, 3/. 6<f. 


The Wandering Jew t a Christmas Carol. Crown 8vo, clotl), 6 j. 


The Charlatan. By Rodert Buchanan and Hknry Murray. Crown 9 vo, cloth, with e 

F’rontispicce byT. tl. KOBINSON, 31. td. \ post 8vo, picture boards, ay. 

Burton (Robert).—The Anatomy of Melancholy. With Transia- 

lions of the Quotations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. W. 

Melancholy Anatomleed: An Almdgtncnt of Burton's Anatomy. Post 8vo. h.-ilf-hd.. ay. (xt. 

Caine (Hall), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. (id. each.; post 

8vo, illustrated boards, ay. each ; cloth limp, is. M. each. 

The Shadow of a Crime. I A Son of Ha#ar. I The Deemster. 

Also T.ihkaky F.tAtions of The Deemster and The Shadow of a Crime, set in new type, 
crown 8vo, and bound uniform with The Christian. 6y. each; and thcCiii-.AP POPULAR FuriiON of 
The Deemstep. mcdiiin; 8vo, portrait-cover, td .; clCth, is. 


Cameron (Commander V. Lovett).—The Cruise of the ‘Black 

Prince' Privateer. Post 8v«, picture Itoards, is. 


Captain Coignet, Soldier of the Empire: An Autobiography 

Fditcd by 1 . 0 KHUAN LAKCilEY. TransKted by Mrs. Cakby. With 100 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, It. 6 d. 

Carlyle (Jane Welsh), Life of. By Mrs. Alexander Ireland. With 

Portrait and Facsimile Letter. Sin.ill tiemy 8vo, cloth extra, 7y. 6 if. 

Cariyie (Thomas).—On the Choice of Books. Post 8vo, cl., is. 6(C 

Correepondenoe of Thomas Carlyle and R. W. Emerson. ISSC^ISTS. Edited by 
C. IL Norton. With ritrlr.iits. Two Vols., crown 8vo. cloth, J4t. 

Carruth (Hayden).—The Adventures of Jones. With 17 Illustra- 

lions. Fcap. 8t o, cloth, is. 

Chambers (Robert W.), Stories of Paris Life by. I.ong leap. 8vo, 

cloth, 9y. 6(/. each. 

The Kind In Yellow. { In the Quarter* 

Chapman’s (George), Works. Vol. I., Plays Complete, including the 

Doubtful Ones.—Vol. II., Poems and Minor Tcansl.'itions, with Essay by A. C. SwinuUKNB.—V ol. 
111 ., Translations of the Iliad and Otlysscy. Three Vols., crown 8vn, cioth, 3r. td. each. 

Chappie (J. Mitchell).-The Minor Chord: The Story of a Prima 

I)onn.x. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3J. M. 


Chatto (W. A.) and J. Jackson.—A Treatise on Wood Engraving, 

Historical and Pr.u tic.nl. With Chapter by II. G. BOHN, and 450 line lilusts. Large 4I0, half 4 eatlicr, iVs. 


Chaucer for Children: A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawkis. With 

8 Coloured llates and 30 Woodcuts. Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3J. 6 d.- 
Chaucer for Sohoole. By Mrs. H. K. HAWBIS. Demy 8vo. cloth timp, ay. 6 d. 


Chess, The Laws and Practice of. With an Analysis of the Open- 

ings. By HOWARD STAUN'TON. Edited by K. B. WOKMALD. Crown 8vo, cloth, sy. 

The Minor Taotice of Ghees t A Treatise on the Deployment of the Forces in obedience to Stra¬ 
tegic Principle. By F. K. YOUNG and E. C. Howell. Long fcap. 8vo, cloth, ay. M. 

The Hastings Ghees Tournament. Containing the Authorised Account of the 230 Games 
played Aug.-Sept., 1895. With”Annotations by Pilisbury, Lasker, Tarrasch, Strinitz. 
SCillFFBRS, TBICHMANN, BARDELBBEN, BLACKBURNE. GUNSRERC, TINSLP.Y, MASON, aiut 
Aluin ; Biographical Sketches of thi Chess Masters, and22 Portraits. Edited by H. F. CllUiiinKu. 
Crown 8vo, c lotn. ?y. 6 d. _ 

Clare (Austin), Stories by. 

For the Love of a Lass. P^t 8vo, illustrated itoatds, as.; cloth, sy. 6.f. 

By the Rise of the Riven Tales and Sketches in South Tynedale. Crown 8vo. buckram, gilt 
top, 6 s, • 
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Clive (Mrs. Archer), Novels by. Post Svo, illust, boards, 2s. each. 

_Paul rerroU._ _ J _Why Paul Ferr oll Klll.d hU Wile. 

Clodd P.R.A.S.).—Myths and breaiii.s. Cr. 8v«. js.&i. 

Coates (Anne).—Rie’s Diary. Crown 8vo,_cioth^3'. _ 

Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by. 
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Coleman (John).—Curly: An Actor’s Story. With 21 Illustrations 
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Coleridge (M. E.).— The Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. Fcap Svo, 
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Colling (C. Allston).—The Bar Sinister. Post Svo, boards, 2s. 
Coliins (John Churton, M.A.). Books by. • 
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Transmigration. t _ You Play me False. | The Village Comedy. 
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My Miscellanies. 
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Poor Hlse Finch. 

Mies or Mrs.? 
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The Frozen Deep. 

The Daw and the Lady. 

The Two Destinies. 

The Haunted Hotel. 

The Fallen Leaves. 


Antonina. 
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Hide and Seek. 

The Woman In White. 
The Moonetone. 
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After Dark. 

The Dead Secret. 

The Queen of Hearts. 
Me Heme. 


Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science. 

• I Say No.* 

A Rogue's Life. 

The Evil Genlue. 
Little Novels. 

The Legacy of Cain. 
Blind Love. 
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The Woman In White. I The Moonetone. I Antonina. 
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Colquhoun (M, J.).—Every Inch a Soldier. Crown Svo, cloth, 
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Cook (Dutton), Novels by.~ 
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Cooper (Edward H.).—Qeottory Hamilton. Cr. 8vo, cloth^3s_6^ 
CornwalC^Popular Romances of the West'of England; or, The 

Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall. Collected by Robp.RT HUNi’, F.R.S. With 
two Steel Pl^e^bjrCEi^Gli CkUIKSHANK, Crown Svo. ck >th. i s. bd. _ _ 

Cotes' (V, Cecil).—Two dlris on a Barge. With 44 Illustrations by 

1'. II. TO WNSH ND. Postjvo, clotli, 7S. <tii. _ * _ 

Craddock (C. Egbert)', Stories by. 

The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains. Pu’-.t Svo, ilUisfrato<l Ixianl'i. sf. 
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Cram (Ralph Adams).—Black Spirits and White. 8'voif 
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Romancaa of the Old Bera^Hty With a8 Illustrations by S. L. WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. &/, 
Tales ef the Caliph. Crown 8vo. cloth, ar. 

_ "the Mas are n es: A D rama. Crown «vo, rr. _____* 

Crim (Matt.).—Adventures of a Fair Rebel. Crown 8vo, cloth 
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Crockett (S. R.) and others.—Tales of Our Coast. By S. R. 

CROCKETT, Gilbert Parker. Harold Freduric, ‘Q.,’ and w Clark Russell. With s 
Hhistrations by FRANK Brangwyn. Crown 8vo, cloth, f v. Zd. 


Croker (Mrs. B. M.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6 d. 

each 1 post 8vo, illustrated boards, ss. each ; cloth limp, as. bd. each. 

larrlngton. { A Family Likeness* 

Pride. ! * To Let.’ 

i Two Masters. Mr. Jervis. 

I The Real Lady Hilda. 

Crown 8vo, clotli extra, v- <?Ach. 

In the Kingdom of Kerry. _| Int e rfer ence. | A Third Person. 

Beyond the Pale. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6.c. 

Miss Balmalne's. Past. Crown 8vo. buckram, gilt top, 6 s. 

Cruikshank’s Comic Almanack. Complete in Two Series; The 

1 ‘iRsr. from 18^5 to'^is.n: the .SF.COND. from 1H44 to A Gathering of the Best Humour of 

'i HACKr.RAY, HOOD, MAVHF.W, ALBERT SMITH, A’BliCKHTr. ROBERT BkOUf.H. &c. With 
ntiiiKTotis Steel lIngr.tviitRS and Wootlcuts by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, IIlNE, I.ANORLLS, See. 
Two Vols., crown 8vo. clolh gilt, js. 6 d. e.ich. 

The Life of George Cralkshank. By Blanchard Jerkold. With 84 Illustrations and a 

Bibliography. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3J. 6 d. * 

Cumminj; (C. F. Gordon), Works by. Demy 8vo, cl. ex., 8 j. 6 i. ea. 

In the Hebrides. With .m Autotype Frontispiece ami 3 • lllusiratious. 

In the Himalayas and on the Indian Plains. With 43 Illustrations. 

Two jliappy Years in Ceylon. With -si lilustration<:. 

Via Cornwall to Egypt. With n I’hotogr.nviire Frontispiet-e. Demy 8vo, cloth, •j.t. 6 d. 


Cu.ssans (John E.). — A Handbook of Heraldry; with Imitructions 

for Tracing IVdigrccs and Deciphering Ancient MbS., &c. l-ourth Fdition, revised, with 408 Woodcuts 
and 2 ('oioure d Plate s. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6 s. _____________________ 

Cyples (WO.— Hearts of Gold._ 8w, cl^3s. post 8 vo,bd s.,2t. 

Daudet (Afphonse).—The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 3X. 6 d .; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. 

Davenant (Francis, M.A.).—Hints for Parents on the Choice of 

.1 Profession for th eir Sons when Btsrtlag In Life. Crown 8vo. cloth, u. 6 d. _ 

Davidson (Hugh Coleman).—Mr. Sadler’s Daughters. With a 

Frontispiece by STANLEY WouD. Crown 8vo, cloth oxtra, jr. 

Davies (Dr. N. E. Yorke-), Works by. Cr. 8 vo. is. ea.; cl,, if. 6 i. ea. 

One Thousand Medical Maxims and Surgioal Hints. 

Mursspy Hints t A Mother'st.mdc in He.aUh tuiu Disease. 

Foods fOS the Fat t A Treatise on Cortiulency, and a Dietary for itsCure. 


Aida to Long-Life. Crown 8vo, a s. ; cloth lim p, as. 6 d. _ ^ _ 

Davies’ (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited, 

with Introduction’and Notes, by Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Twt> Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6 J. each. 

Dawson (Erasmus, M.B.).—The Fountain of Youth. Crown 8vo, 

ciotn extra, with Ttvo Illustrations by Ht/ME NlSBET, 3;. 6 rf. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. 

be Guerin (Maurice), The Journal of. Editi^ by G. S. Trebutien. 

With a Memoir Dy Sainte-Beu VE. Translated from the aoth French HuUion by JESSIE P. FROTH- 
_INGHAM. Fcap. 8vo, haW-bouiid, a s. 6 d. ___ __ 

De Maistre (Xavier).-A Journey Round my Room. Translated 

by He nry AmVBLL. P ost 8vo. cloth lit 'p^aj. (J. __ 

De Mille (James).—A Castle in Spain. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 

a Frontispi ece, 3?. 6 d .; |>ost 8vo, illust rated boards, w. 

Derby (The): The Blue Ribbon of the Turf. With Brief Accounts 

' of The Oaks. Bv Louis henry curzon, Crown 8 yo. cloth Ump, v. • 


Pretty Miss Hevllle* ] 

A Bird of Passage. 1 Proper 

Village Tales and Jungle Tragedies. 
Married or Single 7 




CHxm A WiOi bUS, PublisheM, 111 St. Martin’s Lane, Lendon, W. 6 . ■) 








8 CIIATTO & WiNbU S, Pu blUhert, HiMartin's Une. Londra, W.a_ 
Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by. 

M Post s/j, Ulustrfted l>oar<lv 9 S. each. 

Arehl* Lovell. I A Point of Honouf. _. 

Edwards ~(Elieze'r )7 Words 7 Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary 

of Ciiriirus, am! Otil-of.tljr-W.ay Maltors. Clicaja-r JmI.ihiu. (.rowa ‘ 6 vo, cloth, 3.r. txf._ 

Edwards (M. Betham-), Novels by. 

Kitty. Post 8\o, hoards, gy.; clolli, 2J.6rf. | Felicia. Post 8vo. illustrated iKsnrrK _ 

Egerton (Rev. J. C., M.A.). — Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. - 

With Intnxiuciioii by Rev. Dr. H. Wack, and Four Illustrations. <:’rowii 8vo, cloth extra, 5/. _ 

Eggleston (Edward).—Roxy: A Novel. P ost 8vo, illust. boards. 2 S. 
Englishman’s House, The: A Practical Guide for Selecting or Build- 

injl a Htnisc. By C. J. RlCMAKi>tioN. Coloured Froutispieie and lllusts. Cr« 8vo. cloth. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), Works by. 

The Lira end Times of Prince Charles Stuart. Coum of Albany jTue Youni; Preten¬ 
der). With a Piirlrait, thrown8vo, cloth extr.i. 7s. o.f. 

Stories from th^Staie Papers. With Autot> l•■r«.lllis|*ioce. Crown 8vo. cloth, (tf. 

Eyes, Our: How (,0 Preserve Them, ^ By John Browning. Cr. 8vo, is. 
Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. By Samuel Arthur Bent, 

A.M. Fifth Hdiliim, Reviseil and Fnlarijed. Cro«n 8vo, cloth extra, 7J. 6 ti. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by. Po.st 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. c>d. each. 

The Chemical History of a Candles 1 <•< itin-', d. liicifd hcfuic .1 l»\< iiilc- Autlit-nce. Fditetl 
by Wll.I.IAM CROOKI-.S, F'.C.S. With ilhi'.ti.iiiuits 

On the Various Forces of Nature, and their Relntians to each other. l-Mited by 

Wll.I.IAM Ckoi>KES, J-'.C.S. With Illustrations. _ _ 

Farrer (J. Anson), Works by. 

Military Manners and Customs. (rown 8vo. cloth extia. 61. 

Wart '1 nrn* Fssa)s, reprinteil from • Military Maniu-is iiml tjistoius.' Crown 8vo, r,f. ; doth, u. 

Fenn (G. Manville), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. M. each 5 post 8»’o, illiistr.iteil bo.irds, 2.r. r.trh. 

The New Mistress. I Witness to the Deed. 1 The Tiger Lily. I The White Virgin. 


A Woman Worth Winning. Crown 8vo, cloth, Kili top. 64. __ _ _ 

Fin-Bee.—The Cupboard Papers: Observations on the Art of Living 

ami DiliiniJ. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 21. 6 if._ _ ____ __________ 

Fireworks, The Complete Art of Making; or, The pyrotechnist's 

Treasury. By TliOMAS KbnTJHH. With 267 11 ustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, y.___ _ 

First Book, My. By Walter Besant, James Payn, W. Clark Rus- 
SELL, Grant Allen, Hall Caine, GKORf.F- R. sims, rudyard Kiplino, a. conan Doyle, 
M. li. BRAnix)N, F. W. Robinson, h. Kiijek Ha<;car», R. M. lULLANTYNn. I. Zangwill, 
Worley robert.s, d. CiiRisriE Murray, Mary Corelli, J. K. Jerome. John strange 
Winter, Hret Hartk, ‘Q.,’ Robert Buchanan, and R. L. Stevenson. With a Prefatory Story 
by Jerome K. Jerome, a nd 18 5 IHustratu ms. A New F cliiion. Small demy 8vf>. ar t l inen, 3 ^. 6«f. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by. 

Little Essays t Passatres from the Letters of Charles lamb. Post Sv j, cloth, sr. M. 

Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3^. 6 ii.; post 8vo, illu<^.trated boards, ar. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. each. 

Bella Donna. | The Lady of Brantome. j The Second Mrs. Tlllotsont 

Polly. I Never Forgotten. I Seventy^flve Brooke Street. 

The Life of James Boswell (of AuchinlecD. With lllusts. Two Vnis., demy 8vo, cloth. 94s. 

The Savoy Opera, with 60 illustrations and Portraits. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3X. 6,/. 

si r Han ry Irvin g t Tw ent y Yea rs at the L y ceum. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, ir.; cloth, ir. 

Fiammarion (Camifie), V/orks by. 

Popular Astronomy t A General Description of the Heavens. Translated by J. KLLARn GoKK. 
F.R.A.S. With Three Pl.*ites and aSKllustrations. Medium 8vo. cloth, tor. w. 

_ U ranlat A Romance. With 87 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, $s. _ 

Fletcher’a (Giles, B.D.) Complete Poems: Christ’s Victorie in 

Heaven, Christ’s Victorie on Eaitli. Chnst’s Triumph over Death, and Minor Poems. With Notes by 
^ Rev. A. P . G R dSAHT , D .D. Crowuftvo . cl oth lioard s, 3 ^. 6df. • __ _ 

Fonblanaue (Albany).—Filthy i ucre. Post 8vo, illust. boards, ts. 





CHAT TO & WINDUS, Pabllshers, iii St. Martin’s Lane, London, W.C. 9 
Forbes (Archibald).—The Life of Napoleon ill. With Photo- 

_tfra vur«> l->ontisp}erc and Thirly-six fnll-paK« IlInstrAtioiu l>ftnv 8vo. doll*, uilt lop. is:. 

Fowler (i. Kersley).—Records of Old Times: Hisltiricar,, Social, 

PoliticaK Sporfiny, ami A^rictillur.it. With Tight fiill-p.ige I’IiiMrations. cloth, loj. 6 K * 

Francliioh (R. E.), Novels by. — - - — 

Crown 8vn, cloth extra ,v (n/. t-.u h ; po'^l Hvt», iUustr.ited hoai ’ar. ea< h. 

One by One. | A Reel Quean. | A D' K .nd hie Shadow. 

Ropet of Sand. Illusiraied ___ _ 

I’ostfivu, illuslMtt'cl lnurtls, ar. c.ti h. 

Quean Cophetaa. | Olympia. •{ Romancee of the Law. | Kintf or Knave? 
Jack Ooyle’e Daughter. Crown hvo, cioih. v. 

Frederic (Harold), Novels by. Post Hvo, cloth extra, 35. 6^/. each; 

ilhf>tratt‘tl iMurds. ss. c.uh. 

Seth'^Brotha^ Wlja.__ I The Lawton Ctrl._ 

French Literature, A History of. By Henry Van Laun. Three 

Vt>ls., dpmy 8vo, clitlh bturds, js. fiii. r.ich. 

Fry’s (Herbert) Royal (iulde-to the London Charities. Edited 

byJiHlN LANli, I’ubllshcd Anmt.illy. Crown «vo, t loth, t.r. ftt/. _ 

UardenifiJt Books. Post 8 vo, 15. g^ach; cloth limp, is (V/. each. 

A Year*! Work In Garden and Greenhouse, liy I'.LORtii- .;i i-n.nv. 

Household Horticulture. By Tom nt*<P|ANP. Ji'Rkolh. IIUi-.(i.i .-d. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. By t«>m jfkk«)li>. 

_ Wy Ga rden WUd^ By TrANCIS_(;,_HUM H. Cr own 8vo. d.-th, giu odgfS. fir. _ 

Qardnei; (Mrs. Alan).—Rifle and Spear with the Rajpoots: hcinij 

the Narrative of .1 WiiUor's Travel .ami Sport in Northern ladi.t. With mimi;rons llliiMt.itioiis 
Author and T. II. Tdwnshnd. Deni}' ^to, h.ilf-boting, aij. 

Qarrett (Edward).—The Capel (iirls: A Novel. Post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, 2X. 


Qaulot (Paul).—The Red Shirts: A Story of the Revolution. Tr.ans. 

latc<l by John DH VlI.f.IliRS. With a rrontispin <• |>y S I ami FY W«)<)P. Crown Svo, cloth, .v, 6r/. 

Gentleman's Majrazine, The. is. Monthly. Contains Stories, 

Articles upon I.ttcrature, Science, Biography, .ind Art, ami * Table Talk' by SVLVANUS UrHAN. 
/founii Volupurj/or re^Htyeap's kf/<t m ifntk, Sr. (id. rath. fiir btudins.tt. tnth. 


Gentleman's Annual, The. Published Annually in Ncn'ember^_is. 

German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 

Trmsl.ited by ElMiAR TAYLOR. With InlnuhiLtion |>y John RI'SKIN, ami aa Steel Plates after 
(>F.<iK(;f. CkL'^SIlANK. Square 8vo, cl'ith, At. fvf. 5 gilt etlges 7J. 


Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 31. 6d. ea.; post 8vo, bds., 25. ea. 

Robin Gray. With l'rontis)>icce. ( Loving a Dream. 

The Golden Shaft. With Troiuispiete. ) Of High Degree. 


The Flower of the Forest. 

The Dead Heart. 

For Lack of Gold. 

What Will the World Say? 

For the King. | A Hard Knot. 

? >ueen of the Meadow, 
n Pastures Green. __ 


I’O'it Hvo, illii’.tr ituil boards, 2X. cat h. 


In Love and War. 

A Heart's Problem. 

By Mead and Stream. 

The Braes of Yarrow. 

Fancy Free. 

In Honour Bound. 

Heart’s Delight. I Blood-Money. 


Gibney (Someryille).—Sentenced I Jlrown Sv^cloth, is. 6 d. 


Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays by. In Three Series, 2s. 6 d. each. 

The First Series contains: The Wicked World—Pygmalion and Galatea—Cliarily—The Princess— 
The Palace of Truth—Trialby Jury. • 

The Si-.COND SkriKS : Broken llcsirts—ltngage'l—Sweethearts—Gretchen—Dan Druce—Tom Cobb 
—II. M.S. * Pinafore ’—The Sorcerer—Tlie Pirates of Penx-sp':.-. 

The Third Series: Comedy and Tragedy—Foggerty's Koscncrantz ard Guildenstern— 

Patience—Princess Ida—The Mikado—Kuddigoro—The Ycuiiien of the Gu.irtI—The Gondoti'.'rs— 
The Mountebanks—Utoiiia,__ 

Bight Original Comio Operas written by W. s. Gilbert. In Tuo Scric<t. Demy8vo. cloth, 
2X. 6 f. e.ach. The FIRST contiining: The Sorccrej^U.M.S. ‘ Pinafore‘—The l^rates ol Penzance— 
lolanthc—Patience—Princess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury. 

The Second Series containing: The Gondoliers—The Grand Duke—The Yeomen of the Guard- 
Ills ExceUeiKy—Utopia, IJinitcd—Ruddigorc—The Mountebanks—Haste to the Wedding. 

The Oilbsvt and Salllvan Birthday, Book t Q uotations for Every Di»y in the Year, selected 
from Plays by W. S. GiLHEkT set to Must? by Sir SCLLIVAJI. Qomnilei by Aimc. WaTSDN. 

Royal i 6 ino, 7 apai}$se leather, ex. ... .. 








lo CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, in St. Martin’s Lane, London, W.C. 


Gilbert (William), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2S. each. 

Dr. Austin's Guests. | dames Oaks, Costermonger. 

The Wizard of the Mountain. I 

...-^ -.... - -- ' ■ . -■ . — — W >• 

Glanvlile (Ernest), Novels by. 

Clown 8vo, cloih extra. 3f. 6if. «.ich; post 8vo, iDu.strated boards, c-t. each. 

The Lost HelPessJ A Talc of I.ovc, Battle, and Adveninrc. With Two lUtistrations by H. NiSBHT 
The Fossioker t A Koiimih u of Mashonaland. Witli Two lllustMUons UuME NiShlir. 

A FalP Colonist, With a iToiUbpiccc by STANLEV WOOL). 

The Golden Rocke With a Frontispiece by STANLEY W’OOD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6 tl. 
Kloof Yarns. Crown 8vo, pictnrecover. is .; cloth, wl 6tf. 

Tales from the Yeld* With Twelve llhibtrations by M. NiSHET. Crojvn 8vo, cloth, y. 6 if. 


(ilenny (George).—A Year’s Work in Garden and Greenhouse: 

Pratiic-il Advice.f,iuthe Maii.iyenicntofthc Tlowcr, l-ruit, ami Frame Garden. Post 8vo, u.; cloth, ts.M. 


Godwin (William).—Lives of tte Necromancers . Post 8vo, cl., 2s. 
Golden Treasury of Thought, The: An Encyclopasdia o£ Quota- 

'llDNS. llditcd by TlltiODORP.'I'AYl-OK. Crown 8vo, cloth Kib. ?^- 

Gontaut, Memoirs of the Duchesse de (Gouvernante to the Chil- 

drcii <>t France),j773i R3<5. With Two Pliott >g favir'e s. Two VoK, dem y 8vo. cl oth extra, ais. _ 

Goodman (E. Jj- -The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, y^ 6 d. 
Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, described from Antique 

Muiuiniciilb. By liRNST Gt'tH, and W. KONER. lulited by Dr. F'.dlt;iibFKR. With 545 lllubtra* 
tiiii)';. I.urgc crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys, 


Greville (Henry), Novels by.-. 

Post 8vo. Uhlstrated boards, it. each. 
MlkanoP, Translated by F‘I IZA E. CHASE.. 

A NoblA Woman. Tr.nisl.itctl by At.iiF.Rr IX VANDAAf. 


Griffith (Cecil).—Corinthia Marazion: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 3.1. 6ti. ; post 8vo, iihistratcil Itoards, rj. 


Grundy (Sydney).—The Days of his Vanity: A Passage in the 

lafe of .1 Vuiiiig Man. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3^. (ki.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 7S. 

Habberton (John, Author of' Helen’s Babies ’), Novels by. 

I’ost 8vo, illustrated boards, zr. eacli: cloth limp, zs. 6c/. each. 

Bpu«ton’s Bayou, I Countpy Lnek. 

Hair, The: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, ^d Disease. Trans- 

lated from the Gorman of Dr. J. PINCI’S. Crown 8vo, ij.; cloth, if. 6d. 


Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 6s. each. 

New 8ymlK>iSt I Legends of the Morrow* | The Serpent Play* 


_ _Malden Ecstasy* Small 4to. (.loth extra. 8 j._ _ 

Halifax (C.).—Dr. Rumsey’s Patient. By Mrs. L. T, Meade and 

_C'l.lFFORi) HALII’AX, M._U_Crown 8yo. cloth. 3f. 6</._ 


Hall (Mrs. S. C.).—Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous 

Illiistr.'itions on Steel ami Wooil by Maclise* GiLDBRT, Hakve-Y, and GBORCB CRUIKSIIANK.' 
Small demy 8vo. cloth extra, ys. 6tf. __ _ 


Hall (Owen), Novels by. 

ThtfTraCk of a Btovm. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3f. 6cl. 
Jetsam* Crown 8vo. cloth, 31 6t/. _ _ 


Haliiday (Andrew).—Every-day Papers. Post 8vo, b oards. 2s. 
Handwriting, The Philosophy of. With over 100 Facsimiles and 

Explanato r y Text. B y Po N FELIX i>u Salamanca. Post Svo, cloth limp, af. 6 rf. _ 

Hanky-Panky: Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of 

_ Han cC & c. Ed i ted by W. H. CREMEK, With goo Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4f. 6 <f. _ 

Hardy (Thomas).—Under,,the Greenwood Tree. Crown 8vo, cloth 

VJtha. with Portrait and 15 Illustrations* y. 6</.; post 8vo, illqstrated Iwards, y.; rjotb Uipp, at*. ^ 











^J^ATrTO k \^'iNDOS. Publisher*, tti St. Martin's i.ane, London, W.C. 11 
Harte’s (Bret) Collected Works. Revised by the Author. LIBRARY 

HDITION, in Nine Volumes, crown 8vo, doth cxtr.i, 6f. eacli. 

Vol. I,XoMPLBTE Poetical ani» Dkamamc WtiKKs. wuh sifcl-plate Porir.iir. 

„ Il.^HE Luck of Roarini; Camp—Bohemian apkrs—AM i uiCAr Liu.itNu. 

in. Tales of the argonau I'i— Hasmirn .ski- k iii-s. • 

•s IV. Gabriel Conroy. | Vol. V. Siorihs—Co.ndenskh Novr.i.'^, “.ic. 

.. VI. Tales of thr pacifi': .Si.opn. 

.. VII. Tales OF THE PAcii-'t. sloph-ii. >vitli*»oriMltbyjonN'- kimf. r.*. 

„ vm. Tai.hs of THU Pink and ihe Cypress. 

IX. Buckeye and ciiapparhl. 


Bret Harte'a Choice Worke, in Prose aiul Vor^o. With i'orfriU of the Author and 40 Ulus* 
tralioiis. Crown 8vo. doth. ?.x. Oif. c ‘ 

Bret Harte*e Poetical Works. Pmitt-d on hand-made pai>or. Crown Rvo, lMiikr.ini, u. cj. 
Borne Later Verses. Crown Hvo, linen };iit. $v. 

The Queen of the Pirate Isle. With cS Ornrinal Drawings by K.Viii Crp.iln \wav. n-produted 
in Colours by FDMUND J-VANS. Small 4to, c lotb , sr. 

Crown 8vo, clcdli extra, at. txf. oat h ; post 8vo, pit lurts boanls, v>r. iMcb. 

JL Waif of the Plains. With 60 lllnsttations by .S I'ANLEV L. Wood. 

A Ward of the Golden Gate. With 59 llUistrdtions by Stanley l. W<m hi. 

Crown Kvo,«lolh extra. 3r. 6 if. each. 

A Sappho of Green grinds, A;o. With Two lllnslrations by IIUMF NISPFT. 

Colonel Btarbottie’s Client, and Some Other People. Widia l-iontispiec#. 

Busy: A Novel. AVitb Proiuispicce and Vigm-tle by J. A. CiiKiiSriH. 

Bally 0 OWS« &C. With 47 lllustmtions by W. 1 ). AlmoNI) and others. 

A ProteSee of Jack Hamlin's, &c. with 7 (t lllubtraiions by W. Smai I. an<l others. 

The Beli-Rintfer of AntfePs, &c. With ^^lilustrationsby IjuT)LF.v rdy and others. 
Clarence t A Story of the American War. WitTi Light lUiistratiuns bv A. Jui.P CoitDMAN. 
Barker's Look, &c. With 39 liiustrationeby A. forbstibk, pau^ hardy. 

Devil's Ford, See. With a frontispiece by w. 11 . Ovhrfnd. 

The Crueade of the ** Excelsior." with a b'romispicce yj. Bernard Par i riir.i-:. 

Three Partnere ; or. The Big Sirike on Heavy True Hill. V/nh 8 lllusir.ttlons by J. C.ui.iCH. 
Tales of Trail and Town. With Frontispieceliy G. l*. Jacdmb-Hodd. 

• Post 8vo, iiiastraled iKian'.s, ?s each. 

Gabriel Conroy. I The Luck of Roaring Camp, Sic 

An Heiress of Red Dog. Ac. .| • Californian Stories. 

Post 8vo, illuslr.ilctrboards, 2r. each ; doth, sv. '><Y. each. 

Flip, i Maruja. | A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

llaw^ls (Mrs. ri. R.), Books by. 

The Art of Beauty, With Coloured Frontispiece and 91 Tibisti .itions. Sipiam 8vo, 11. h bils,, Ct. 
The Art of Decoration. W'lth Coh)iirr<l Frontispiece and 74 llhi-.ti.itions. S<|. 8vu, doth lids., 6.'. 
The Art of Drese. With 3a Illustrations. Post Hvo, ix.; doth, 11. o.f. 

Chaucer for Schools. Demy uvo. cloth limp, 2s. (ut 

Chaucer for Children. With 3K Illustrations (R ('oloiiredh_(Town 4to, doth extra, ^r. 6 ,/. 

tiaweis (Rev. H. R., M.A.j, Books by. 

American Humorists: Washington irvini;, Hi ivfr Wkndkli. Hoemfs. James Rirssnr.r. 
LtiWH 4 -l., ARTF.MUS WARD, MARK TWAIN, and liKf.T llARlE. Third Lditiou. Crown«vo, 
doth extra, 6 s. 

Travel and Talk.lSSS-SS-OS: My Humlnul Thousand Mtlesof'IT.ivi-I through America—C.inada 
—New Zealand—Tasmania—Australia-('eyIon-Tlic I’araihses of tlie Pacific. With Photogravure 
Frontispi^es. A New hditi on. Two Vols., < rown Hvo. doilt . i-.-y. _ 

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth cxtr.i, M. cadi; post 8vn, illustrated boards. 2s. each. 

Garth, I Blllce Quentin. | Beatrix Randolph. Witii Four Ilhists. 

Sebastian Strome. I David Poindexter's Disappearance. 

Fortune's Fool. 1 Dust. Four Tlhists._|_The Spectre of the Camera. 

Post 8vo, illustrat«*<i boanls, ar. cai h. 

Mi s s Ca dogna._I _Love-or a Name.___ 

Hawthorne (Nathaniel).—Our Old Home. Annotated with I’as- 

sages from the Author’s Note-bookis, a nd ll Uistratvil with 31 Pbot<igravures. Two Vols., cr. 8vo, isr. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2j. 6 d. each, 

Animals and their Masters._ I _ Social Pressure. 

Ivan da Blron : A Novel. Crown Svt». rhuh oxir.t. p. Cif .; post Hvo. ilhistra^etl t^ards,^v._ 

Henderson ( Isaac). — Agatha Page; A Novel._Cr. 8vo,ci., 3 ;. M . 

Henty (Q. A.), NoveU by. 

Rujuh the Juggler. With Eight Illustrations by STANLEY L. W(X)p. Crown 8vo, cloth, y.t.'t.; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. _ 

Crown 8vo, doth, 31. 6^ each. 

Dorothy's Doublo. _ | T ho Quoon's Cup. 

Colonol Thorndyko'S Secrot. Crown 8vo. dogi, gilt top, 6r. 


Herman (Henry).—A Leading Lady. Post 8vo,bds.,2t. ; cl.is.fxl. 
Herrick’s (Robert) Hesperides, Noble Numbers, and Complete 

CollOOtOd Poomo. With Memoriftl-lntrothiction and ^otes by the Rev. A 0 . GK 0 SART| D.D. 
Steel Portrait, &c. 'Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth bo.nrds, 3f. 6>f. each. 
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Hertzka (Dr. Theodor).—Freeland: A Social Anticipation. Trans- 

luted by AR'lllUR Ransum. Crown Rvo, cloth extra, oj. 

Hesse-Wartegg (Chevalkir Ernst von).— Tunis: Theal^ind and 

Hio Pctple. With llluMr.itions. Crown 8\e. i loth i-vti.i, tvt. 


Hill (Headon).—Zainbra the Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bJ.; 

post 8vo, iikture Itoards. ar. ; cloth, ar. 6./. 

Hifr (John), Works by. 

Treason-Felony* Post 8vo, bottnls, at. 1 The ^ommon Ancestor. Cr. 8vo, cloth , 3.t.6<f. 

Hoey (Mrs. Cashel).—The Love^s Creed. Post 8vo, board^ 2s._ 
Holiday, Where to go for a. By E. P. Sholl, Sir H. Maxwei.i,, 

Ihut.. M.l’., JOIIM WMStlV, jANli UARI.OW, MARY LOVETT CA.MIRON. H MrCAKTIlY, 

PAl'L l-ANf.li, j. W.C.RAHAM, J. H. SAI.TRR, PJithliE AI.Lh.N, S. J. lUtCRh I i'. L. klVhKtS VJNJ-, 
_atui C. !•■. GtiRIxiN Cf.MMINt. , 'Crin \n 8\0. ij.; cloth, is.O.f. ____ 

Holiingshead (J^n).—Niagara Spray. Crown Svo, is._ 

Holmes (Gordon, M.D.)—The Science of Voice Production and 

Voice Preservati on* C rown 8vo. u.; cloth, i»~. 6 ii. __ 

Holmes (OilveniWendell), Works by. 

The AutMrat of the Breakfast-Table* Illustrated by J. Gordon Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth 
liiini, 2J. 6</.- Anotlu’rf’ulitKm, post 8vii, clotli, a.r.*' 

The Autoorat of the Breakfast-Table and The Professor at the Breakfast-Table 

In One Vol. Post 8vo, li.ilT-ltountl. zr. 

Hood’s (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. Wit^ Life of 

the Author, Portrait, and aoo Ilhistrutions. Crown 8vo, cloth, y, 6<f. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. llhisiratums. Post 8vo. 1 i:>lf-botin>l. ai. __ 

Hood (Tom).—From Nowhere to the North Pole: A Noah’s 

Ark.roloKK'Ul Narrative. With 25 lUnstratioiis l«y W. HkiiN lON and It. C. Haknf.s. Cr. 8vo, cloth, dr. 

Hook’s. Crheodore) Choice Humorous Works; including his Lndi. 

rrous Adventures, Dons Mots, Pints, and llo.ixcs, Witli I .tfc of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles and 
lilustMtions. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 7J. 6if. __ __ 

Hoope^(Mrs. Oeo.).—The House of Raby. Post 8 vo, b oards, 2j. 
Hopkins (Tighe).—”Twlxt Love and Duty.’ With a Frontispiece. 

Crown 8vo, clotli, .v. df. . J 

Horne (R. Hengist). — Orion: An Ftpic Poem. With Photograph 

Po rtrait by StJMMt'KS. Tenth lidition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7r. ___ 

Hungerford (Mrs., Author of ' Molly Bawn ’), Novels byC 

Post Rto, illustratcil boardi^ar. each : clotli limp, aj. d/. each. 

A Malden All Forlorn* | A Modern Circe. I An Unsatisfactory I«over« 

Marvel. A Mental Struggle. Lady Patty. 

In Durance Vile. I _I 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 33. 6«f. c.uh; post 8vu, illustrated boards, -js. eadi; doth limp, 2r. M. each. 

Lady Varner's Flight. I The Professor's Experiment. 

The Red-House Mystery. I Mora Crelna. 

The Three Graces. 1 


An Anxious Moment. 
April’s Lady. 


Crown Bvo, cloth extr.i, 3^'. 6</.cach. 

1 A Point of Conscience. 
Peter's Wife. 1 Lovlce. 


Hunt's (Leigh) Essays: A Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c. Edited 

by EUMVNO OLLltiR. Post 8vo, balf*bound, er. 


Hunt ^Mrs. Alfred), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6<i. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2/. each. 

The Leaden Casket. I Belf-Condemned. | That Other Person. 
Tho rnlc roft’e M^el. Post 8vo, boards, 2jr. j_ Mrs. Juliet* Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3x. M. ^ 

Hutchison (W. M.).—Hints* on Colt-breaking. With 25 lllustra- 

lions . Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 6if,_ •_ 

Hydrophobia: An Account of M. Pasteur’s System ; The Technique of 

Ills Method, and Statistics. By Kenaud Suzor, M.B. Crown 8vu, cloth extra, 6r. 


Hyne (C. J. Cutcilffe).— Honour of Thieves. Cr. 8 vo, cloth, 3 s. 6 d, 
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Impressions (The) of Aureole. Cheaper Edition, with a New Pre- 

face. Post 8vo, bluslpruse paper and cloth, aj. 6 <J. 

Indoor Rnupers. By One of Them. Ct wn 8vo, cloth, j., 6 d . 

innkeeper’s Handbook (The) and Licensed Victual’er’s Manual. 

By J. TrKVOR-DaviKS. Crown B\ o. i ; cloth, ts. M. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs of, Collecte'i aad Edited by A. 

1 ‘KRCHVAL CiRAVHS. Post Rvo, doth limp, ax 6(/. 

Irving (Sir Henry) : A Recfird of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum. 

By PKRCV I’lTZGUk.M.l). W nh Voilr.nt. Cu>«n Rvn, 1 .• ; cloth, ir. 

James (C. T. C.). — A Romance of the Queen’s Hounds. Post 

Svn, cUith limp, ix. 6 ii. 

Jameson (William).—My Dead Self. Post 8vo, bds, 21. : cl,, 21. 6(/. 
Japp (Alex. H., LL.D.).—Dramatic Pictures, &c. Cr. 8yo, cloth, 51. 
Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Th« Dai^k Colleen. ^1 The Queen of Ctyiis 

Jefferies (Richard), Works hy. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 21. 6 d. each. 

Nature near London. I The Life of the Fields. | The Open Air. 

Also the HaND-MADH PaPRR liDn ioN, crow.i Hvo, lnnkrani, gilt tap, 6x. e.itli. 

The Euloify of Richard Jefferies# By Sir Walter Uhsant, With a Plmtagraph r.HtraU 
Crowe Rvo, cloth extra , 6x-. _ ______ ___ _ 

jenningfs (Henry J.), Works by. • 

Curiosities of Criticism. Post Rvo, cloth hmn. ax. <k(. 

Lord Tennyson S A Itiographical sketch. With Portrait. Post Rvo, tr. ;< loth, rr. W. 

Jerome (Jerome K.), Books by. 

Stadolande With 64 illustrations l»y J. Bprn.vrd Par rKnu'.i-. I i.ip. 4to, jil. tmo cfisor, ir. 

John XnSerflelds &C. With 9 Illusts. by A. S. Bi)YI> .nul JuMN (<111 It II. l-'i ,ip. Kvi), pic. {ov. i.r. 6 f. 
The Frude'sFrofrese: A t'omedy by J. K. Jhkomi-. u>u) I-.di-.n PiiiLLPort'-.. L.r.t'vo, ix. tai 

Jerrold (Douglas).—The Barber’s Chair; and The Hedgehog 

IietterS. Post Svd, printeil on l.iid paper and h.\tr-lKniiul, 3.r. 

Jerroid (Tom), Works by. Post 8vo, ts. ea.; cloth limp, i.s. Oil. each. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

Household horticulture: A (iossip alxiut Mowprs. lllustr.ttud. 

Jesse (Edward).—Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life. 

Post 8 vo, cloth limp, 3X. 

Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works by. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6U. each. 

Flng^r.Rln^ Lore: Historic.il. I.x'gcnd.iry, aiul Anecdotal. With nearly 3 <a) Illustraiiatis. Secoiut 
htlition, Revised and Enlarged. 

Credulities* Fast and Prssent. Including the Sea an<l .Scsniiien, Miner<;, Td)isin.'ms. Word' and 
I_ctter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Auiiuals, Birtls, Pa'gs, l.iick, &c. With I'loniisjiutctf, 
Crowns and Coronations: A History of Regalia. With too lilusiratums. 

Jonson’s (Ben) Works, With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 

a Biographical Memoir by William Cii fori>. Edited by Ctilonel Cunningham. Three Vols. 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3X. 6if. each. 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 

tainmg ' The Antiiiuitics of the Icw^■ and ‘The Wais of the Jew>>.* With 52 llhistratuais fifld Majit;. 
Two Vois.. demy 8vo. Iialf-hoiiiut, iin. 6./. 

kempt (Robert).—Pencil and Palette : Chapters on Art and Artists. 

Post 8vo, cloth lim p, 2x. 6rf. ________ 

Kershaw (Mark). — Colonial Facts and Fictions: Humorous 

Sketches. Post Bvo, illustrated Imards, ar^; cloth, ax. Ggf.__ _ 

king (R. Ashe), Novels by, 

Pust 8vo, illustmted boards, ax, each. 

•The WsarlnS of the Crean.’ | Puslon’s Slava. 

A Drawn Gama. 1 Ball Barry. 
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Knight (WIHIam, M.R.C.S., and Edward, — The 

Pattont'K Vadtt li«flnm s How to Get Most Benefit from Medtcal Advice. Cr. 8vo, if. { cl.,if.6« r. 

Knights (The) of the LI^Ta Romance of theThirteentfcCentury. 

Edited, with an Introduction, by the MARQU ESS OF LOKME, K.T. Crown 8vo. cloth eirtra, 6s. 

i tun hTs (Charles^ Complete Works in Prose and Verse, including 

•Poetry for CliiUlren^and* Prince Dorus.' Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by R. H. Shep* 
Hi'ku; With Two Portraits and Facsimile of the ‘ Essay on Roast Pig.’ Crown 8vo, cl^th, y. 6rt. 
Th« EBaayfl of BIta* Post 8vo. printed on laid paper and lialfdkound, st. 

IfIttI* Bitaytt Sketches and Characters by CllARl.ns I.amu, selected from his Letters by PERCY 
FlTZtiBRALO. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2X. 6</. * , 

Th® Dramatlo Essay® of Charlss Lamb. W HU Introdtiction and Notes by Brandbr Mat- 
THEWS, find Steelplritc Portrait. F'e ap. 8v o, lialfdiot m<l. ____ 

LaiTdorlWalter ^vage).—Citation and Examination of William 

Shaksuearc, Ac., lietnre Sir Thomas Lucy, touching Dccr-sieaUiig. loih SeplemlAsr, 1382. To which 
iseidd^. A Confersnott of Master Edmund Spenser wUU die hurl of Essex, touchmg the 
Sute of irdaud, 1595. Fcap. 8vo, hall-Koalmrgliu, a/, orf. 


Larwood (Jacol>), Works by. » 

Aneedotee of the c^irgy. Post 81m, laid i>ai>c^ Itaif - lmu nd, ar. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, zs. Cut. eacli. 

gor enetc A necdote®._j Theatrical AnecdoUe.__ 

Lehmann (R. C.), Works by. I’ost 8vo, is. each; cloth, is. 6 d. each. 

Harry Pludyer at Cambridge. * 

CmiveiMtloniU Hints for Vi oung Sljooters i A Guide to Polite T^._ 

Leigh (Henry S.).—Carols of Cockayne. Printed on hand-made 

paper, Iw und i» b uckram, gr.____:_ 

Ldan^(C. Godfrey).—A Manual of Mending and Repairing. 

With WaRFam£. Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. _____ 

Lepelietier (Edmond). — Madame Sans-Qene. Translated from 

the French by JOHN D R VlL LtHRS. C'^wn 8vi), cloUi, y. 6<f.; post 8v^ picture lio.'irds. as. _ 

Leys (John).—The Lindsays: A Romance. Post 8vo, illust.bds..2s. 

Lindsay (Harry, Author of ‘ Methodist Idylls’), Novels by. 

Hhuda RobCTt*. Crown 8vo, clotli. yt. id. 

Ybe Jaoobite. Crown flvo, cloth, gilt top, 6f._ 

Unton (E. Lynn), Works by. <■ 

Crown Bvo, iloth extra, 31^. (ni. each ; pObt 8vo, illustrated Imards, at. each. 

PatvlelR Kembail. I lone. I Under which Lord ? With ia lUustrations. 

The Aconemeitt of Learn Dundas. • My Love! * | Bowing the Wind. 

The World Well Loet. With ta IHuhts. ) Paeton Cu^w. Millionaire and Miser. 

The One »oo Many. I P olcie Bverton. 

Po!.t Svo. illustrated boards, as. each. 

The Bebel of the Family._WHh _» Bllken Thread. 

Po« Svo, cloth limp, as. 6rf. each. 

Witch Stories. I Ourselvost Essays on Women, 

yg^eshooting t Estracts from t he W orks of Mrs. LY NN I. INTON._ 

Lucy (Henry W.).—Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth 

extra. 3s. 6d .: post Svo. illustrated boards, as. 


Macalplne (Avery), Novels by. 

Teroea Itasoa. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ir 

Broken WingS;. With S ix IHustr atlon s hy W. J, HFNNFSSY. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6 r. 


er*s Sealed Paoket. PostSvo, iliustrated boards, as. 

tloek. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6 j. 


Macd oneli (Agnes).“~Quaker C oUAins. Po st Svo, boards, 2s. 
MacGregor (Robert).—Pastimes and Players: Notes on Popular 

Game s. Po st Svo , ckRh limp, « . 6<f. __ 

Mackay (Charles, LLTD.). — Interludes and Undertones; or; 

Musk at Twliigtd, Crova Syp, cloth actra, 6s. 
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Mallock (W. H.), Works by. 

Tli« N«w llepubllc. Post 8vo. picture rover, is. : cloth limp, ss, 6d, 

The Naw Paul A Vlr^nia i i^sitivitm un an Islait'l. Post 8yo. cloth, 2 y. M, 

, A Rtt^anae of tha Hlnataanvh Century. Crown Svo. cloth 6 j. 5 post 8vo. ilWit. boards, m. 

Poama. Sm.alt 4to. parchment, 8x. 

Is Life Worth Living? Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6f. _ 


Alarguerltte (Paul and Victor).—The Disaster. 

l-llltl)liRiC I Hl-:s. Crown 8v«*, cloth, y. 6r/. 


Translated by 


Marlowe’s Works. Including his Trtnslations, Edited, with Notes 

and Introductions, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, .v. 6rf. 


Edited 

Masterman (J.).— Haif-a- Doze n Dau ghte rs. Post 8vo. boards, ^ 


Massing;er’s Plays. From the Text of William Gifford. 

• by Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6^, 


Matthew'S (Brander).—A Secret of the Sea, &c. 

tratctl boards, 2s .; t loth limp, 2S. 6.f._. 


Post 8vo, illus- 
- 


Meade (L. TJ, Novels by. 

A Soldier of Poil^une. Crown 8r«>, doth, (xi. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. 

Crown 8vo. cloth. 3r. 61/each. 

In an Iron Grip. 1 The Votea of the Charmer, with 8 I]lll^trat{ona 

Dr. Rumaay’s Patient. By T,. T. mi.adp. and Clifi-oku Halifax, M.l). 

On the Brink of a Chasm. Crown Svo. cloth, gilt top. 6s. 

Merrick (Leonard), Novels by. 

The Man who was Good. I’ost 8vo. (Picture boards. 9s. 

Crown Svo, cloth, jr. (vi. each 

^ This Stage of Fools. ___ I ' Cynthia: A Diughler of tin: rh»listiiic<!. 

Mexican Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Itio Grande. By 

A. li. .S\vi;FT aixl J. ArmoV Knov With 265 llhistmtions. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 7t. 6d, 

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by. I’ost 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each. 

Touch ai^ Go. _ I Mr. DorlUlon. _ __ 

Miller (Mrs. F. Fenwick).—Physiology for the Young; or, The 

House of Life. With numerous lilustratitms. I'ost rv<>, cloth limp, sy. 6(i, 

Milton (J. L.), Works by. Post Svo, IS. each ; cloth, is. CJ. each. 

The Hygiene of the Skin, with 1 lirrctions for Diet, Soaps, Bathb, Wines, 

The Bath In Dlseasee of the Skin. ' 

The Laws of Life* and their Relation to Diseases of the Skin. 


Minto (Wm.).-Was She Good or Bad? Cr. 8vo, is.; cloth, is. f>d. 
Mitford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6<f. each. 

The Gun-Runner: A Romance of Znluland. tViih a Frontispiece by STANLEY L. W'ot)D. 

The Luck of Gerard Rldgeley. With a Frontispiece by .S i ANI.I-.Y L. Wm>u. 

The King's Assegai, with six full-pa;'c illustrations by Stani.f.y L. AVtx>n. 

Rens^w FanningS Quest._Wit h a Frontispiece by St a nley L. Wo od._ 

Moleswortii (Mrs.).—Hathercourt Rectory. Post Svo, illustrated 

lK)ard.<, gr, __ 

Moncrleff (W. D. Scott-).— The Abdication: An Historical Drama. 

Wilh Seven Etchings by JOHN PRTTIF. W. Q. ORCHARDSON, J. MacWHIKTER, COLlN HUNTER, 
R Macbeth and Tom Graham. Imperm^to, buckram, ns. 

Moore (Thoma.s), Works by. 

The Epicurean t and Alclphron. Post 8vo. h-df-hountl, 7s. 

Proee and Veraei indudinir Suppressed P.tssa^resfiom the .MFMf)IRS OP I.ORD BYRON. Fdltcd 
by R. H. SHKI’llERD. W'lth Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth extra, js. 6rf. 

Muddock (J. E.) Stories'by. 

Crown 8vo, ^loth extra, aj. M. each. 

Maid Marian and Robin Hood. With Z3 illustrations by Stanley Wood. 

Baslle the Jesteix. WlUi Frontispiecu by Stanley wood. 

Young Loeblnvar. -- 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 

The Dead Mvi** BeereL « _ I Prom the Boeom of tbs Doep. 

Btorlet Wetrd and Wonderful* PgsVsvo, ii}ustr»tt 4 hoards,i cloth* t:. q ». 
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Murray (D. Christie), Novels by. 

Crown 8\o. cloth csir.i, .^r. fuf. tvich : post 8vo, Ulustrnlcil bo.inls, at. each. 


3 Dlubts. 


A Model Father. 

Old Blazer’s Hero. . 

Cynic Fortune. Prontfsi. 

the Gate of the Sea. ' 

A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 

: An lixpcrimcnt in Aulolvoirr.iphy. 


Bob Martin's Islttle Qlrl. 
Time’s Revenges. 

A Wasted Crlme.a 
In Direst P»rll. • * 

Mount Despair. 

A Cspfu* o^Nalls. 

With .1‘■■.►Uotypc rortr.nt. Cr. 


A Life's Atonement. 

Joseph’s Spat. t.> iiIilsk 
C oals of F^, 

Val Strange. 

Hearts. 

The Way of the World.. 

The Making of a Novelist 

«vo, buckram, y. &/. 

My Contemporaries in Fiction. Oown 8vo. lni< kr.un, y. 6</. 

This Little World. Crown 8vo. « !mi|». yilt top, 6j-. 

Talee in Prose and Verse. With iroAisph-oe by aki hck H< I'kins. Cr. 8vo. Llotb.3T.6C 
A Race for M HHonSi Crown kvo, cloth. %s. CJ. 

Murray (D. Ctiristiel and Henry Herman, Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3i'. 6</. each; post 8vo. illnstr.ite*! bo.inls, i-r. c,ich. 

One Traveller Returns. I The Bishops' Bible. 

Paul Jones's Allas, &<;. with llUistrattons by A. I'OKi-.sm k .nxl (i. Niu.»I.Mr. _ _ 

Murray (Henry), Novels by. 

I’obt 8vu, illustrated boarils, 2 S. each; cloth, er. (<*i. c,ich. 

A Game of Bluff. I A Song of Sixpence. * 

Newbolt (Henry).—Taken front the Enemy. Fcp. 8vo, cioih, u. b.i.\ 

leatherette, it. _ 

Nisbet (Hume), Books by. 

’’Ball Up.' Clown 8vo, doth extra, tr. M .; p^st Rvo, illnslrtloil boards, k. 

Dr, Bernard St. Vincent. Host 8\ 0. illnsTr ted bo.inb, /t. 

Lessons in Art. With 21 Illnstrations. Ciomu Kvo, doth extr.i, 3.r. 6(/. 


Norris (W. E.), Novels by. 

Saint Ann's. Crown 8vo. chith, 3-t. b<f .; post 8vo, Jiii turc boards, tt. 

Billy Bellew. With a Frontispiece by F. II. Tow.NSENI). Crown Kvo. cloth, jj. 6 >f. 

b’Hanlon (Alice), Novels 6 y. Posirxvo, illustrated boards, as. eaclt. 

The Unforeseen._ _I Chance 7 or Pate ? 

bhnet (Georges), Novels by. I’ost 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Doctor Rameau. _ _I A Last Love. » 

A Weird Gift. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6<if.; post 8vo, picliiro bo.irds, 2.r.__ _ 

Oiiphant (Mrs.), Novels by. i’ost 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 j. each. 

The Primrose Path. I Whlteiadiea. 

The Greatest Heiress In England._ 

The Sorceress. Crown Rvo, .loth, 3^. 

O’Reilly (Mrs.). Phoebe’s Fortunes, i’ost 8vo, illust. boards. 2S^ _ 

O'Shaughnessy (Arthur), Poems by : 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth extr.i, jr. cat h. 

Music and moonlight. _ I _Song* of a Worker. 

Lays of France. Crown 8vo. doth extr. i. igy. bt/. _ _ 

Ouida, Novels by. Cr._8vo,^l., 3s. bit. ea.; post ^o. illust. bds., 25. ea. 


Held In Bondage. 
Triootrln. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Cecil Castlemaine’s Gage 
Under Two Flags. 

Puck. I Idalia. 


Moths. I Plpistreilo. 

In Maremma. J Wanda. 
Bimbl. I syrlln. 
Frescoes. I Othmar. 
Princess Napraxine. 
Oullderoy. I RufBno. 
Two Offenders. 


Folle^Farlnei 
A Dog of Flanders. 

Pascarel. | Signs. 

Two Wooden Shoes. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. I Friendehip. 

A Vltlage Commune. _ 

Bimbl. With Nine lllustratumsby KHMUNO II. Garrk'IT. Stjii.ire 8vo, cloth extra, 5#. 

Santa Barbara, Ac. S'luarc 8vo, cloth, ; cro wn8vo, cloth, 31. 61/.; pot>t 8vo, illubtrated boards, st. 
Popular EDnioNsi”MediunTsvo.each; cloth, is. each. 

Under Two Flags. _ \ Moths. 

Under Two Flags .md Moths, popular kni noN, in iins Volum?, mctlimn 8vo, cloth, ar. 
Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected from tluTVVorks of ouiua liy F. Sydney Mokrls. Post 

8vo, cloth extr.i, s-T.—C HF.AP KDUKin. illustrated boards, ar, _ _ _ ^ _ 

Page (H, A.).—Thoreau: His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post 

8vo, cloth, a.f. M. _ _ __ 

Pandurang Hari; or. Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface by Sir 

Bar tlr FR HRK. Post 8v-o. illustrated boards, ?r. g ... 

Parker (Rev. Joseph, D.D.).—Might Have Been: some Life 

Not^. Cro wn 8vo . cloth, 6s. __ _ _—~. 

Pascal’s Provincial Letters. A New Translation*, with Historical 

Introduct ion a nd Notes by T . M'CR Ip:. IXD. Post 8vo. cloth lim p, 2s. ___ 

Paul (Margaret A.).—Gentle and Simple. Crown8vo, cloth, with 

Fromispiec. by HKbUN Patskson, 31. M,; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ei. 








|8 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, in St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C.. 
Payn (Janies), Novels by. 

Crown ftvo. cloth uxti.i, ja. 6 (i, each; 


Loit Sir Massingberd. fi 
Walwp't Word, i A County Famtly. 
Less Blaok than We're Painted. 

By Proxy. { For Cash Only. 
High Spirits. 

Under One Roof. 

A Confidential Agent. With i3 IlUtsts. 

A Grape from a Thorn. With 12 lilubts. 


(> 0 * 118 vo. illustrated boards, 9S. each. 

Holiday Tasks. 9 

The Canon's Ward. With Portrait 
The Talk of the Town. With 12 lllnsts 
Glow-Worm Tales. 

The Mystery of Mlrbrldge# 

The Word and the Will. 

The Burnt MllUon. 

Bunny Stories. { A Trying Patlant. 


Humorous Stories. I From Exile. 
The Foster Brothers. 

The Family Scapegrace. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Bentlnck's Tutor.. 

A Perfect Treasure. 

Like Father. Like Son. 

A Woman's Vengeance. 

Carlyon’e Year. I Cecil’s Tryst. 
Murphy’s Master. | At Her Mercy. 


Post 8vo illustrated boards, 2s, each. 


The Clylfards of ClyfTe. 

Found Dead. I Gwendoline’s Harveet. 
Mirk Abbey. | A Marine Residence. 
Some Private Views. 

Hot Wooed, But Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Reward* 

The Best of Husbands. 

Halves. { What He Cost Her. 

Fallen Fortunes. | Kit: A Memory. 

A Prince of the Blood. 


A Modern Diok Whittington ; or, A Patron of l.etti-rs. With a Portrait uf the Author. Crtfivn 
Hvo. cloth, 6.^ 

In Peril ana Privation. With 17 Illu’^tration*?. Crov.’ii 8vo, cloth. 3r. 6 ii. 

Notes from the • News.’ Crown 8vo, pnrtr.iit cover, ts .; cloth, is. tuf. 

By Proxy. Poi’iU.Ag E ntTiON, ined imn 8vo. ty^.; cloth, is. ___ 

Payne (Will).—Jeiry the Dreamer. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3,5. fnl.^ _ 
Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6il. ea. 

Puck on Pegasus. With ilUistr.itiou-. * 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten rull-v>a!'u llhistrationsby G. Du MAURiitR. 

The Muaes Of Mayfail^ Versde Sonl\p. Sclrrted by it . C. F RNNHLI.. ___ 

Phelps (E, Stuart), Works by. I’ost 8vo, is. ea. ; cloth, is.fni. ea. 

Beyond the Oates. ) An Old Maid’s Paradise. | Burglars In Paradise. 
Jack%he Fisherman. lllusiMtedby C. W. Reko. Crown 8 vo, cloth,___ 

Phil May’s Sketch=Book. Containing 54 Humorous Cartoons. A 

Ed ition, (.‘rmvn folio, clolli, 2/. (ni, _ __ 

Phipson (br. T. L.).—Famous Violinists an^ Fine Violins: 

Historical Notes, Anecdotes, an<l Rfiiiiiii'.r-rfirre. f'lowii Kvo. t |o|ii. ct. _ 

Planche (J. R.), Works by. 

The Pursuivant of Arms. With Si\ W-ite*; .vnd 21)9 lllusir.itiou'L rrown 8vo. riotli, ys. 

_Songs a nd Poem s. Wih Tniroduction bv Mrs. Ma ckar.n'fss. (.r ow n 8yo_. duh. f>s__ _ 

Plutarch’s Lives of illustrious Men. With Notes 'and a Life of 

Plutarch by J OHN a nd WM. LANGiU fUM'. .ui<l Portraits . Two Vols., det iiy gvo, hai f lfn imd toy. 6 <f.__ 

Poe’s (Edgar Allan) Choice Works in Prose and Poetry. With Intro. 

ducUon by CUAKLFS BAtJDELAtRE, Portrait and P'.acsiniiles, Crown 8vu, cloth, ys. (ut. 

The HystePy of Marie Ro get , &*c. J^ost Bvo, illustrated boards, ^\. __ 

Pollock (W. H.).—The Charm, and other brawing-rootn Plays. I 5 y 

Sir Walter BRSANXand Walter 11 . PolI.OCK. Wiih^so illustrations. _C^owii 8vo, cloth gilLCi. 

Pollock (Wilfred).—War and a Wheel: The Gra;co-Turkish War as 

Seen from .a Ricycle. With a Map. Ciown 8vo._(>Kturc rov^, ij._ _ __ 

Pope’s Poetical Works. Post 8vo. cloth limp. 2s. __ 

Porter (John).—Kingsclere. Edited by Bvron Webber. With 19 

fulbpapre and many sinaHtnr IHus tr.ftioiis. Cheaper Edition. Demy 8vo . cloth, ys. 6 tf, _ 

Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. each. 

The Romanes of a Station._l^he Soul of Countses Adrian. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 31.6rf. each; post 8vo, lioards. 2s. e.-’ch. 

Uutlaw and Lawmaker. I Ohrlgtlna Chard. With I'rontispicce by V*’. Pagct. 

Mre. TregaekUs. with b lllustratitis by Koeek t SAtniUR 

Nulmat An Anglo-Australiiin Ro mance. Crown 8v o, cloth , y. o rf. _ _ - 

Price (E. C.), Novels by. 

Crown Sj'b, cloth extra, ^r. 6rf. each: iK>st 8vo, iliustrnted boards, ax. e.tch. 

Valentina. I The Foreigners. _{ Mre. Lanoaster'e Rival. 

Gerald. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, os. _ __ 


Princess Olga.—Radna; A Novel, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Oj. 
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Proctor (Richard A.), Works by. 

F]ow«pa Of thO Sky. with 55 Illustrations. Small crown 8vo. cloth extra, .v. 

Boay Star^oasono. With star Maps for every Nlslit in the Vear. Ckowii 8vo, cltnh, 6 t, 
Pamlllap fMonea Stadias. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6 s. a 

Saturn and Its System. With 13 Steel PLates. Demy Kvtt. < loth rxtr.i, tor. Cnf. • 

Mysteries of Time and Space. With numerous Illusir.uUms. i mwit 8vo. :loih extra, 

The Universe of Sons. &c. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cioti' cxti.i. 6 s. 

Wagee and Wants of Science Workers. Crown svu. i.r. 6.f. 


Pryce (Richard).—Miss Maxweli’s At'iectioiis. rvo\.n 8vo. cloth, 

_with Frontispiece by Hai. l.t'l>l.ow, jf. 6rf.; post 8vo, illustraled bo.ir(ls, re. __ 

Rambosson (J.).—Popular Astronomy. 

MAN. With to Coloured PUtos .mil 6 % Woodcut llltistr.ilioti.. 


Translated by C. B. Pit- 

Cr«wn Xvo. .loth, tv. <»./. 


Randolph (Col. O.).—Aunt Abigail Dykes. Crown 8vo, cloth. 7s. bii. 


Read (General Meredith). 

and Savoy. With 31 full-page llUivir.ition 

Reade’s (Charles) Novels. 

Tlio New Collected I.IHRAHV liDlltON, romplete in Seventeen VoUiiues, set in new Um; 
tyi^, prinlud on laid liapor, and elegantly bound ui.dDih, |>ru-i> 31-. <»/. each. 

X. Peg Woffington; and Christie John* 
etone. 

2. Hard Cash. 

3. The Cloister and the Hearth. W'Uh a 

Preface by Sir Wai.T'HR HP-SAN r. 

4. * It Is Never Too Lata to Mend.’ 

5. Tho Course of True Love Never Did 

Run Smooth; and Singleheart and 
Douhleface. 

6 . The Autebiography of a Thief; Jack 

of all Trades; A Hero and a Mar* 
tyr; and The Wandering Heir. 


Historic Studies in Vaud, Berne, 

'I'wtt ViiK.. drmy Rvo, ■ l«.lh, eS.i _ 

pinikur 


7. Love Me Little. Love me-Long. 

8 . The Double Marriage. 

. 9. Orlfllih Gaunt. ^ 

• 10. Poul Play. • 

11. Put Yourself in Hi - Place. 

12. A Terrible Temptation. 

13. A Simpleton. 

14- A Woman-Hater. 

15. The Jilt, ami Ollier Stork-s: :md Good 

Stones of Man and other Animals- 

16. A Perilous Secret. 

17. Readiana; and Bible Charactard. 


In Twenty-one V.))tiine<:, iiobt 8vo, illubtriU'd boanh, 2.r. C.'tch. 


Hard Cash. I Griffith Gaunt. 

Foul Play. I Put Vourself in Hlu Place. 
A Terrible Temptation . 

A Simpleton. | Tho Wandering Heir. 
A Woman-Hater. 

Stngleheart and Ooublefaco. 

Good Storlesof Man and other Animals. 
The Jilt, and otlicr .Sioiu-.. 

A Perilous Secret. I Readiana. 


Froiitr.nhii c. Choicely printed in Flzevirstylc. Fcai*. 8vn,haII-Uoxb.'jj.(>.f. 
f printed in Mzevir style. 1 m :ip. Uvo, li.ill-Koxbiirghe, ej. 6.f. 


Peg Woffington, j Christie Johnstone. 

*It is Never Too Late to Mend.' 

The Course of True Love Never Did Run 
Smooth. 

The Autobit^raphy of n Thief; Jaok of 
all Trades ; nixT James Lambert. 

Love Me Little. Love Me Long. 

The Double Marriage. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

Fol'til.AK l•'l>ITIoNS. tncdiuin 8vo, (xi. each : clotli, is. path. 

*It is Never Too Late to Mend.' I The Cloister and tho Hearth. 

Peg Woffington ; and Chr istie Johnstone. 

It is Never Too Late to Mend* .m<l The Cloister and the Hearth in One V'oliiinc, 

mudiuiii Bio^tl'Xh. 2y. - 

Chrletle Johintone. With Fr 

Peg Woffington. Choicely printo ■ ■ 

The Cloister and the Hearth. In Four VoK., po&tBvo, wiih.m Introdiictioiiby Sir Wam ur Uk< 
SAN r, and a brontispiccc to each Vol., bucicram, gilt top, 6 s. tliu set. 

Bible Characters. iMiap. 8vo, leath erette , is. _ 

Selections from the Works of Charles Reads. With an Introdnciion by Mrs. Alf.v. Iru- 
LAND. Crown 8vo, Inickram , with Fort rait, 6 j. ; CHHAP FoiTl ON, post 8vo, cloth limp, jt. (xf, 

Riddell (Mrs. J. HO, Novels by. 

Weird Stories* Crown 6vo, clo th extra, 3^. M . ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 24. 

Post 8vo, iUustratod boards, ts. each. 

The Uninhabited House. | Fairy Water. 

The Prtnoe of W^es's Garden Party* I Her Mother’s Darling. 

Tho Mystery In Palace Gardens. | The Nun's Curse, t Idle Talcs. 

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. Oil. each. 

Our Old Country Towns. With 53 Illustr.atioiis by the Author. 

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. With 50 illustrations by the Antlmr. ^ 

About En glan d with Dickens. With 58 lllustrat_ion^J>y_C\ A. Vanih-.rhoop and A. HrM.*.:;':;. 

Rives (Amelie, Author of ‘ The Quick or the Dead ? ’),Works by. 

Barbara Derlng. Crown 8vo, cloth, ^r. Od .; post 8vo, picture boards, 2X. 

Msrlel t A I-ove Story. Crow n Bvo, clo th, 3X. 6rf. ^ _— 

Robinson Crusoe. By Daniel Defob. With 37 Illustrations by 

GEO RGE CrUIKSH ANK . P ost 8vo, half-c loth, as,; cloth ext ra, gilt edges, az. 6*/._ 

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by. r 

WomsB are Btrange. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

The Hands of Justice. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 34. 6 if .; post 8vo, illustrated boards, or. 

The Woman In the Dark* Crown dvo, clotlii 3^. W.; ;Jbbt 8vo, Uiustrated bdhrib, v. 
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Robinson (Phil), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65, each. 

The PmU* Birds. | The Poets' Beasts. 

The Poets and Mature: Reptiles* Fishes, and Insects. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxihis and Moral Reflections. ^With Notes 

' and an Introductory Essay by SAINT e-Bruve. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who 

came from Nonnaiidy with Wini.im the Conqueror, 1066. Printed in Gold nnd Colours, 5/. 

Rosengarten (A.).—A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Trans. 

lated by W. COCLim'-SANDARS. With 630 Illustrnti Crown Rvo, cloth extra, 7.V. 0./. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by. Post Svo, cloth, zs. (d. each. 

Punlana: Riddles and Jokes, with munerous IHustr.uitms. 

More Punlana. Profusoly Ilhistr.Ttctl. 

Runciman (James), Stories by. Post 8vo, bds., 2s. ea ; cl., 2s. (d. ea. 

Skippers a Shsllbaeks. I Graee Balmatgn's Sweetheart. I Bohools & Scholars* 


Russell (Dora), Novels by. 

A Country Sweetheart. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. : post 8vo, picture I)oards, a;. 

The Drift of Fate. Crown Svo, doth, 3f. (t-f. 

Russell (Herbert).—True Blui!; or, ‘The Lass that Loved a Sailor.' 

_ CroH_i>_^o,_clotlL_y. _____ _ •• _ ___ 


Russell (W. Clark), Novels, &c., by. 

Crown Svo, cloth c\trd, ^r. bii. each ; post Svo, ihnstrale.l boards, ax. each ; t loth hmp, j-s. 6tf. e.ich. 


Round the Oalley^Flre. 

In the Middle Watch. 

On the Fo'k’sle Hoad. «- 

A Voyatfe to the Cape. 

A Book for the Hammock. 

The Mystery of the * Ocean Star.* 
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. 


An Ocean Tratfedy. 

My Shipmate Louise. 

Alone on a Wide Wide Boa. 

The Good Ship' Mohock.' 

The Phantom Death. 

leHethe Man? i The Convict Ship. 

Heart of Oak. [ 


The Tale of the Ten. 


Crown Svo, doth. 3X df. e.u 
With 12 llhists. by ti. M*»N i HAUL 


h. 


I The Last Entry, l-'roittispirce. 


Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels by. 

Crown Hvo, t loth I’xlra, 31. 6if. each ; pobt Svo, illustr.ntt’d boards, tt. each. 

A Fellow of Trinity. With a Note by Oliver Wrndm.l Hoi Mi-^iaml .1 rroutispiecc. 

The Junior Dean. | The Master of St. Benedict's* I To His Own Mastsr; 

Orchard Damerel. | In the Face of t he W orld. | The Tramlett Diamonds. 

Fc.ip. Svo, cloth boards, iv. (x{. e.ith. 

Ths Old Maid's Swestheart. I Modest Little Sara.** 


Fortune's Gats. Crown Svo, cloth, 6x. 


Saint John (Bayle).— A Levantine Family. A New Edition. 

f.'rown Svo . cloth , 3X. 6rf .__ _ _ _ _ _ _ __L_ 


Sala (George A.).—O aslight and Daylight. Post 8vo, boards, 21. 
Scotland Yard, Past and Present: Experiences of Thirty-seven Years. 

By Ex-Chief-Inspector CAVANA<;h. Post Svo. illustrated boards. 2x.; doth, ax. 6rf.___ 

Secret Out, The: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Entertain- 

Ing Experiments In Drawing-room or * White' Magic, By W.H.CREMliR. With 300Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 4x. 6<f. _ ____ 


Sequin (L. G.), Works by. 

The Country of the Passion Play (Obsrammergau) and the Highlands of Dav.iria. With 
Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3X. M. 

W alks In AJgtere. with Two Maps ami 16 Illustrations. _Crown Svo, ch>|h extra, 6s. _ 

^ni or (Wm.).— By Stream and Sea^ _ 

Ser geant (Adeline).—Dr.’-^Endlcott' s Experiment. Cr . 8vo,y. 6d. 
Shakespeare for Children: Lamb’s Tales from Shakespeare. 

Wit h Illustrations,,cokmred and plain, by J. M OVR SMITH. Crown 4:0. cloth gilt, y. 6 rf. _ 

Shakespeare the Boy. With Sketches of the Home and School Life, 

the Games and Snorts, the M«mnerj, Customs, and Folk-lore of the Time. By WlLCIAM J. ROLFB, 
.. Litt.D. With 42 Bh»stration>. Crown Svo. cloth gilt, 3X. 6<f. 
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Sharp ( WH IIain).-i^»dreirof To -morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

(Percy Bysshe) Complete Works in Verse and Prose. 

^ j§cd, aiul Aiinouileil by R. HliRNlv SUUPlirRI'. Vols., fnmn I'm*. cUslIi. it. t-i. tvuh. 

Po6tloal Works, in Three Vols.; * • • 

Vol, 1. Intruductioii by Hut litlitor ; I’Mllinmous l*r.i>jmeiits of M.ir^j-Trol Nicliolso.!; Shelley’s (u>rrc* 
bpondence with Stockdnic; Tlic Wantlenn^ lew; Ouecn M.ib, wiHi the Notcb; AUbtor, 
and other Poems; RomUiuI aiul Helen; Prometheus Unlmmul; A<lon.' ttc. 

n n> Laou and Cythna; 'I'hc (.'er i; Julian and Maddilo; Swclliuot the 'tyrant; Th« Witch uf 
Atlas; HptpsycliuUon ; H< h s 

„ III. Posthumous i’oems; The Masniuc of Anarchy; and other I*ieces. 

PPOAe Works, in Two Vt>)s.: 

Vol. 1. The "Two Romances of Zastrorzl a^d Si. Irvjne : the I)iibUi> .i.id M.ulow P miphlets; A Refu 
tation of Deism : f.ctteis iti l,ei;;h Hiinl, .mil some Minor NN i -i. 

„ II. The l-s'.,u ,; l.eiU'i-. Ii.'iu Abi.i.id . I laiisLiln.iis and 1 i.iu'iients, islitc.l ' > ^li- SllililS. 
Wuh .1 Uiovii.iphv ol SheUi'V, .md an Index «>! the Piosc Woiks. 

_Ah-p <> h 'w fo pies ol .t 1. vkt.iM'xi'L u I-in I n»\. s vols., doili,/T.i i.'t f-«._ 

Sherard (R. H.).—Rogues: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth, IS. CkI. 

Sheridan (General P. H.), Personal Memoirs of. With Portraits, 

Maps, and Facsimiles. Twi* Vols., demy 8vo, ih-th, j 4 j. 


Shelley’s 

ICtlitcd. Pref 


Sheridan’s (Richard Brinsley) Complete Works, with Life and 

Anecdotes. Inchiilin;; his Dramatic Writing's, bis Woiks m Prose and Poetry, TraiisLitions, Speeches, 
and Jukes. Wiih jo Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, ^r. Oif. 

The Rivals, The School for Scandal, aiii other lliys. Po t hSf l> •an.l. 

Sheridan’s Comedies: The Rivals ami Tne School for Scaiida* I «hie I. with an Intro- 
iluctiim and Notes to each Pl.\y, .nul a lyo^rraphical bkeUh, by ItKONiiLK Ma I 1 llltw-s. With 
Illustrations. Ihmiy tlvt>, half-j .art.hinei u. lar . txf. _ 

Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Complete P’oetical Work.s, includinsj all 

those 111 * Artiulia.’ With Porlr.iit, Memori.d Introdut lion, Notes, by the Rev. A. II. (jKOS.VWI, 
D.l). 'Phree Vtils.. (.town Kvo. cloth boants, 31. 6./. e.u h. _ 


Signboards: Their History, including Anecdotes ol Pamons Taverns and 

Remarkable Characters. By jAColi LAk\Vf)t>l» ami Jc.MiN CaMIH-.N Ilttfl 1 -..^. With Coloiuetl I-', mu • 
piece and 94 Illustrations. L'lown Kvo, i loth oaIi.i, 7*. o.i'. 

Sims (George R.), Works by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated bturds, ax. eat h; cloth limp, ax. fuf. o.irh. *' 


Dramas of Life. Wuh Ilhe.itaiions. ' 

Momoirs of a Landlady. 

My Two Wives. 

Scenas from the Show. 

The Ten Commandments: st»ues. 


• e.a<.h : cloth, if. f'.i'. e.u li. 

,t»s{ Readmits ami Ret nations m Prose ami Verse 


The Rlnif o' Bells. 

Mary Jane's Memoirs* 

Mary Jane Married, 

Tlnkletop’s Crime. 

Zeph : A (.lircus Story, tiC. 

Tales of To'day. 

Crown 8vn, picture cover. 

The Datfonet Reciter and Reader: \u 

selected from his own Wtuks by <il oiu.i. K. .SIMs. 

The Case of Georife Candlemas. I Dagonet Ditties. {Vtom'/'/if ) 

Rogues and Vagabonds, frown Hv<>, cloth, (\/.-, post Hvo,pu ture bo.irds, J.r -, 1 lolh limp, .’f. A /. 
How the Po^ Lives and Horrible London, With a i*rontisi>io(.c by 1*. iiMtNVKU. 
Crown »vo. leatherette, ix. 

Dagonet Abroad, Crown 8vi>, cloth, 3r. 6 ./. ; post 8vo, picture boards. ;r .; c loth limp, 2». C/. _ _ 

Sister Dora: A Biography, ily Margaret Lonsdale. With l^our 

Illustrations. Dcniy 8vo, picture cover, 4(f.; cloth, 6(/. 

Sketchley (Arthur).—A Match in the Dark. J’ost 8v<), hoards, 25. 
Slang Dictionary (The) : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, OX. 6rt. ___ _ 

Smart (Hawley), Novels by. 

Crown Svo. cloth 3X. frf. each ; post 8vo, pit litre boards, 

Beatrice and Benedick, * — 

Without Love or Licence. 


:ach. 

Long Odds, 

The Master of Rathkelly* 


Crown 8vu, cloth, 3X. 6<i. each. 

The Outsider* _ I _ A Racing Rubber, 

The Plunger*_Post 8vo, picture boards, gx. _ __ __ 

Smith (Ji Moyr), Works by. 

The Prince of ArgollS. AVith tio IlUiUrations. Post 8vo. cloth extra, .v. 6d. 

_ The Wooin g of t he Water W itch. _With numero us ill ustrations. J'oxt 8^, thdli, 6x._ 

Snazeile (Q. H.).—Snazelleparilla; orf Bill Adams’s Tour Round 

the AVorld from a Hu morous Point of View. 6oIllu^ts. byf^AS. LvaI-L. Cr.evo. cloth, 3x.6tf.rA '^»D//y. 

Society in London. Crown 8vo, is.; cloth, is. fid. _ 

Society lli Paris: The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letters 

from Count Paul Vasili to a Yi)im;j jfrcnch nipbniLAt. Ouw n 8x0. doth, 6x. _ _ _ 

Somerset ^Lofd Henry).—Songs of AdiAiT slnair^toTjap. vel..6v 
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Spalding (T. A., LL.B.).—Elizabethan Demonology: An Essay 

on tlte IksUef in the F.xislfiu c «>f 1 levil*;. Crown Rvo, cloth tixlra, _ 

Speight (T. WO. Novel?, by. . 

I’osl Kvo, illiistr.itril boards, sr. each. 

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. The Loudwater Tragedy. 

By Devious Ways. iVc. Burgo's Romance. 

Hoodwinked: & SandycroftMystery. Quittance In Full. 

The Golden Hoop. A Husband from the Sea. 

Back to Life* _ _ 

l*c>st ;^vu, cloth limp, i.t. ud. e.ii'h. 

A Barren Title. I Olfe or No Wife? 

Crown ?vr). cloth extra. 3c. (xi. cncli. 

A Secret of tho Sea. | The Grey Monk. 1 The Master of Trenanoe# 

A Minion of the Moon : /V Isotn.in.u 01 thu llij^'hway. 

The Secret of Wyvern Towers. 

Spenser for Children. By M. H. Towry. With Coloured Illustrations 

by WAl/ri^K J. MohiiAN. Crtiwn 410. clulh oxir.n. tv. (xi. ^ 

Spettigue (H. H.).—The Heritage o^ Eve._ Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s.^_ 
Stafford (John), Novels by. 

Doris and 1 . Cr^nn 8vo, cloth, ‘)t. 6.f, <' 

_jCarlton Prl0P8._Crown yv.*. cloth, _____ 

starry Heavens (The): A Poetical Birthday Book. Royal i6mo, 

cloth cxtr.i, -is. (x 1 . 

Stedman (E. C.), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. ^ach. 

_Victorian Poets._I The P oets of America._ 

Stephens (Riccardo, At.B.),—The Cruciform Mark: The Strange 

Story of Richard TrI'.c;knN'.\, n.»cl»‘lor of Medicine (l/niv. liitinh.) Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6 .f. 

Sterndale (R. Armitage).—The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Crown 

8ve, cloth extra, .yJ. 6 ./. ; post Rvo, ilhistr'iteil bijards. _ _ _ _ _ __ 

Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, as. 6./. ea. 

Travels with a Donkey, With ;i l-'ronti'tpn.He by Wai.'I I'R Traniu 
An Inland Voyage, \\itha iMoiuti.picce by wai.it;r Ckanu, 

t'lown Rvo, biKkraiii, gilt lep.f.j-, each. 

Familiar Studies of Men and Books. 

The Silverado Squatters. With FrolUi'jpicce by J. D. Strong. 

The Merry Men. I Underwoode: Poems. 

Memories and Portraits. 

Yirglnlbus Puerisque, and oihor Pajiers. | Ballads. I Prince Otto. 

Across the Plains, with other Memories .and Hssays. 

Weir of Hermiston._ 

A Lowden Sabbath Morn. With 27 fiiil-|>agc Illustrations by A. S. BOYD. Ftap. 410, 
cloth, tx. 

Songs of Travel. Crown 8vo, bnekram, 

Mew Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6 s. : post Rvo, illustrated Itoards, 

The Suicide Club: and The Rajah’s Diamond. (From Nkvv Arabian Niciri'S.) With 
Bight llhistrati-ms by W. J. IlHNNKShV. Crown 8vo, cloth, sx. 6 <i. 

Stories from Foreign Novelists. With Notices by Helen and 

ALICE. ZiMMKKN. Crown 8vo, cloth c.xtra, y. 6 <i .; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2.r. 

strange Manuscript (A) Found in a Copper Cylinder. Crown 

8vo.kClotli extra, with 19 Illiistr.atioiis hy GiLbRUT GAUL, y .; post 8vo, illustrated boards, s(. 

strange Secrets. Told by Percy Fitzgerald, Conan Doyle, Flor- 

F.NCE Marry AT, &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ?x. 

Strutt (Joseph). — The Sports and Pastimes of the People of 

England 1 including the Kiinal and Domestic Kecreations, M.ay Games, Mtiimncries. Shows «c.. from 
the Earliest Period to the Present Time. Kdited by WILLIAM Hu.NK. With 140 Illustrations Crown 
Svo, cioth e xtr.T, y. 6rf. _’__ 

Swift’s (Dean)''Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 

Portrait, and I'ac^miles of tlie Maps in * Gulliver's Travels,' Crown 8vo, cloth, 3X. 6 >i. 

Oulllvsr's Travsls* and A Talf) of a Tab. Post 8vo. half*bound, sx. 
ilonatban Built t A study. By f. Ciiukton Collins. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8x. 







CH AyTO^WINDUS, Publishers, ■■■ St. Martin’s Lane, London, W.C. as 

Swinburne (Algernon C.), Works bjT 

Bal«otlo» from the Poetical Works of , A Study of Shakoepeare. c mwn 8V.i. 8j. 


Bongs of the Springtldoa. Ci»wiiKvt). 
Studios %i Song. (. n>wn Kvo. ys. 

Mary Stuart: A TmuciJy. t mw • 8vH, Hr. • 
Tristram of Lyonesse. Crown ov<>, i/v. 

A Century of Roundels. S‘»all 4t<>. 8r. 

A Midsummer Holiday. Cmwn 8vo, 7r. 
Marino FdierotA rr.^:<'«.v. •.‘rown xvu, 6#. 
A Study of Victor Hur.. Cmwii 8vi>. oj 
Misoellaniea. cmwn vu 
lioorine: A’rr;ujc<l-'. LrownX m), fix. 

A Study of Ben .Corson. Cniwn 8vo, jt, 
Tho Sisters: ATi.yji ly. Oownevt',oi’. 
Astrophel, tVc. rii,wn 8vo, 7V. 

Studies in Prose and Poetry. Cr.Svo. 
The Tale of Balen. Ciowit 8vo. yx. 


A. Bwinourne. heap. 8vt) or. 

AtalMta In Ctelydon. Crown 8vo, w. 
cnastelard: A Traj^cUy. Crown Kvo. 7.\. 
roems and Ballads. I'lksr biuiius. Crown 
ovo, or fcap. 8vo, or. 

Poems and Ballads* Second sbriI’:?. Crown 

ovo, ^r. 

Poems & Ballads, third.si-rihs, Cr.Rvti.'. i. 

Bongs before Sunrise. Crown Kvo. mv. 0.1. 

Bothwell: A Tr.ijfodv. Crown Kvo, ist. <yf. 

Bongs Of Two Nations. Crown kvo. 01. « 

George Chapman. (.Sf<r Vt>t. II. of G. Chap¬ 
mans Works.) Crown Kvo, 3^. 6.1'. 

Bssays and Studies. Crown Kvo. tax. 

®^®pntheU8: A Tranody, (.town Kvtt. 6r. 

A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Cr. kvo, r>v. 

Syntax’s (Dr.) Three Tours: In Search of tlie Picturesque, in Search 

of Consolation, and in Search of a Wilo. Witli Row i. vndsdn’.s Col..uied Illuslrations. and Life of the 
_Author by J. C. lloi n-N. Crown Km., , fxtr.i. jr.oi’. , 

Tflbine’s History of Enj^lisli Literature, Translated by Henry Van 

LAim. I'oiir Vois.. *,111.111 demy 8v'>, lI.jIIi l.o.iril*., 310. I’lil'ULAR JtDll loN,’I wo VoK. l.irirc crown 
Kvo, cloth cxtrA, 151. ^ 

Taylor (Bayard). — Diversions of tlic Echo Club: I 'lrlesiiues of 

SlodiTJi AVrilcrs. l*o.,l Rvo. cloih [iiii|.. .■<. t 

Historical Dramas. ('onlninin}; ‘ (Manoartv,' 

tivciiRC, * Alkwrii’.lil . Wile,' ' Aimu lUih-yii,* 


Taylor (Tom). 


‘Jcnntie Dnrc,’ ‘’Twixt Axo ;iiid Crown.’‘Tin* l-i 
‘ riot ami P*bs.ion.’ Crown Cm., lIoHi oxtr.i. y v. (. ' 


The Plays, may .ilso Ik* Ii.kI s<:p,irately. at ix. c.n.h. 


'Teiiiiyson (Lord): A Biographical SkAch. By H. J. Jennings. I’ott 

Kvo, portrait cover, ir.; cloth, 11. 6 <f. 

Thackerayana : Notes and Anecdotes. VVitli Coloureii I'rontispiepe and 

Hund reds of Sketches by Wll I.IAM MAKl’I’liAi 1 -. THAI KIRAV. t mwii :'\o.. |..tli e\tr.i, 3 !. txf. 

Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. By A. S. Kkaosse. 

With 340 Ilhis(ration<i. I’.isl Kvn, cloth, ix. af. 

Thiers (Adolphe). — History of the Consulate and Bmpire of 

I’r.inrc uiuler Napoleon. 'rMndatetl by I». loHi i:i.s t'A.MI’JJhl.1. .titd Joii.'vj b 11 i.lin!,. \\ nli 31. .Sii-i l 
Platen_12 Vols., demy Kvo, cloth exlr.i, i.'i. I'.o h. _ _ 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. Cr. Svo, cl., ea.; post bvo, 2s. ea. 

The Violin-Player. _[_ Proud Mulsie. 

Cressida. l*'><yKv o. illnvtra tcd b o.nd .. : _ _ 

Thomson’s Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With Intro- 

ductnm by ALLAN ( I'NNINGHAM. ami 4H inir-.li.iti«.»s. Ro •! Kto. Ii.ill b■lnnd, vw 

Thorn bury (Walter), Books by. 

The Life and Correspondence of J. m. W. Turner. Wnh I iviht l))imti.i(ufii’. in rolouis.nul 

Two WoodLUts. New .iiid Revised luhlion. < lown Kvo, t loth, ini'. 


Old Storlee Re-told. 


Tost Kvo, lUnsliate*! Immi*!-. .m. e.i< li. 

j Tales for tho Marines. 


Timbs (John)> Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6 <i. eacdi. 

The History of Clubs and Club Life in London: Ancctlutcs of us ]’.mi*m. (..niicc-hnuscf, 

Ihistelries, ;nul Taverns. With 4? lllnslratiens. • 

Bngllsh Eccentrics and Eccentricities: Sieries of nclusiuiifi. Impitstiircs, Spurting beetles, 
_ Kccc ntric Artists, Tlie.>trical Folk, &c. W ith 4K lllir.ir.itnms. _ 

Transvaal (The). By John de Vili.ikks. Wi th Map. Crown 

■frollope (Anthony), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. each ; post Kvo. illnsi rated Imanls, 2r. each. 

Th. Way We Live How. | Mr. Scarborough's Family. 

Frau Frohmaim, _ I ^h. Lwid-Lea^uera. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boaids, at. c.i, Ii. 

Kept In the Dark. I Th<» American Senator. 

_ The Celdon Lton ol Oranper.,__.J _ .?* 5 S. _ 

Trollope (Prances E.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloih extra, 3X. M. ca(:U ; post 8vo, illi^trated boar<K ax. e.vh. 

Xilkg 9 iflpg U|K>ii th9 8^4. I Mbket’s Progress, I Anus rurnass. 







*4 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, in St. Martin’s Lane, London. W.C. 


Trollope (T. A.).—Diamond Cut Diamond. Post 8vo, illust. bds., is. 


Trowjbrldge (J. T.).—Frrnell’s Folly. PostSvo, illustsboarcls, is. 


Twain’s (Mark) Books. 

Crown R\’o, cloth oxtn. jr. 6tf. each. 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain# Revised .ind Corrected thron^rhout by the Author. With 
IJfe. I’ortr.iit. and miiiiurous Illustrations. 

Roughing It; and The Innocents at Home. With eoo Iliustr.-ttions I>y r. A. I'ka.sf.k. 

The American Claimant. WithBi illustrations by Hai. IIUKSi'aiul "diers. 

Tom Sawyer Abroad. With m Illnsir.itions )>y f/A.N Ui'Aiti). 

Tom Sawyer, Detective, Arc. With l*hoto>fravure Portrait. 

Pudd’nhead Wilson, With Portr.iit aii<l Six Illlustratiuns tty I.onis T.ttF.B. 

Mark Twain’s Library of Humour. With 19; Illustrations by IC W. Ki-.mui.r. 


Crown 8vo. cloth extra, jr. 64/. each; post 8vo, picture Ituards, ej. each. 

A Tramp Abroad, with 314 Ilhistratinns. 

The Innocents Abroad ; «>r. The New Pilgrim s Progress. With 234 Illustrations. (The Two Shil* 
lingHdition is entitled Mark Twaln’S Pleasure Trip.) 

The Oliaed A^e. Uv akk Tw'ain and C. I). Waknf.k. W'ith 212 lllustratiuns. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. Withan illustrations. 

The Prince and the Pauper. With T90 Illustrations. 

Life on the Mississippi. With 300 Illustrations. 

The Adventures of fluckleberry Finn. With 174 Iltustrationsby II. W. Khmdi.ti. 

A Yankee at the Court of King Arthur* With 320 Ilhistratiuns by Da.N Uhakd. 

The Stolen White Elephant. 

The £ 1 , 000.000 Bank'Hote._ 

Mark Twain’s Sketches. Post Svo. illustrated boards, 2.r. 

Personal Recollections of Joan of Arc. With Twelve Illustrations by 1'. V. Du Mi'ind. 
Crown Rvo, cloth. 6r. 

More Tramps Abroad. Crown 8vo. rioth, gilt top, 


Tytler (C. C. Fraser-).—Mistress Judith: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 3f. ; pobt 8\o, illiistr.itisl boards, as. 


Tytler (Sarah), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, doth uxtr.a, 6,f. each : post 8vr>, ithistrated hoards, as. r;»t h 

Lady Bell. I Buried Diamonds. | The Blackhall Ghosts. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boanls, as. each. 

What She Came Through. 1 The Huguenot Family. 

Cltoyenne Jacqueline. ! Noblesse Oblige. 

The Bride’s Pass. | Beauty and the Beast. 

Saint Mungo’s City. 1 Disappeared. 

The Macdonald Lass, W'iih Frontisjncce. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6,^. 

The WitCh’Wlfe. Crown u.o, doth, 3:. > 


Upward (Allen), Novels by. 

A Grown of Straw. Crown 8vo. doth, Ar. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3J. 6</. cacli; post 8vo, picture Imards, as. each. 

The Queen Against Owen. I The Prince of Balklstan. 

*God Save the Queen!* a Tale of '37. Crown 8vo, decorated cover, ts; cloth, as. 


Vashtl and Esther. By ‘Belle’ of The Wot Id. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6 d. 


yizetelly (Ernest A.).—The Scorpion: A Romance of Spain. With 

a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3^. W. 


Walford (Edward, M.A.), Works by. 

Walford’B County Families of the United Kingdom ( 1998 ). rrti>niitii>:r thr Dc<roii*, 
Hirlii, Marriage, Education, &c., of 12,000 Heads of Fainilieh, their Heirs, Dliit 1-, ^ll<ilt •%( s, 1 ||;|•^, 
&c. Royal 8vo, cloth gilt, sor. 

Watford’s Shilling Peerage (1998)* Containing a l.ist of the House of I.ordb, Scotch and 
Iri&h Peers, &c. 32100, cloth, ts. 

Watford’s Shilling Baronetliille (1989). Containing a List of the Baronets of (he iruitcd 
Kingdom, Bic^raphical Notices, Addresses, &c. 32mo, clotli, is. 

Walford’S Shilling Knightage (A998). Containing a List of the Knights of the United 
Kingdom, Biogr?pmcal Notices, Addresses, &c. samo, cloth, ts. 

Waltord’s Shilling House of Commons (1999). Containing a List of all the Members of the 
New Parliament, their Addresses, Club-., &c. 32100, clotli, xx. 

Wolford’s Complete Peerage Bsronetsg9» Knlghfaget snd HQtl99 9 t Qommong 

I ( 1889 )* Hoyal ^smo, Lloth, gut edges, 54. 




CHATTO ^ W lNDUS. PubU5hcrs, iii St. Martin's l.an«, London, W.C. is 
Waller (5. E.).—SebastianI’s Secret. With Nine full-page lllus> 

trattons by the Au thor. Crown 8vo« cloth, 6.c. 

Walton an^ Cotton’s Complete Anglers or. The Contemplalive 

Man's Rccroati'sn, by Iz.XAK WaI-'Ii'N; and Instinctitiiis ll<uv to Aiu'lc, lor a Trout or 

clear Stream, by CHARLES Cotton. With Memoirs ami Notes i.y sir Harris Ni':oi.as, and 0i 

I ll ustra tion^. Crown 8vo, cloth antit|uo, 7f. Or/. 

Walt Whitman, Poems by. i'dited, with l..troduction, I.y Wii.uam 

M. ROSSRTT t . With Por tra it. Crown 8vo, li.nithin.ido paper and huckr.am, fir. _ ___ 

Ward (Herbert), Books by. 

FIvo Yoara with tho Coi^o Coiinlbals. Wilh9-.-IUn.lnti.m'.. Rnyill o. cloth, 14.. 

■r Idfo with B tanlay’i Bear Guard. Wiili M,i|i. J'oii Svo. u .; cloili. u, M. 

Warman (Cy). — The Express Messenger, and other Tales of the 

Rail. Crown S vo, cloth , 3^. 61/. 

Warner (Charles Dudley). — A Roundabout Journey. Crown 8\o, 

• loth extra , 6s. 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. A facsimile, with the 50 Signatures 

• and Seals. Piliited on paper :-.mii Lyiain. ‘tT. 

Wftprant to Bxooute Mary Queen of Scots. A ^^l('^imlle, uk lii<lintrOiiei-n MiAihcth's si‘,;n.t- 
liircniul lho(ire,tt Se,il. 

Washington’s (Qeorge) Rules of*Civility Traced ft) their Sources 

and R estored b y Monc urh D. Conwav. Fcpy. Svd. hip.an. M* vellum, 

Wassermann (Lilllas) and Aaron Watson.—The Marquis of 

_CSTSbS Sd P ost 8v o. il lustrated boards, vf. 

Weather,’How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectn 

_By F . W. COR Y. With Ten ll!uslr.itioii«i._Crowu 8\<i, u.: doth, il (f. __ 

Westoll (Wiiliam), Novels by. 

TrUSt-Money« Post Bvn, illustrated botirtls, vr. ; doth, er. f><(. 

Bone of BeUat* Crown 8vo, cloth extra. ,^t. o./. 

With the Red Eatflat A Ronum-c nf the Tyrol, f'roun Rvo, doth, 6r. 

A Woman Tempted Him* Cro wn uro. doth. t;ilt top. Of. _ _ 

Westbury (Atha).—The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook; A Ko- 

mance of Maorilniul. Crown Svo, dotli, 3f. fx/. 

White (Qllbert).—The Natural History of Selborne. I’o.t Svo, 

printed on l aid pa p er and h alf-b ound, ? >. _ _____ ____ _ 

Wiiuams (W, Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by. 

Science in Short Chapters. Crown svn. doth cKtra. 7s. o<f. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. With lllustratious. ('rowu svo, cloth, vs. 6d. 

The ChemletiV hf Cookery. Crowu svo. t loiii extra, 6r. 

The Chemistry of Iron and Steel Maklns. Crown Svo. cloih extra, ^r. 

_A V indi cati on of Ph ren ology. W uh po rtrait and 4.3 llhists. Demy Svo, doth r\tr.i. isj f:i. 

WUiiamsonJMrs. F. H0-— A Chlld Widow^ Ptwt Svo, bds., is. 
Wnis“(C. J.T, Novels by. 

An Easy-^ing Fellow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3r. 6.f. 

_ His D e ad l* aet. Cro w n Svo, c l-th. 6v.__ 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by. 

Chapterc on Evolution. With 250 Illustrations. Crown ^vo. H Ih evtr 1. 7T. 6if. 
l««avea from ar Naturalist's Note-Book. Pi>st tho, 1 |i,ih iiiii|>,. t 
Leleure-TIme Studies. With Illustrations. Crown Svo. doth extra, 61 
Studies in Irlfe and Sense. With numerous lllustn'itions. Crown Xvo. doth extr? 6s. 

Common Accidents: How to Treat Them. With Illustrations, ('rowu Srn,iy.; doth, rs.6.t. 
Ollmpses of Nature. With 3; llIustMtions. c'rowp Svo, cloth extra. 3.r. on'. 

Winter (John Strange), Stories by. Post Svo, illustrated beards, 

7 S. c.Tch : cloth limp, ss. 6d. each. 

Cavalry Life. I Regimental Legends. 

Cavalry Life and Regimental Legends* Liukary Edition, iict in new type and h.uul- 
somtdy bound. Crown Svo. cloth, y. m. ^ 

A Soldier's Children* With 34 lUustrationtby E. G. TftiMSON niul E. STUART HakdV. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 3.r. 6if. 

Wissmann (Hermann von).—My Second Jqprney through 

Bdwat ortal Africa, with 02 illustra ti ons. D ttm y 8v.o . clo th. iOj.___ 

Wood (H, F.), Detective Stories by. -Pobt Svo, boards, as. each. 

Tho PMMBgor from Scotland Yai^ I Knglisbman of ^o Roo Cain* 




ftd CHATTO & WlNbU^t PubHsher^i itt St. Martinis Lan^, Loti^oit, 


Woolley (Celia Parker).—Rachel Armstrong; or, Love and The* 

Tost 8vo, jjliistr;tle<l IxHir.U, ?.?.; rl«>ih, rx. 6*/._ _ _ 


Wright (Thomas), Woit*{S by. Crown 8vo. cloth extra,*/r. 6<i. each. 

Th« Caricature History of the Georges. With 400 Caricamrps, Squill, &c. 

History of Caricature and of the Grotesque In Art, Literature, Soulpture, and 
PainHng* W. l-AiRUc>r/r._l-..S^A^___ _ ____ 

Wynman (Margaret).—My Flirtations. With 13 Illustrations by 

J. BKRNARl) PAR I KIi)<;H. Tost Rvo. clotiijimp. _ _ __ 


Yates (Edmund), Novels by. Post Jvo, illustrated boards, as. each. 

Land at Last. _ I The For^rn Hoi^._ | Cas taway._ 

Zangwlll (I.). — Ghetto Tragedies. With Three Illustrations by 

A. S. B()YD._ I'caji. «vo, i Ittlh, as. HPt. _____ _ 

*ZZ’ (Louis Zangwiii).—A Nineteenth Century Miracle. Cr. 

Svo, cloth, 3 X. 6 i. _ ______ 

Zola (Emile), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

The Forihine of the Rougons. Frlitf'tl l>v Hkni-st A. Vizetei.i.y. \Shorifv. 

The Abbe Mouret’s Transgression. I'.tiuoil ity h'RNi-Jsr A. vizf.tf.li.y. \siior^y. 

His Excellency (Eugene Rougon). Witli an Inirodnction by I':kni-.m' A. ViZETELLY. 

The Dram>Shop(L*A8Bommoir). With Iiitr<Kluciii>n by It. A. VizetuLLY. 

The Fat and the Thin. 'J'ran<.Utctl l>y hk^i-isr A. Vizutkllv. 

Money. Translatccl'lty EKNF.s r A. Vizni'ni-i.r. 

The Downfall* TraiWatPt.1 by It. A. Vizf.tf.li.V. 

The Dream. TransI.itWl by lii.iZA chase. Wxu J-iirht lihivtr.iiioiis by JeannhjT. 

Doctor Pascal* Translate! by It. A. VlZHTl'.l I.y. With I'oitiait of the Author. 

Lourdes. Translated by KkNliST A. ViyF.THl.LV, 

Rome. Translated by b.RNHST A. ViZlil hLl.Y’. 

Paris. Translated by ItRNUST A. ViZh TF.I.l.Y._ • 


SOME BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES. 

For fuller cataloKUjm;. nee alphabetical arrangementt pp, 1-26. 
The Mayfair Library. Post Svo, doth limp, ss. M. per Volume. 


A Journey Found My Koom. By oi-. Maisi kil 
T ransl.nca by llF.NkV A’l rwhi.L 
Quipe and Qutddiileg. iW W. 1 >. Adams. 

The Agony Colomn of 'The Times.’ 

Melsnchoiy Anstomised: AbrKlt:iiHTir«( BruT on. 
Poetlcftl Ingensitlei. By W. T. 

The Cnpbosrd Papers. By I-m-Bi'.i'. 

W. B. Gilbert's Plays. Tlireo S«:ni:s. 

Bongs of Irish Wit and Humour. 

Aatmals and their Masters. By Sir A IIi'T.PS. 
Social Pressure. By.Sir A. Ill LiS. 

Curiosities of Criticism. By 11 . I. Jfnnim.s. 
ne Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. By < >li vf.r 

WHNUM.L Iltll.MF.S. 

PencUond Palette. By K. Ki-Mi'i'. 

Little Essays: troin La m l's I .v. 111- us. 

Forensic Anecdotes. By Ja< >.»1{ I.miwood. 


Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob Larwood. 
Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton. 

Ourselves. By Iv. I.ynn Linton. 

Pastimes and Players. ByK. MArr;Rrf;oR. 
New Paul and Virginia. By W. 11 . Mallock. 
The New Republic. By W. JI. Mallock. 

Puck on Pegasus. By II. C. Pf.nnhi.i.. 

Pegasus Re saddled. By II. C. PENNELI.. 

Muses of Mayfair. Edited by II. C. Pennelu 
T horeau: IBs Life and Aims. By II. A. PAoH. 
PuQiana. By Hon. HUGH ROWLRV. 

More Puniana. By Hun. 1 Iu<;h Kuwlsy. 

Hie Philosophv of Handwriting 
By Stream and Bca. By William Senior. 
leaves from a Katnrailst's Note-Book, By Dr 
ANDREW Wilson. 


The Golden Library. Post 8vo, doth limp, «. per Volume. 


Diversions of the Echo Club. Bayard I aylor. 
Songs for Sailors. By W. C. Bknne i t. 

Lives of the Necromancers. By W. Godwin. 
The Poetical Works of Alexander Pope. 

Scenes of Country Life. By Ijiavaru Jeusk. 
Tals for a Chimney Comer. By Lf.k.ii Hunt. 


The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. 

(.ILIVER WfcNDF.LL llOLMHS. 

La Mort d’Arthur: Selections from MALLORY. 
Provincial Letters of Blaise Posw-al. 

Maxims and ReftecUons of Rocbeloncauld. 


By 


Handy Novels* Fcap. Svo, cloth boards, ts. 64 . each. 

The Old Maid 8 Sweetheart. By A. Sr. Aubyn. i A Lost Soul. By W. L. Alden. 

Modest Little Sara. By Alan sr. auuvn. Dr. PaUlier's Patient. By Grant Ali.rn 

Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. M. K. Coi hkidcb. I Monte Carlo Stories. By Joan Barrett. 
Taks tt frotp the Enemy. By H . Ne wboli'. I Bla c k Spirits and Whi te. By R. A. Cr am. 

My Library. Printed on laid paper, post Svo, half-Roxbnrghe, 25 . 64 . each. 
Citation and Examination of WlUlam Bbakspeare. | (nuistle Johnstone. By Cbarlbs Keadu. 

By w. S. Landok. I Peg Woffington. By Charles Rkadk. 

tte Jou r nal o f Mauri ce do G uerin._ _[ T he Dramatic Essays of Charlss Lamb. 

The Pocket Library. Post Svo, printed on laid paper and hf.*bd., as. each. 
The Essays of EUa. By Charles Lamb. « 

BoUnaon Crusoe, illustrated by G. cruikshank 
Whims and Oddities. By T.iumas Hf>oi>. 

The Barher'i Chair. By Douglas Jurkuld, > 

Gastro no my. By BRillat-Savarin. 

The Uenrean. &c. By Thoi 
Leif^ sttVs leeays. Editc<! 


By Thomas Moorr.^ 
•ys. Editcf! by E. OLLIER. 


White's Natural History of Selbome. 

Gulliver's Travels, &c. By Dean SwiPT. 

Plays by Richard Brinsley Sheridan. 
Anecdotes of the Clergy. By Jacob Larwood. 
Thomson s Seasons. Illustrated. 

Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table and ne Profuse 
at ^e Breakfeet-Table. By o. W. Hoi iiiES. 
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TH^rcCADILLYNOVELSr 

LiBKARr Editions of Novp.Ls.many Illustrated, ctown 8vo, cloth extra, 6<f. each. 

By MOttT, & FRANCES con.INS, 

iRloi 


By Mr« ALEXANDER. 
AUfeInterett | Mon.sOholc« i By WcmaniWlt 
„ By F. M. ALLEN. 

Orcen as Orasi. 

By GRANT ALLEN. 

PhiUstfa. I Babylon. The Great Tefcon. 

Strange Storiee. BuRiaresq's Daughter, 

for Malmte'i Sake, Duchess of Powysland. 

In all Shades. Blood Royal. 

The Beckoning Hand. I. Greet s Maiterplefe. 

The Devil's Die. The Scallywag 

Thle Uortia Coil. At Market Value. 

The Tents of Shem. Under Sealed Orders. 

By MARY ANDERSON. 

Othello's Occupation. 

By EDWIN L. ARNOLD. 

Pbra the Phoenician. I Constable of St. Nicholes. 

By ROBERT BARR. 

Jn a Steamer Chair. > A Woman Intervenes. 
Frcfs Whose Bonme. IBevengel 

By FRANK BARRETT. 

The Woman of the Iron Brace’etK. 

The Harding Scandal. | A Missing Witness. 

By ‘BELLE.’ 

Vashtl and Esther. i 

By SIrW. BESANT and J. RICE. 

Bv Celia's Arbour 
Chaplain of the Fleet. 


By 

Reaoy-UoneyMortiboy. 
Mv Little Girl. 

With Harp aniLCrown. 
This Son of Vulcan. 

The Golden Butterfly. 
The Monks of ^lelema. 

By 

AH Soru and Condi¬ 
tions of Men. 

The Captains' Room. 

All in a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. 

Uncle Jack. 

The World Went Very 
Well Then. 

Children of Gibeon. 
Herr Paulus. 

For Faith and Freedom. 
To Call Her Mine. 

The Revolt of Han. 


The Beamy Side. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
In Trafalgar s Bay. 

The Tea Years' Tenant. 

HR BESANT. 

The Bell of St. Paul's. 
The Holy Rose. 

Armorei of Lyonesse. 
S.Katheriae's bv Tower 
Verbena CasaelUa Ste* 
plianotis. 

The Ivory Gate. 

The Rebel Queen. 
Beyond the Dreams of 
Avarice. 

The Master Craftsman. 
The City of Refuee. 

A Fountain Sealed. 


By AMBROSE BIERCE. 

In the Midst of Life. 

By PAOL BOURQET. 

A Living Lie. 

By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 

Shadow of the Sword. 

A Child ofHatiu-c. 

God and the Man. 

Martyrdom of Madeline 
Love Me for Ever. 

Aunsn Water. 

Foxglove Manor. 

ROB. BUCHANAN & HY. 

The Charlatan. 

By J. MITCHELL CHAPPLE. 

The Minor Chord. 

By HALL CAINE. 

The Shadow of a Crime. | The Deemster. 

A Son of Hagar. 

By ANNE COATES. 

Rie's Dia^. 

By WILKIE COLLINS, 


The New Abo ard. 

Matt I Ra hel Dene. 
Master of the Mine. 
The Heir of Liune. 
Woman and the Han. 
Red and White Heather. 
Lady Kilpatrick. 
. MURRAY. 


Armadale. 
No Name. 


I AfterDark. 
I Antonina 


Basil. I Iflde and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 

Queen of HMrts. 

My Miscellanies. 

The Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 

Mm and Wife. 

Poor Miss Finch. 
MIssivMrs.Y 
The New Magdalen, 
fhe Frosen Seen. 


The Two Destinies. 

The Law and Uie Lady. 
The Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 

Heart and Science. 

* I Say No.' 

Little Novels. 

The Evil Geolus. 

The Legacy of Gala. 

A Rogue's Life. 

Blind Love, 


TiansaiigriRlon. 
Blacksmith A Scholar. 
The Tillage Comedy. 


j From Mldn<ghWto Mid- 
‘ night 

Ton Piflv me False. 


Every 1 


By MACLAREN COBBAN. 

The Red Suuan. | The •^urcen of Isabel. 

By M. J. COU UHOUN. 

In-ih a Soldier 

By E. rt. COOPER. 

Geoffory Hamilton. 

By V. CECIL COTES. 

Two Girts on a Barge. 

By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 

His Vailibhed Star. 

By H. N. CRELLIN. 

Romances of the Old Seraglio. 

By MATT CRIAU 

The Adventures of a Fair Keiel. 

By S. R. CROCKETT amt others. 

Tales of Our Coast. 

» By B. M. <»ROKF:R. 

Diana Barrington. | The I Lady Ill'da. 

F. oper Pride. • Married or biogie I 

A Family Likeness. Two Masi.ers. 

Fretty Mias Neville. IntheKlngdomofKerry 

A Bud of Passage. Interference. 

'To Let-' I Mr. Jervis. 


Village Talcs. 


A Third Person, 


, By WILLIAM CYPLES. 

Hearts of Gold. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET 

The Evangelist: or, I’oit NalMtiion. 

By H. COLEMAN DAVIDSON. 

Mr. Sadler s Daughters. * 

By ERASMUS DAWSON. 

The Fountain of Youth. 

By JAMES DE MILLE. 

A Castle in Spain. 

By. J. LEITH DERWENT. 

Our Lady of Tears. I Circe's Lovers. 

By DICK DONOVAN. 

Tracked to Doom. I The Mystery of Jamaica 

Man from Manchester. ( Terrace. 

The Chronicles of Michael Danevitch. 

By RICHARD DOWLING. 

Old Corcoran 8 Money. 

By A. CONAN DOYLE. 

The Firm of Gird’estone. 

By S. JEANNETTE DUNCAN. 

A Daughter of To day I Vernon's Annt. 

By G. MANVILLE FENN. 

The New Mistress. I The Tiger Lily. 

Witness to the Deed. I The Wnite Tfrgia. 

By PERCY FITZGERALD 

Fatal Zero. 

By R. E. FRANCILLON. 

One by One. { Ropes of Sand. 

A Dog ar.d Ills Shadow. Jack Doylo s Daughter. 
A Real Queen. I 

By HAROLD FREDERIC. 

Seth's Brother's Wife. | The Lawton Girl. 

By PAUL GAULOT. . 

The Bed Shirts. 

By CHARLES GIBBON. 

Robin Gray. I Of High Degree. 

Loving a Dream. i The Golden Shaft. 

. By E. GLANVILLE. 

The Lost Heiress. I The Golden Rock. 

A Fair Colonist. {Tales from the Veld. 

Ttib Fossicker. I 

By E. J.^OODMAN. 

The Fate of Herbert wayne. 

Bv Rev. S. BARING GOULD* 

Red Spider. I Eve. 

* By CECIL ORlPFim 

Oori&tbla Maraxion. 
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Tiik Tit CADii.f.y ( \IU) Novki.s- -cotitinued, 

Dy SYDNEY GRUNDY. 

The Daye ef hia Vanity. 

By OWEN HALL.^ 

Hue Track of a Storm. | Jetsam. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 

Under tbe Greenwood Tree. 

BRET HARTE. 


A Waif of the 
A Ward of tiie Golden 
Gate. iSpringi. 
A Sappho of Green 
Col. Starbottle's Client. 
Susy. I Sally Dowi. 
heU Klnger of Angel a. 


A Proti’g^e of Jack 
Hamlin a. 

Clarence. 

Barker's Luck 
Ueril't Ford, fcelslor.' 
The Cnuade of the ' Ex- 
Three Partners. 


By J. E. MUDDOCK. 

Maid Marian and Robin Hood. 

Baslle the Jester. I Young Lochinvar. 

" D. CHRISTIE WURRAY. 


Tales of Trail and Town. 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 

Garth. Beatrix Randolph. 

Ellice Quentin. David Poindexter s Dis- 

Sebastian Strome. sppearaace. 

Dost. The Spectre of the 

Fortune sFdbl. I Camera. 

by Sir A. HELPS. 

Ivan de Blron. 

By I. HENDERSON. 

Agatha Page. e * 

By G. A. HENTY. 

Bulub the Juggler. { Tne Queen's Cup. 

Dorothy a Double. I 

By JOHN HILL. 

The Common Ancestor. 

By TIGHE H0PKIN5. 

Twixt Love and Dutv. 

By Mrs. HUNQERFORO. . 

Lady Vemer’B Flight. I Nora Crelna 

The Red House Mystery An Anxious Moment. 
The Three Graces. { April s Lady. 

Profeuor s Experiment, i Peter s Wife. 

A Point rf Conscience. | Lovice. 

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 

The Leaden Casket. I Self-Condemned. 

That Other Person. | Mrs. Juliet 

By C. J. CUTCLIFFB HYNE. 

Honour of Thieves. 

By EDMOND LEPELLETIER. 

Madame Sans Gene. 

By HARRY LINDSAY. 

Rhoda Roberts. 

By HENRY W. LUCY. 

Gideon Fleyce. 

By E. LYNN LINTON. 

Patricia KembiUl. | The Atonement of Learn 

Under which Lord? Dundas. 

' My Love I' | lone. The World Well Lost. 
FastoD Carew. i The Onn Too Many. 

Sowing the Wind. Dulcla Everton. 

By JUSTIN McCarthy. 

A Fair Saxon. i Donna Quixote. 

IJniey Rochford. Maid of Athens. 

DearL^y DUdala. j The Comet of a Season. 

Camiola The Dictator. 

Waterdale Neighbours.! Red Diamonds. 

My Enemy 's Daughter. 1 The Riddle Bing. 

MUB Misanthrope. ’ The Three DisgracM. 

By JUSTIN H. MCCARTHY. 

A London Legend. | The Royal Christopher. 

By GEORGE MACDONALD. 

Heather and Snow. I Phantastea. 

ISy PAUL & VICTOR MARQUERITTE 

The Disaster 

By L. T. MEADE. 

A Soldier of Fortune. 1 The Voice of the 
Xn an Iron Grip. I Charmer. « 

By L. T. MEADE and CLIFRIRD 
HALIFAX, M.D. 

Dr. KnmMy’t Patlnit 

By LEONARD MERRICK. 

Thli Stage o{ Foole. | Cyuthla. 

By BERTRAM MITFORD 

The Gun Runner. {The Xing's Asargai. 

^ Luck of Gern^ 1 Renshnw Fanniiigs 
Ltdfeley. | Quest. 


By 

A Life's Atonement. 

Joseph's Coat. 

Coals of Firo. 

Old Blazer’s Hero. 

Val Strange. | Hearts. 

A Hodel^ther. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

A Bit of HnmMi Nature. 

First Person Singular. 

By M- 

The Biimops’ Bible. 

One Traveller Returns. . 

By HUME NISBET. 

'Ball Up I' 

By W. E. NORRIS. 

Saint Ann's. I Billy Bellew. 

By 0. OHNET. 

A Weird Gift. 

By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 

The Sorceiess. 

By OUIDA. 


Cynic Fortune. 

The Way of the World. 
BobUartin's Little Girt. 
Time's Revenges. 

A Wasted Crime. 

In Direst Peril. 

Mount Despair. 

A Capful o' Nails. 

Tales and Poems, 
ind HERMAN. 

I Paul Jones's Alias. 


Held In Bondage. 
Strathmore. 

. Chandos. 

' under Two Flags. 
Idalia. (Gage. 

Cei il Castlemaine s 
Trlcotrln. | Fuck. 
Folio Farine. 

A Dog of Flanders, 
pascarel. 1 Slgna. 
Princeu Napraxlne. 
Ariadne. 


Two Little Wooden 
In a Winter (hty. Shoes 
Friendship. 

Moths, t Rufino. 
Fipistrello. 

A village Commune. 
Bimbl. I Wanda. 
Frescoe#. | Othmar. 

In Maremma. 

Syrlm. 1 Qmlderoy. 
Santa Barbara. 

Two Offenders. 


By MARGARET A. PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

By JAMES PAYN. 


T.ojt Sir Massingberd. 

Less Black than We re 
Painted. 

A Confidential Agent. 

A Grape from a Thom. 

In Peril and Privation. 

*ihe Mystery of Mir- 
Bv Proxy. fbridge. 

The Canon's Ward. 

Walter s Word. 

High Spirits. „ . 

By WILL P^vYNE 

Jerry the Dreamer. 

By Mrs. CAMPBELI. PRAED. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. ] Mrs. Tregasklss. 
Ciiristlna Chard. I Nu'ma. 

By E. C. PRICE. 

Valentina. | Foreigners. | Mrs. Lancasters Rival 

By RICHARD PRYCE. 

Miri Maxwell's Affections. 

By CHARLES READB 


Under One Roof. 

Glow worm Ta es 
The Talk of the Town. 
Holiday Tasks. 

For Cash Only. 

The Burnt milion. 

The Word and the Wi'l. 
Sunny Stories. 

A Trying Patient. 

A Modern Dick Whit¬ 
tington. 

►AY‘*' 


Peg Woffington; and 
Christie Johnstone. 
Hard Cash. 

Cloister A the Hearth. 
Never Too Late to Mend 
The Coarse of True 
Love Never Did Run 
Smooth : and Single- 
heart audDoubleface. 


Love Me Little, Lore 
Me Long. 

The Double Marriage, 
Foul Play. 

Put Yourself in Ilia 
Place. 

A Temble Temptation. 
A Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater. 


Autobiography of aj TheJllt, AotherStorics: 
Thief; Jack of aUj & Good Stories of Man 


aund other Animals. 

A Perilous Secret. 
Readtana: and Bible 
Chancters. 

H. RIDDELL. 


Trades; A Hero and 
a Martyr; and The 
Wandering Heir. 

Griffith Gaunt. 

By Mrs. J. 

Weird Storlei. 

By AMELIE RIVES. 

Barbara Denng. t Mcriel. 

By F. W. ROBINSON. 

The Hands of Justice, t Woman In the Dark, 

By HERBERT RUSSELL. 
Tnw Biw. 
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By IVAN TUROHNIEFF. &c. 

Stories from Foreign Koveltsts, 

By MARK TWAIN. 

Hark Tw^s Choice : Tom Sawyer. DstectUe. 

Works. • I Pudd'nheMl W^son. • 

Mark Twain's Library 1 The Qiided Agt. 


The Picxadilly (vC) Novels— 

. By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 

Mond the Galtey-Fire. 1 Hy Shipmate Ionise. 


In the Middle WiOch. 

— ‘ ■ h3Ii. 


Alone onWideWlde Sea. 
The Phantom Ceath. 

Is He the Man 7 
Good Shin 'Mohock.* 
The Convict Ship. 
Heart of Oak. 

The Tale of the Tea. 
The Last Entry. 
RUSSELL. 


On the Po’k sle He_ 

A Voyage to the Gape. 

Book for the Hammock. 

Mysteryof 'Ocean Star' 

The Bomance of Jenny 
Harlowe. 

An Ocean Tragedy. 

By DORA _ 

A Coantry sweetheart. 1 The Drift of Fate. 

By BAYLE ST. JOHN. 

A Levantine Family. 

By ADELINE SERGEANT. 

Dr. Endfeott's Experiment. 

By HAWLEY SMART. 

Withont Love or Licence. | The Outsider. 

The Master of Rathkeily. Beatrice A Benedick. 
Long Odds. I A Racing Robber. 

By Q, H. SNAZELLE. 

Bnazelleparilla. 

• By T. W. SPEIGHT. 

A Secret of the Sea. t A Minion of the Moon. 
The Grey Monk. The Secret of Wyvern 

TheMasterof Trenance I Towers. 

By ALAN ST. AUBYN. 

A Fellow of Trinity. | In Face of the World. Sj 
The Junior Dean. Orchard Damerel. 

HasterofSt Benedict's. 1 The Tremielt Diamonds. 
To his Own Master. I 

By JOHN STAFFORD. 

Doris and I. 

By RICCARDO STEPHENS. 

The Cmciform Mark 

by R. A. STHRNDALE. 

The Afghan ^Ifc. 

By R. LOUIS STEVENSON. 

The Stticlde Club. 

By BERTHA THOMAS. 

Proud Maisie. I The VioUn-Flayer. 

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 

The Way we Live Now. I Scarborough s Family. 
Frau Frohmann. I The Land-Leaguers 

By FRANCES E. TROLLOPE. 

Like Ships upon the j Anne Famess. 

Sea. I Mabel's Progress. 


of Humour. 

The Innocents Abroad. 
Roughing It: .md The 
Innocents at Home. 
A Tramp Abroad. 
TheAmerlcan Claimant 
AdventnresTomSawyei 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. 


Fi ince an** the Pauper. 
Life on tb«9 Mississippi. 
The Adventures of 
Hn-. .eberry Finn. 

A Vm «ee at the Court 
of King Arthur. 
Stolen White Elephant. 
^.., 000,000 Banknote. 


By C. C. FRASER-TYTLER. 

Mistress Judith. 

By SARAH TYTLER. 

Lady Bel!. | The Macdonald Lass. 

Burled Diamonds. The Witch-Wife. 

The Blackhall Ghosts. ) 

By ALLEN UPWARD. 

The Queen against Owen ■ The Pi ince ui B.VklBtan 

By E. A. VIZETI-LLY. 

The Scorpion : A K(>m.iiicc ol S|>.iii). 

• By CY WURMAN. 

The Express Messenger, 

By WILLiSM WESTAI.I.. 

Sous of Belial. 

By ATHA WKSTBURY. 

The Shadow of Bilton Frrnbrook. 

By C, J. WILLS. 

An Easy-going Fellow. 

4iy JOHN STRANGE WINTER. 

Cavalry Life and Regimental Legends. 

A Soldier's Children. 

By MARGARET WYNAIAN. 

Hy Flirtations. • 

By E. ZOLA. 

The Fortune of the Rougons. 

The Abbe Mouret's Transgression. 


The Downfall. 

The Dream. 

Dr. Pascal. 

Money. | Lourdes. 

By 


A Nineteenth Century Miracle. 


The Fat and the Thin. 
HU Excellency. 

The Dram-Shop. 
Rome. I Paris. 

Z Z.' 


CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, «. each. 


By ARTEAIUS WARD 

Artemus Ward Complete. 

By EDMOND ABOUT. 

The Fellah. 

By HAMILTON AIDE. 

Carr of Carrlyon. I Confidences. 

By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 

Maid. Wife, or Widow? | A Life Interest. 
Blind Fate. . Mona’s Choice. 

Valerie s Fate. I By Woman's Wit. 

By GRANT ALLEN. 


PhitUtia. I Babylon. 
Straime Stories. 

For Bialmle’s Bske. 

In all Shades. 

The Beckoning Hand. 
The Devil's Die. 

The Tents of Sbem. 

The Grea^ Taboo. 


Dumaresq’s Dan;ht«T. 
Duchess of Powysiaod. 
Blood Boyal. [piece- 
Ivan Oreet's Master. 
The Scallywag. 

This Mortal Coil. 

At Market Value 
Under Sealed Orders. 


By E. LESTER ARNOLD. 

Phra the Fhcenlclan. 

BY FRANK BARRETT. 

- \ProdUalaPr 

'ound Guilty, 
t Recoiling Vei 


Fettered for Life. 
Little Lady Linton. 
Between Life A Death. 
Sin of Olga Zassonlich. 
Folly Morrison. 

Lieut. Barnabas, 
^onest Davl«. 


A ProdUal's Progress. 
Found 
A Recoiling Vengeance. 
For Love andHonoui'. 
John Ford. A-c. 

Woman of Iron Brace 'ts 
The Harding Scan 4 al, 


By SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 

Grantley Orange. 

By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE. 

,eady-Mon^^ Mortiboy 


Ri 

Mv Little 
With Harp and Crown. 
Thle Son of Vulcan. 
The Golden Batierdy. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
B: .. 


..ijr C<.. . .. 

Chaplain of the Fleet. 
The Seamy Side. 

The Case of Mr.Lucraft. 
In Trafalgar's Bay. 

The Ten rears' Tenant. 

Sir WALTER BESANT. 

' ~ " The BeU of St. Patti's. 

The Holy Rose. 

Armorel of Lyonesse. 
S.Katherine s hy Tow'-r 
Verbena Camellia Ste- 
phanoiis. 

The Ivory Gate. 

The Rebel Qneen. 
Beyond the Dreams of 
Avarice. 

The Revolt of Han. 

In Deacon's Orders. 


All Sor^ and Condi- ] 
tions of Men. 

The Captains’ Room. 

All In a Garden Fair. 

Dorothy Forster. 

Uncle Jack. 

The World Went Very 
Well Then. 

Children of Gibeon. 

Herr Paulus. 

For Faith and Freedom. 

Tj Call Her Mine. 

In the Mi< 2 t of Life. 

• By FREDERICK BOYLE. 

~ lies. I Chronicles of No man s 


By AMBROSE BIERCE. 

ti&t - 


Camp Notes. 

Savage Life. 

BY BRE 

Californian Stories. 
Gabriel Cbmroy. 

Luck of Roanng Camp. 
An Heiresi of Red Dog. 


Land. 

HARTE. 

Flip. ) Marpja. 
APbylUsof the Blerraa 
AWalf of ttiePlaiiuB' 
Word of OoMsn Gate. 
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Two-Shillimg Novels—( onlitmtil. 

By HAROLD BRYDOES. 

Vttcle Sam at Home. 

By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
Sluidow & the Sword. The Uartyn.om of Ha- 
A Child of Hatare. deline. 

flod and the Man. The New Abelard. 
lore He for Ever. The Heir of Linne. 
Foxfiore Manor. Woman and the Man. 

TheMaeter of the Mine, llachel Dene. | Matt. 
Annan Water. Lady Kilpatrick. 

By BUCHANAN itnd MURRAY. 

The Chariatan. 

By HALL CAINE. 

The Shadow of a Crime. { The Deemster. 

A Son of Eagar. I 

By Commander CAMERON. 

The Cruiie of the ‘Black Prince.' 

By HAYDEN CARRUTH. 

The Adventures of Jones. 

B5> AUSTIN CLARE. 

For the Love of a Lass. 

By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE. 

Paul FeiToll. . 

Why Paul Ferroll Killeu his Wife. * 

By MACLAREN COBBAN. 

The Cure of Souls. | The Red Sultan. 

By C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 

The Bar Sinister. 

By MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS. 


Sweet Anne Page. 
Tranemlgratlon. 

Fiom Midnight to Mid 
night. 

A Fight with Fortune. 


Sweet and Twenty., 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me Falee. 
Blacksmith and Scholar 
Frances. 


fiy WILKIE COLLINS 

.e.) AfterDark. I My Mlsccllan: 


. . Miscellanies. 

The Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 

Man and Wife. 

Poor Miss Finch. 

The Fallen Loavee. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
’£he Black Rooe. 
Heart and Science. 
IS^Nol' 

The Evil Genius. 

Little Novels. 

Legacy of Cain. 

Blind liOve. 


Armadale. 

No Name. 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 

The Dead Secret. 

Queen of Hearti. 

Hiss or Mrs.? 

The New Magdalen. 

The Frozen Deep. 

The Law and the I>ady I 
The Two Destinies. 

The Haunted Hotel. 

A Rogue's Ufe. 

By M. J. COLQUHOUN. 

Every Inch a Soldier. 

By DUTTON COOK, 

teo I Paul Foster'e Danghter. 

By C. EOBERI CRADDOCK. 

The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains. 

By ^^ATT CRIM. 

The Adventures of a Fair Rebel. 

By B. M. CROKBR. 

Pretty MissNevilie. VilU^e Tales and Jangle 

Diana Barrington. Tragedies. 

'To Let' Two Masters. 

A Bird of Passage Mr. Jer^. 

Proper^rlde. The Real Lady Hilda. 

A Family Likeness. Married or Single 7 

By W. CYPLES. 

Hearts of Gold. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET, 

The Evai^ellst; or, Port Salvaticm. t 

By ERASMUS DAWSON. 

The Fouitoln of Tou^ < 

By JAMES rDE MILLS. 

A Castle in Spain. 

By J. LEITH DERWENT. 

0 ^ IMj of Tears. 1 Circe's Lovers 


By DICK OONOV^Nr 
The Man-Hunter. 

Tracked and Taken. 

Caught at Last I 
Wanted! 

Who Poisoned Hetty 
Duncan ? 

Man from Manchester. 

A Detective’s Triumphs 


In the Grip of the Law- 
From Inlormatioit Be* 
ceived. 

Tracked to Domn. 
Llnk^y Link 
Suspicion Aroused. 
Dark Deeds. 

Riddles Read. 


The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. 

The Chronicles of Michael Danevitch. 

By Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDES. 

A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell. 

"By M. BETHAM-BDWARDS. 

Felicia. | Kitty. 

By EDWARD EOQLESTON. 

Roxy. 

By a. MANVILLE FENN. 

The New Mistress. j The Tiger Lily. 

Witness to the Deed. | The White Virgin. 

By PERCY FITZGERALD. 


Bella Donna. 
Never Forgotten. 
Polly. 

Fatal Zero. 


Second Mrs. Tillotson. . 
Seventy - five Bro^e 
Street. . 

The Lady of Brantome 


By P. FITZGERALD and others. 

^strange Secrets. 

By ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE. 

Filthy Lucre. 

E. FRANCILLON. 

King or*KQave 7 


Romances of the Law. 
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INTRODUCTION 


‘ The Fortune of the Eougons ’ is the initial volume of the 
Eougon-Macquart series. Though it was by no means 
M. Zola’s first essay in fiction, it was undoubtedly hi., first 
great bid for genuine literary fame, and the foundation of 
what must necessarily be regarded as his life-work. The idea 
of writing the ‘ natural and social history of a family under 
the Second Empire,’ extending to a score of volumes, was 
doubtless suggested to M. Zola by Balzac’s immortal ‘ Comedie 
Humaine.’ He was twenty-eight years of age when th's idea 
first occurred to him ; he was over fifty-three when he at last 
sent the manuscript of his concluding volume, ‘ Dr. Pascal,’ 
to the press. He had spent five-and-twenty years in working 
out his scheme, persevering with it doggedly and stubbornly, 
whatever rebuffs he might encounter, whatever jeers and 
whatever insults might be directed against him by the igno¬ 
rant, the prejudiced, and the hypocritical. Truth was on the 
march and nothing ^could stay it; even as, at the present 
hour, its march, if slow, none the less continues athwart 
another and a different crisis of the illustrious novelist’s 
career. 

It was in the early summer of 1869 that M. Zola first 
began the actual writing of ‘ The Fortune of the Eougons.’ 
It was only in the following year, however, that serial publica¬ 
tion of the work commenced in the columns of ‘ Le Si^cle,’ 
the Eepublican journal of most influence in Paris in those 
days of the Second Empire. The Franco-German war inter¬ 
rupted this issue of the story, and publication in book form 
did not take place until the latter half of 1871, a time when 
both the war and the tlonynune had left Paris exhausted. 
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supine, with little or no interest in anything. No more un¬ 
favourable moment for the issue of an ambitious work of 
fiction could Lave teen found. Some two or three years 
went by, as I well remember, before anything like a revival of 
literature and of public interest in literature took place. Thus 
M. Zola launched his gigantic scheme under auspices which 
would have made many another man recoil. ‘ The Fortune 
of the Eougons,’ and two or three subsequent volumes of his 
series, attracted but a moderate degree of attention, and it was 
only on the morrow of the publication of ‘ L’Assommoir ’ that 
he awoke, like Byron, to find himself famous. 

Ae pre^'iously mentioned, the Rougon-Macquart series 
forms twenty volumes. The last of these, ‘Dr. Pascal,’ 
appeared in 1898. Since then M. Zola has written ‘ Lourdes,’ 

‘ Rome,’ and ‘ Paris.’ Critics have repeated ad, nauseam 
that these last works constitute a now departure on M. Zola’s 
part, and, so far as they formed a new series, this is true. But 
the s^gestion that ho has in any way repented of the 
Rougon-Macquart novels is ridiculous. As he has often told 
me of recent years, it is, as far as possible, his plan to sub¬ 
ordinate his style and methods to his subject. To have 
written a book like ‘ Rome,’ so largely devoted to the am¬ 
bitions of the Papal See, in the same way as he had written 
books dealing with the drunkenness or other vices of Paris, 
would have been the climax of absurdity. 

Yet the publication of ‘ Romo ’ was the signal for a 
general outcry on the part of English and American reviewers 
that Zolaism, as typified by the Rougon-Macquart scries, was 
altogether a thing of the past. To my thinking this is a pro¬ 
found error. M. Zola has always remained faithful to him¬ 
self. The only difference that I perceive between his latest 
work, ‘ Paris,’ and certain Rougon-Macquart volumes, is that 
with time, experience and assiduity, his genius has expanded 
and ripened, and that the hesitation, the groping for truth, so 
to say, which may be found in some of his earlier writings, 
has disappeared. 

At the time when ‘ The Fortune of the Rougons ’ was 
first published, none but the author hiiflself can have imagined 
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that the foundation-stone of one of the great literary monu¬ 
ments of the century had just been laifl. From the ‘ story ’ 
point of view the book is one of M. Zola’s very best, although 
its construction—particularly as regards the long interlude 
of the idyl of Miette and Silvfire—is far from being perfect. 
Such a work when first issued might well bring its author a 
measure of popularity, but it could hardly confer fame. 
Nowadays, however, looking backward, and bearing in mind 
that OKS here has the genesis of M. Zola’s lifework, ‘ Th4 
Fortune of yie Rbugons’ becomes a book of exceptional 
interest and importance. This has been so well understood 
by French readers that during the last six or seven years the 
annual sales of the work have increased threefold. Where, 
over a course of twenty years, 1,000 copies were sold, 2,500 
and 3,000 are sold to-day. How many living English 
novelists can say the same of their early essays in fiction, 
issued more than a quarter of a century ago ? 

I may here mention that at the last date to which I have 
authentic figures, that is, Midsummer 1897 (prior, of course, to 
what is called ‘ L’Affaire Dreyfus ’), there had been sold of the 
entire Rougon-Macquart series (which had begun in 1871) 
1,421,000 copies. These were of the ordinary Charpentier 
editions of the French originals. By adding thereto several 
editions de luxe and the widely-circulated popular illustrated 
editions of certain volumes, the total amounts roundly to 
2,100,000. ‘ Rome,’* ‘ Lourdes,’ ‘ Paris,’ and all M. Zola’s 
other works, apart from the ‘ Rougon-Macquart ’ series, 
together with the translations into a dozen different languages 
—English, German, Italian, Spanish, Dutch, Danish, Portu¬ 
guese, Bohemian, Hungarian, and others—are not included 
in the above figures. Otherwise the latter might well be 
doubled. Nor is account taken of the many serial issues 
which have brought M. Zola’s views to the knowledge of the 
masses of all Europe. 

It is, of course, the celebrity attaching to certain of M. 
Zola’s literary efforts that has stimulated the demand for his 
other writings. Among those which are well worthy of 
being read for their own sakes, I would assign a prominent 
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place’to the present volume. Much of the story element in it 
is admirable, and, further, it shows M. Zola as a genuine 
satirist and humorist. The Eougons’ yellow drawing-room 
and its habituis, and many of the scenes between Pierre 
Rougon and his wife Felicit6, are worthy of the pen of Douglas 
Jerrold. The whole account, indeed, of the town of Plassans, 
its customs and its notabilities, is satire of the most effective 
kind, because it is satire true to life, and never degenerates 
vnto mere caricature. 

It is a rather curious coincidence that) at tJie time when 
M. Zola was thus portraying the life of Provence, his great 
contemporary, bosom friend, and rival for literary fame, the 
late Alphonse Daudet, should have boon producing, under the 
title of ‘ The Provon(;al Don Quixote,’ that unrivalled pre¬ 
sentment of the foibles of the French Southerner, which 
everyone nowadays knows as ‘ Tartarin of Tarascon.’ It is 
possible that M. Zola, while writing bis book, may have read 
the ifitstalments of ‘ Le Don Quichotte Proven 9 al ’ published 
in the Paris ‘ Figaro,’ and it maybe that this perusal imparted 
that fillip to his pen to which we owe the many amusing par¬ 
ticulars that he gives us of the town of Plassans. Plas- 
sana, I may mention, is really the Provencal Aix, which M. 
Zola’s father provided with water by means of a canal still 
bearing his name. M. Zola himself, though born in Paris, 
spent the greater part of his childhood there. Tarascon, as 
is well known, never forgave Alphewse Daudet for his 
‘ Tartarin ’; and in a like way M. Zola, who doubtless 
counts more enemies than any other literary man of the 
period, has none bitterer than the worthy citizens of Aix. 
They cannot forget or forgive the rascally Eongon-Macijuarts. 

'The name Eougon-Macquart has to mo always suggested 
that splendid and amusing typo of the cynical rogue, Robert 
Macaire. But, of course, both Rougon and Macquart are 
genuine French names and not inventions. Indeed, several 
years ago I came by chance upon them both, in an old 
French deed which I was examining at the Bibliotheque 
Nationale in Paris. I there found mention of a Rougon 
family and a Macquart family dwelling virtually side by side 
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in the same village. This, however, was in Champagne, not 
in Provence. Both families farmed vineyards for a once 
famous abbey in the vicinity of Bpemay, early in the seven¬ 
teenth century. To me, personally, this trivial discovery 
meant a great deal. It somehow aroused my interest in M. 
Zola and his works. Of the latter I had then only glanced 
through two or three volumes. With M, Zola him¬ 
self I was absolutely unacquainted. However, I took the 
liberty t^) inform him of my little discovery; and afterwards 1^ 
read all the books that he had published. Now, as is fairly 
well known, if have given the greater part of my time, for 
several years past, to the task of familiarising English readers 
with his writings. An old deed, a chance glance, followed by 
the great friendship of my life and years of patient labour. If 
I mention this matter, it is solely with the object of endorsing 
the truth of the saying that the most insignificant incidents 
frequently influence and even shape our careers. 

But I must come back to ‘ The Fortune of the Eougons.’ It 
has, as I have said, its satirical and humorous side ; but it 
also contains a strong element of patlios. The idyl of Miette 
and Silv6re is a very touching one, and quite in accord with 
the conditions of life prevailing in Provence at the period M. 
Zola selects for his narrative. ]\Iiette is a frank child of 
nature ; Silvere, her lover, in certain respects foreshadows, a 
quarter of a century in advance, the Abbe Pierre Fromont of 
‘ Lourdes,’ ‘ Rome,’ and ‘ Paris.’ The environment difi'ers, of 
course, but germs of the same nature may readily be detected in 
both characters. As for the other personages of M. Zola’s 
book—on the one hand, Aunt Dide, Pierre Rougon, his wife 
Fclicit6, and their sons Eugene, Aristide and Pascal, and, on the 
other, klacquart, his daughter Gervaise of ‘ L’Assommoir,’ and 
his son Jean of ‘ La Terre ’ and ‘ La Debitcle,’ together with 
the members of the Mouret branch of the ravenous, neirrotic, 
duplex family—these arc analysed or sketched in a way which 
renders their subsequent careers, as related in other volumes 
of the series, thoroughly consistent with their origin and their 
up-bringing. I venture to assert that, although it is possible 
to read individual volutnes.of the Rougon-Macquart series 
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while neglecting others, nobody can really understand any 
one of these books^anless he makes himself acquainted with 
the alpha and the omega of the edifice, that is, ‘ The Fortune 
of the Eougons ’ and ‘ Dr. Pascal.’ 

With regard to the present English translation, it is based 
on one made for my father several years ago. But to convey 
M. Zola’s meaning more accurately I have found it necessary 
to alter, on an average, at least one sentence out of every 
, three. Thus, though I only claim to edit the voluyie, it is, 
to all intents and purposes, quite a new English version of 
M. Zola’s work. ' 

E. A. V. 

MEniox, SennET : August, 1893. 



AUTHOR’S PREFACE 


I WISH to explain 'how a family, a small group of human 
beings, condufc’ts itself in a given social system after blossom¬ 
ing forth and giving birth to ten or twenty member&,'''who, 
though they may appear, at the first glance, profoundly dis¬ 
similar one from tlie other, arc, as analysis demonstrates, 
most closely linked together from the point of view of 
affinity. Heredity, like gravity, has its laws. 

By resolving the duplex question of temperament and 
environment, I shall endeavour to discover and folloos- the 
thread of connection which leads mathematically from one 
man to another. And when I have possession of every 
thread, and hold a complete social group in my hands, I 
.shall show this group at work, participating in an historical 
period; I shall depict it in action, with all its varied energies, 
and I shall analyse both the will power of each member, and 
the general tendency of the whole. 

The great chara'’,teristic of the Eougon-Macquarts, the 
group or family which I propose to study, is their ravenous 
appetite, the great outburst of our age which rushes upon enjoy¬ 
ment. Physiologically the Eougon-Macquarts represent the 
slow succession of accidents pertaining to the nerves or the 
blood, which befall a race after afirst organic lesion, and, accord¬ 
ing to environment, determine in each individual member of the 
race those feehngs, desires and passions—briefly, all the natural 
and instinctive manifestations peculiar to humanity—whose 
outcome assumes the conventional name of virtue or vice. 
Historically the Eougon-Macquarts proceed from the masses, 
radiate throughout the whole of contemporary society, and 
ascend to all sorts of positions by the force of that impulsion 
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of essentially modern origin, which sets the lower classes 
marching through toe social system. And thus the dramas 
of their individual lives recount the story of the Second 
Empire, from the ambuscade of the Coup d’Etat to the 
treachery of Sedan. 

For three years I had been collecting the necessary 
documents for this long work, and the present volume was 
even written, when' the fall of the Eonapartc-s, which I 
( needed artistically, and Avhich, as if by fate, 1 cvcrtfound at 
the cud of the di’ama, without daring ta hope that it would 
prove so near at hand, suddenly occurred ani furnished me 
with'ihe terrible but necessary denouement for my work. My 
scheme is, at this date, completed; the circle in which my 
characters will revolve is perfected; and my work becomes a 
picture of a departed reign, of a strange period of human 
madness and shame. 

This work, which will comprise several episodes, is there¬ 
fore, in my mind, the natural and social history of a family 
under the Second Empire. And the first episode, hero called 
‘ The Fortune of the Kougons,’ should scientifically bo entitled 
‘ The Origin.’ 

EMILE ZOLA. 

Paius: July 1 , 1871 . 



THE 


fortune of the rougoms 


CHAPTER I 

On quitting Plassans by tho Rome Cato, on the southern side 
of the town, you will find, on the right of the road to Rice, 
and a little way past tho first suburban houses, a plot of land 
locally known as tho Aire Saint-Mittre. 

This Aire Saint-Mittre is of oblong shape and on a level with 
the footpath of the adjacent road, from which it is separated 
by a strip of trodden grass, A narrow blind alley fringed 
with a row of hovels borders it on tho right; while on the 
left, and at the further end, it is closed in by bits of wall over¬ 
grown with moss, ab(r.'o which can bo seen the top branches 
of the mulberry-trees of tho Jas-Meiffren—an extensive pro¬ 
perty with an entrance lower down the road. Enclosed upon 
three sides, tho Aire Saint-Mittre leads nowhere, and is only 
crossed by people out for a stroll. 

In former times it was a cemetery under the patronage of 
Saint-Mittre, a greatly honoured Proven 9 al saint; and in 
1861 the old people of Plassans could still remember having 
seen the walls of the cemetery standing, although the place 
itself had been closed for years. The soil had been so glutted 
with corpses that it had been found necessary to open a new 
burial-ground at the otl^pr end of the town. Then the old 
abandoned cemetery hfid been gradually purified by the dark, 
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thick-set vegetation which had sprouted over it every spring. 
The rich soil, in Awhich the gravediggers could no longer 
delve without turning up some human remains, was possessed 
of wondrous fertility. The tall weeds overtopped the walls 
after the May rains and the June sunshine so as to be visible 
from the high road; while inside, the place presented the 
appearance of a deep, dark green sea studded with largo 
blossoms of singular brilliancy. Beneath one’s feet amidst 
the close-set stalks one could feel that the damp sjil reeked 
and bubbled with sap. 

Among the curiosities of the place at mat time were some 
largc'pear-trees, with twisted and knotty boughs; but none of 
the housewives of Plassans cai’ed to pluck the large fruit which 
grew upon them. Indeed, the townspeople spoke of this fruit 
with grimaces of disgust. No such delicacy, however, 
restrained the suburban urchins, who assembled in bands at 
twilight and climbed the walls to steal the pears, even before 
th^y were ripe. 

The trees and the weeds with their vigorous growth had 
rapidly assimilated all the decomposing matter in the old 
cemetery of Saint-Mittre; the malaria rising from the 
human remains interred there had been greedily absorbed 
by the flowers and the fruit; so that eventually the only 
odour one could detect in passing by was the strong perfume 
of wild gillyflowers. This had merely been a question of a 
few summers. 

At last the townspeople determined to utilise this common 
property, which had long served no purpose. The walls 
bordering the roadway and the blind alloy wore pulled down; 
the weeds and the pear-trees were uprooted ; the sepulchral 
remains were removed ; the ground was dug deep, and such 
bones as the earth was willing to surrender were heaped up 
in a comer. For nearly a month the youngsters, who 
lamented the loss of the pear-trees, played at bowls with the 
skulls; and one night some practical jokers even suspended 
femurs and tibias to all the bell-handles of the town. This 
scandal, which is still remembered at Plassans, did not 
cease until the authorities docideef to have the bones shot 
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into a. hole which had been dug for the purpose in the new 
cemetery. All work, however, is usual^ carried out with 
discreet dilatoriness in country towns, and so during an 
entire week the inhabitants saw a solitary cart removing 
these human remains as if they had been mere rubbish. 
The vehicle had to cross Plassans from end to end, and 
owing to the bad condition of the roads fragments of bones 
and handfuls of rich mould were scattered at every jolt. There 
was not,the briefest religious ceremony, nothing but slow 
and brutish cartage.. Never before had a town felt so dis¬ 
gusted. 

For several years the old cemetery remained an objsct of 
terror. Although it adjoined the main thoroughfare and was 
open to all comers, it was left quite deserted, a prey to fresh 
vegetable growth. The local authorities, who had doubtless 
counted on selling it and seeing houses built upon it, were 
evidently unable to find a purchaser. The recollection of the 
heaps of bones and the cart persistently jolting through.iho 
streets may have made people recoil from the spot; or perhaps 
the indifference that was shown was due to the indolence, the 
repugnance to pulling down and setting up again, which is 
characteristic of country people. At all events the authorities 
still retained possession of the ground, and at last forgot their 
desire to dispose of it. They did not even erect a fence round 
it, but left it open to all comers. Then, as time rolled on, 
people gradually gre^ accustomed to this barren spot; they 
would sit on the grass at the edges, walk about, or gather in 
groups. When the grass had been worn away and the 
trodden soil had become grey and hard, the old cemetery re¬ 
sembled a badly-levelled public square. As if the more 
effectually to efface the memory of all objectionable associa¬ 
tions, the inhabitants slowly changed the very appellation of 
the place, retaining but the name of the saint, which was 
likewise applied to the blind alley dipping down at one corner 
of the field. Thus there was the Aire Saint-Mittre and the 
Impasse Saint-Mittre. 

All this dates, however, from some considerable time back. 
For more than thirty yeUrs now the Aire Saint-Mittre has 
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presented a different appearance. One day the townspeople, 
far too inert and ind(iffcrent to derive any advantage from it, 
let it, for a trifling consideration, to some suburban wheel¬ 
wrights, who turned it into a woodyard. At the present day 
it is still littered with huge pieces of timber thirty or forty 
feet long, lying here and there in piles, and looking like lofty 
overturned columns. These piles of timber, disposed at 
intervals from one end of the yard to the other, are a continual 
source of delight to the local urchins. In some places the 
ground is covered with fallen wood, forming a kind of uneven 
flooring over which it is impossible to walk, unless one 
balance one’s self with marvellous dexterity. Troops of 
children amuse themselves with this exercise all day long. 
You w'ill see them jumping over the big beams, walking in 
Indian file along the narrow ends, or else crawling astride 
them; various games which generally terminate in blows and 
bellowings. Sometimes, too, a dozen of them will sit, closely 
packed one against the other, on the thin end of a pole raised 
a few feet from the ground, and will see-saw there for hours 
together. The Aire Saint-Mittre thus servos as a recreation 
ground, where for more than a quarter of a century all the 
little suburban ragamuflins have been in the habit of wearing 
out the scats of their breeches. 

The strangeness of the place is increased by the circum¬ 
stance that wandering gipsies, by a sort of traditional custom 
always select the vacant portions of it fQv their encampments. 
Whenever any caravan aiTives at Plassans it takes up its 
quarters on the Aire Saint-Mittre. The place is consequently 
never empty. There is always some strange band there, some 
troop of wild men and withered women, among whom groups 
of healthy-looking children roll about on the grass. These 
people live in the open air, regardless of everybody, setting 
their pots boiling, eating nameless things, freely displaying 
their tattered garments, and sleeping, fighting, Idssing, and 
reeking with mingled filth and misery. 

The field, formerly so still and deserted, save for the 
buzzing of hornets around the rich blossoms in the heavy 
sunshine, has thus hfipnmo a yer^ rowdy spot, resounding 
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with the noisy quarrels of the gipsies and the shrill cries of 
the urchins of the suburb. In one corner there is a primitive 
saw-mill for cutting the timber, the noise from which serves 
as a dull, continuous bass accompaniment to the sharp voices. 
The wood is placed on two high tressels, and a couple of 
sawyers, one of whom stands aloft on the timber itself, while 
the other underneath is half blinded by the falling sawdust, 
work a largo saw to and fro for hours together, with rigid 
mnchin®-like regularity, as if they were wurc-pulled puppets. 
The wood they saw is stacked, plank by plank, along the wall 
at the end, in' carefully arranged piles six or eight feet high, 
which often remain there several seasons, and constitute one 
of the charms of the Aire Saint-Mittre. Between these stacks 
are mysterious, retired little alleys leading to a broader path 
between the timber and the wall, a deserted strip of verdure 
whence only small patches of sky can be seen. The vigorous 
vegetation and the quivering, deathlike stillness of the old 
cemetery still reign in this path. In all the country r-mid 
Plassans there is no spot more instinct with languor, solitude, 
and love. It is a most dehghtful place for love-making. 
When the cemetery was being cleared the bones must have 
been heaped up in this corner ; for even to-day it frequently 
happens that one’s foot comes across some fragment of a 
skull lying concealed in the damp turf. 

Nobody, however, now thinks of the bodies that once slept 
under that turf. I« the daytime only the children go behind 
the piles of w’ood when playing at hide and seek. The gi-een 
path remains virginal, unkno'wn to others Avho see nought 
but the woodyard crow'ded with timber and grey w’ith dust. 
In the morning and afternoon, when the sun is w'arm, the 
whole place swarms with life. Above all the turmoil, above 
the ragamuffins playing among the timber, and the gipsies 
kindling fires under their cauldrons, the sharp silhouette of 
the sawyer mounted on his beam stands out against the sky, 
moving to and fro with the precision of clockwork, as if to 
regulate the busy activity that has sprung up in this spot once 
set apart for eternal slumber. Only the old people who sit 
on the planks, basking in the setting sun, speak occasionally 
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among themselves of the bones which they once saw carted 
through the streets Of Plassans by the legendary tumbrel. 

When night falls the Aire Saint-Mittre loses its anima¬ 
tion, and looks like some great black hole. At the far end 
one may just espy the dying embers of the gipsies’ fires, and 
at times shadows slink noiselessly into the dense darkness. 
The place becomes quite sinister, particularly in winter 
time. 

One Sunday evening, at about seven o’clock, a young man 
stepped lightly from the Impasse Saint-Mittre, and, closely 
skirting the walls, took his way among the timber in the 
woodyard. It was in the early part of December, 1851. 
The weather was dry and cold. The full moon shone with 
that sharp brilliancy peculiar to winter moons. The wood- 
yard did not have the forbidding appearance which it wears 
on rainy nights; illumined by stretches of white light, and 
wrapped in deep and chilly silence, it spread around with 
a 1^"t, melancholy aspect. 

For a few seconds the young man paused on the edge of 
the yard and gazed mistrustfully in front of him. He carried 
a long gun, the butt-end of which was hidden under his 
jacket, while the barrel, pointed towards the ground, glittered 
in the moonlight. Pressing the weapon to his side, he 
attentively examined the square shadows cast by the piles of 
timber. The ground looked like a chess-board, with black 
and white squares clearly defined by ?.lternato patches of 
light and shade. The sawyers’ tressels in the centre of the 
plot threw long, narrow fantastic shadows, suggesting some 
huge geometrical figure, upon a strip of bare grey ground. 
The rest of the yard, the flooring of beams, formed a great 
couch on which the light reposed, streaked here and there 
Avith the slender black shadows which edged the different 
pieces of timber. In the frigid silence under the wintry 
moon, the motionless, recumbent poles, stiffened, as it were, with 
sleep and cold, recalled the corpses of the old cemetery. The 
young man cast but a rapid glance round the empty space; 
there was not a creature, not a sound, no danger of being 
seen or heard. The black patches at the further end caused 
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him more anxiety, but after a brief examination he plucked 
up courage and hurriedly crossed the wocdyard. 

As soon as he felt himself under cover he slackened his 
pace. He was now in the green pathway skirting the wall 
behind the piles of planks. Here his very footsteps became in¬ 
audible ; the frozen grass scarcely crackled under his tread. 
He must have loved the spot, have feared no danger, sought 
nothing but what was pleasant there. He no longer con¬ 
cealed h-is gun. The path stretched away like a dark trench, 
except that the moonrays, gliding ever and anon between 
tho piles of timber, then streaked the grass with patches 
of light. All slept, both darkness and light, with tht same 
deep, soft, sad slumber. No words can describe the calm 
peacefulness of the place. The young man went right down 
the path, and stopped at the end where the walls of the Jas- 
Meiffren form an angle. Here he listened as if to ascertain 
whether any sound might be coming from the adjoining estate. 
At last, hearing nothing, ho stooped down, thrust a pL-iek 
aside, and hid his gun in a timber-stack. 

An old tombstone, which had been overlooked in the 
clearing of the burial-ground, lay in the corner, resting on its 
side and forming a high and slightly sloping seat. The rain 
had worn its edges, and moss was slowly eating into it. 
Nevertheless, the following fragment of an inscription, cut 
on the side which was sinking into the ground, might still 
have been distinguished in the moonlight: ‘ Hera lieth . . . 
Marie . . . died . . The finger of time had effaced the 
rest. 

When the young man had concealed his gun he again 
listened attentively, and still hearing nothing, resolved to 
climb upon the stone. The wall being low, ho was able to 
rest his elbows on the coping. Ho could, however, perceive 
nothing except a flood of light beyond the row of mulberry-trees 
skirting the wall. Tho flat ground of tho Jas-Meiffren spread 
out under the moon like an immense sheet of unbleached 
linen ; a hundred yards away the farmhouse and its outbuild¬ 
ings formed a still whiter patch. The young man was stiU 
gazing anxiously in that direction when, suddenly, one of the 
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town clocks slowly and solemnly struck seven. He counted 
the strokes, and thep jumped down, apparently surprised and 
relieved. 

He seated himself on the tombstone, like one who is pre¬ 
pared to wait some considerable time. And for about half 
an hour he remained motionless and deep in thought, appa¬ 
rently quite unconscious of the cold, while his eyes gazed 
fixedly at a mass of shadow. Ho had placed himself in a dark 
corner, but the beams of the rising moon gradually, reached 
him, and at last his head was in the full light. 

He was a strong, sturdy-looking lad, with a fine mouth, 
and soft delicate skin that bespoke youthfulness. He looked 
about seventeen years of age, and was handsome in a charac¬ 
teristic way. 

His thin, long face looked like the work of some master 
sculptor; his high forehead, overhanging brows, aquiline 
nose, broad flat chin, and protruding cheek bones, gave 
si^jgularly bold relief to his countenance. Such a face would, 
with advancing ago, become too bony, as fleshlcss as that of a 
knight errant. But at this stage of youth, with chin and check 
lightly covered with soft down, its latent harshncs.s was 
attenuated by the charming softness of certain contours which 
had remained vague and childlike. His soft black eyes, still 
full of youth, also lent delicacy to his otherwise vigorous 
countenance. The young fellow would probably not have 
fascinated all women, as he was not wha^t one calls a hand¬ 
some man; but his features, as a whole, expressed such 
ardent and sympathetic life, such enthusiasm and energy, that 
they doubtless engaged the thoughts of the girls of his own 
part—those sunburnt girls of the South—as he passed their 
doors on sultry July evenings. 

He remained seated upon the tombstone, wrapped in 
thought, and apparently quite unconscious of the moonlight 
which now fell upon his chest and legs. lie was of middle 
stature, rather thick-set, with over-developed arms and a 
labourer’s hands, already hardened by toil; his feet, shod 
with heavy laced boots, looked large and square-toed. His 
general appearance, more particularly the heaviness of his 
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limbs, bespoke lowly origin. There was, however, some¬ 
thing in him, in the upright bearing of his neck and the 
thoughtful gleams of his eyes, which seemed to indicate an 
inner revolt against the brutifying manual labour which was 
beginning to bend him to the ground. Ilis was, no doubt, 
an intelligent nature buried beneath the oppressive burden of 
race and class; one of those delicate refined minds embedded 
in a rough envelope, from which they in vain struggle to 
free themselves. Thus, in siute of his vigour, he seemed 
timid and restless, feeling a kind of unconscious shame at ' 
his imperfection. An honest lad he doubtless was, whose 
very ignorance had generated enthusiasm, whose manly heart 
was impelled by childish intellect, and who could show 
alike the submissivencss of a woman and the courage of a 
hero. On the evening in question he was dressed in a coat 
and trousers of greenish corduroy. A soft felt hat, placed 
lightly on the back of his head, cast a streak of shadow over 
his brow. 

As the neighbouring clock struck the half hour, ho suddenly 
started from his reverie. I’erceiving that the white moon¬ 
light was shining full upon him, he gazed anxiously ahead. 
Then ho abruptly dived back into the shade, but W'aa 
unable to recover the thread of his thoughts. Ho now realised 
that his hands and feet were becoming very cold, and im¬ 
patience seized hold of him. So he jumped upon the stone 
again, and once mojg glanced over the Jas-Meiflrcn, which was 
still empty and silent. Finally, at a loss how to employ his 
time, he jumped down, fetched his gun from the pile of planks 
where he had concealed it, and amused himself by working 
the trigger. The weapon was a long, heavy carbine, which 
had doubtless belonged to some smuggler. The thickness of 
the butt and the breech of the barrel showed it to be an old 
flintlock which had been altered into a percussion gun by 
some local gunsmith. Such firearms are to be found in farm¬ 
houses, hanging against the wall over the chimney-piece. The 
young man caressed his weapon with affection ; twenty times 
or more he pulled the trigger, thrust his little finger into the 
barrel, and examined the butt attentively. By degrees be 



10 


THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS 


grow full of youthful enthusiasm, combined with childish 
frolicsomeness, and ended by levelling his weapon and aiming 
at space, like a recruit going through his drill. 

It was now very nearly eight o’clock, and he had been 
holding his gun levelled for over a minute, when all at once a 
low, panting call, light as a breath, came from the direction 
of the Jas-Meiffren. 

‘ Are you there, Silvere ? ’ the voice asked. 

Silvers dropped his gun and bounded on to the tombstone. 

‘ Yes, yes,’ he replied, also in a hushed voice. ‘ Wait, I’ll 
help you.’ 

Before he could stretch out his arms, however, a girl’s head 
appeared above the wall. With singular agility the damsel 
had availed herself of the trunk of a mulberry-tree, and climbed 
aloft like a kitten. The ease and certainty with which sho 
moved showed that she was familiar with this strange spot. 
In another moment she was seated on the coping of the wall. 
Tban Silvers, taking her in his arms, carried her, though not 
W'ithout a struggle, to the seat. 

‘ Let go,’ sho laughingly cried ; ‘ let go, I can get dowr\ 
alone very well.’ And when she was seated on the stone slab 
she added: 

‘ Have you been waiting for mo long ? I’ve been running, 
and am quite out of breath.’ 

Silvere made no reply. lie seemed in no laughing humour, 
but gazed sorrowfully into the girl’s face* ‘ I wanted to see 
you, Miette,’ he said, as he seated himself beside her. ‘ I 
should have waited all night for you. I am going away at 
daybreak to-morrow morning.’ 

Miette had just caught sight of the gun lying on the grass, 
and, with a thoughtful air, she murmured: ‘ Ah ! so it’s 
decided then ? There’s your gun 1 ’ 

‘ Yes,’ replied Silvere, after a brief pause, his voice still 
faltering, ‘ it’s my gun. I thought it best to remove it from 
the house to-night; to-morrow morning aunt Dide might have 
seen mo take it, and have felt uneasy about it. I am going to 
hide it, and shall fetch it just before starting.’ 

Then, as Miette could not remove her eyes from the 
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weapon which he had so foolishly loft on the grass, he jumped 
up and again hid it among the woodstacks. 

‘ We learnt this morning,’ he said, as he resumed his seat, 
‘ that the insurgents of La Palud and Saint Martin-de-Vaulx 
wore on the march, and spent last night at Alboise. We have 
decided to join them. Some of the workmen of Plassans have 
already left the town this afternoon : those who still remain 
will join their brothers to-morrow.’ 

He spoke the word brothers with youthful emphasis. 

‘ A contest is becoming inevitable,’ he added ; ‘ but, at any 
rate, we have right on our side, and we shall triumph.’ 

Miette listened to Silv^ro, her eyes meantime gazing in 
front of her, without observing anything. 

‘ ’Tis well,’ she said, when ho had finished speaking. And 
after a fresh pause she continued: ‘ You warned me, yet I 
still hoped. . . . However, it is decided.’ 

Neither of them knew what else to say. The green path 
in the deserted corner of the woodyard relapsed into melaJ- 
choly stillness ; only the moon chased the shadows of the piles 
of timber over the grass. The two young people on the tomb¬ 
stone remained silent and motionless in the pale light. Sil- 
vere had passed his arm round Miette’s waist, and she was 
leaning against his shoulder. They exchanged no kisses, 
naught but an embrace in which love showed the innocent 
tenderness of fraternal affection. 

Miette was env«Joped in a long brown hooded cloak reach¬ 
ing to her feet, and leaving only her head and hands visible. 
The women of the lower classes in Provence—the peasantry 
and workpeople—still wear these ample cloaks, which are called 
pelisses; it is a fashion which must have lasted for ages. 
Miette had thrown back her hood on arriving. Living in the 
open air and born of a hotblooded race, she never wore a cap. 
Her bare head showed in bold relief against the wall, which 
the moonlight whitened. She was still a child, no doubt, but a 
child ripening into womanhood. She had reached that adorable, 
uncertain hour when the frolicsome girl changes to a young 
woman. At that stage of life a bud-like delicacy, a hesitancy 
of contour that is ex<iuisitoly charming, distinguishes young 
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girls. The outlines of womanhood appear amidst girlhood’s 
innocent slimness, and woman shoots forth at first all embar¬ 
rassment, still retaining much of the child, and ever and un¬ 
consciously betraying her sex. This period is very unpropi- 
tious for some girls, who suddenly shoot up, become ugly, 
sallow and frail, like plants before their due season. For 
those, however, who, like Mietto, are healthy and live in the 
open air, it is a time of delightful gracefulness which once 
passed can never be recalled. 

Mietto was thirteen years of age, and •although strong and 
sturdy did not look any older, so bright and childish was tho 
smile Which lit up her countenance. However, she was nearly 
as tall as Silvere, plump and full of life. Like her lover, she 
had no common beauty. She would not have been considered 
ugly, but she might have appeared peculiar to many young 
ex<iuisitGS. Her rich black hair rose roughly erect above her 
forehead, streamed back like a rushing wave, and flowed over 
h«p head and neck like an inky sea, tossing and bubbling 
capriciously. It was very thick and inconvenient to arrange. 
However, she twisted it as tightly as possible into coils a.s 
thick as a child’s fist, which she wound together at the back 
of her head. She had little time to devote to her toilette, but 
this huge chignon, hastily contrived without tho aid of any 
mirror, was often instinct with vigorous grace. On seeing 
her thus naturally helmetod with a mass of frizzy hair which 
hung about her neck and temples like mane, one could 
readily understand why she always went bareheaded, heedless 
alike of rain and frost. 

Under her dark locks appeared her low forehead, curved 
and golden like a crescent moon. Her large prominent eyes, 
her short tip-tilted nose with dilated nostrils, and her thick 
ruddy lips, when regarded apart from one another, would 
have looked ugly ; viewed, however, all together, amidst tho 
delightful roundness and vivacious mobility of her counten¬ 
ance, they formed'an ensemble of strange, .surprising beauty. 
When Miette laughed, throwing back her head and gently 
resting it on her right shoulder, she resembled an old-time 
Bacchante, her throat distending with sonorous gaiety, her 
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cheeks round like those of a child, her teeth large and white, 
her twists of woolly hair tossed by every outburst of merri¬ 
ment, and waving like a crown of vine leaves. To realise 
that she was only a child of thirteen, one had to notice the 
innocence underlying her full womanly laughter, and especi¬ 
ally the child-like delicacy of her chin and soft transparency 
of her temples. In certain lights Miette’s sun-tanned face 
showed yellow like amber. A little soft black down already 
shaded her upper lip. Toil too was beginning to disfigure 
her small hands, which, if left idle, would have become • 
charmingly plump and delicate. 

, Mietto and Silvere long remained silent. They were 
reading their own anxious thoughts, and, as they pondered 
upon the unknown terrors of the morrow, they tightened their 
mutual embrace. Their hearts communed with each other, 
they understood how useless and cruel would be any verbal 
plaint. The girl, however, could at last no longer contain 
herself, and, choking with emotion, she gave expression, jji 
one phrase, to their mutual misgivings. 

‘ You will come back again, won’t you ? ’ she whispered, 
as she hung on Silvere’s neck. 

Silvere made no reply, but, half-stifling, and fearing lest 
he should give way to tears like herself, he kissed her in 
brotherly fashion on the check, at a loss for any other consola¬ 
tion. Then disengaging themselves they again lapsed into 
silence. 

After a moment Miette shuddered. Now that she no 
longer leant against Silvero’s shoulder she was becoming icy 
cold. Yet she would not have shuddered thus had she been 
in this deserted path the previous evening, seated on this 
tombstone, where for several seasons they had tasted so much 
happiness. 

‘ I’m very cold,’ she said, as she pulled her hood over her 
head. 

‘ Shall we walk about a little ? ’ the young man asked her. 

‘ It’s not yet nine o’clock; we can take a stroll along the 
road.’ 

Miette reflected that for a long time she would probably 
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not have the pleasure of another meeting—another of those 
evening chats, the joy of which served to sustain her all day 
long. 

‘ Yes, let us walk a little,’ she eagerly replied. ‘ Let us go 
as far as the mill. I could pass the whole night like this if 
you wanted to.’ 

They rose from the tombstone, and were soon hidden in 
the shadow of a pile of planks. Here Mietto opened her cloak, 
which had a quilted lining of red twill, and threw half of it 
over Silvere’s shoulders, thus enveloping him as ho stood 
there close beside her. The same garment cloaked them both, 
and they passed their arms round each other’s waist, and 
became as it Avere but one being. When they were thus 
shrouded in the pelisse they walked slowly towards the high 
road, fearlessly crossing the vacant parts of the woodyard, 
which looked white in the moonlight. Mietto had thrown 
the cloak over Silvere, and he had submitted to it quite 
D 4 !,turally, as though indeed the garment rendered them a 
similar service every evening. 

The road to Nice, on either side of which the suburban 
houses are built, Avas, in the year 1851, lined Avith ancient 
elm-trees, grand and gigantic ruins, still full of vigour, which 
the fastidious town council has replaced, some years since, by 
some little plane-trees. When Silv6re and Mietto found 
themselves under the elms, the huge boughs of which cast 
shadows on the moonlit footpath, they ijet now and again 
black forms which silently skirted the house fronts. These, 
too, were amorous couples, closely wrapped in one and the 
same cloak, and strolling in the darkness. 

This style of promenading has been instituted by the 
young lovers of Southern towns. Those boys and girls 
among the people who mean to marry sooner or later, but 
who do not dislike a kiss or two in advance, knoAV no spot where 
they can kiss at their ease without exposing themselves to 
recognition and gossip. Accordingly, while strolling about 
the suburbs, the plots of waste land, the footpaths of the high 
roads—in fact, all those places where there are few passers-by 
and numerous shady nooks—they conceal their identity by 
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wrapping themselves in these long cloaks, which are capacious 
enough to cover a whole family. The parents tolerate these 
proceedings; however stiff may be provincial propriety, no 
apprehensions, seemingly, are entertained. And, on the other 
hand, nothing could bo more charming than these lovers’ 
rambles, which appeal so keenly to the Southerner’s fanciful 
imagination. There is a veritable masquerade, fertile in inno¬ 
cent enjoyments, within the reach of the most humble. The 
girl clasps her sweetheart to her bosom, enveloping him in her 
own warm cloak; anc\no doubt it is delightful to be able to kiss 
one’s sweetheart within those shrouding folds without danger 
of being recognised. One couple is exactly like another. 
And to the belated pedestrian, who secs the vague groups 
gliding hither and thither, ’tis merely love'passing, love guessed 
and scarce espied. The lovers know they are safely concealed 
within their cloaks, they converse in undertones and make 
themselves quite at home; most frequently they do not 
converse at all, but walk along at random and in silence? 
content with their embrace. The climate alone is to blame 
for having in the first instance prompted these young lovers 
to retire to secluded spots in the suburbs. On fine summer 
nights one cannot walk round Plassans without coming across 
a hooded couple in every patch of shadow falling from the house 
walls. Certain places, the Aire Saint-Mittre, for instance, 
are full of these dark ‘ dominoes ’ brushing past one another, 
gliding softly in thejvarm nocturnal air. One might imagine 
they were guests invited to some mysterious ball given by the 
stars to lowly lovers. When the weather is very warm and the 
girls do not wear cloaks, they simply turn up their over-skirts. 
And in the winter the more passionate lovers make light of 
the frosts. Thus, Miette and Silv^re, as they descended the 
Nice road, thought little of the chill December night. 

They passed through the slumbering suburb without ex¬ 
changing a word, but enjoying the mute delight of their warm 
embrace. Their hearts were heavy ; the joy which they felt 
in being side by side was tinged with the painful emotion 
which comes from the thought of approaching severance, and 
it seemed to them that they coxUd never exhaust the mingled 
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sweetness and bitterness of the silence which slowly lulled 
their steps. But the houses soon grew fewer, and they 
reached the end of the Faubourg. There stands the entrance 
to the Jas-Meiffren, an iron gate fixed to two strong pillars; 
a low row of mulberry-trees being visible through the bars. 
Silvers and Miette instinctively cast a glance inside as they 
passed on. 

Beyond the Jas-Moiffren the road descends with a gentle 
slope to a valley, which serves as the bed of a little rivulet, 
the Viorne, a brook in summer but a torrent in winter. The 
rows of elms still extended the whole way at that time, making 
the high road a magnificent avenue, which cast a broad band 
of gigantic trees across the hill, which was planted with corn 
and stunted vines. On that December night, under the clear 
cold moonlight, the newly-ploughed fields stretching away on 
either hand resembled vast beds of greyish wadding which 
deadened every sound in the atmosphere. The dull murmur 
cf the Viorne in the distance alone sent a quivering thrill 
through the profound silence of the country-side. 

When the young people had begun to descend the avenue, 
Miette’s thoughts reverted to the Jas-Meiffren which they had 
just left behind them. 

‘ I had great difficulty in getting away this evening,’ she 
said. ‘ My uncle wouldn’t let me go. He had shut himself 
up in a cellar, where he was hiding his money, I think, for he 
seemed greatly frightened this morning a* the events that are 
taking place.’ 

Silv^re clasped her yet more lovingly. ‘ Be brave ! ’ said 
he. ‘ The time will come when we shall be able to see each 
other freely the whole day long. You must not fret.’ 

‘ Oh,’ replied the girl, shaking her head, ‘ you are very 
hopeful. For my part I sometimes feel very sad. It isn’t the 
hard work which grieves me; on the contrary, I am often very 
glad of my uncle’s severity, and the tasks he sets me. He was 
quite right to make me a peasant girl; I should perhaps have 
turned out badly, for, do you know, Silv 6 re, there are moments 
when I fancy myself under a curse. ... I feel, then, that I 
should like to be dead. ... I think of you know whom.’ 
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As she spoke these last words, her voice broke into a sob. 
Silv^re interrupted her somewhat harshly. ‘ Bo quiet,’ ho 
said. ‘ You promised not to think about it. It’s no crime of 
yours. . . . We love each other very much, don’t we?’ ho 
added in a gentler tone. ‘ When we’re married you’ll have no 
more unpleasant hours.’ 

‘ I know,’ murmured Miette. ‘ You are so kind, you 
sustain me. But what am I to do ? I sometimes have fears 
and feelings of revolt. I tliink at times that I have been 
wronged, and then I should like to do something wicked. You 
sec I pour forth my heart to you. Whenever my father’s 
name is thrown in my face, I feel my whole body biwning. 
When the urchins cry at me as I pass, “Eh! La Chantegreil,’’ 
I lose all control of myself, and feel that I should like to lay 
hold of them and whip them.’ 

After a savage pause she resumed: ‘ As for you, you’re a 
man; you’re going to fight; you’re very lucky.’ 

Silvere had let lier speak on. After a few steps he observei 
sorrowfully: ‘ You are wrong, Miette; yours is bad anger. 
You shouldn’t rebel against justice. As for mo, I’m going 
to fight in defence of our common rights, not to gratify any 
personal animosity.’ 

‘ All the same,’ the young girl continued, ‘ I should like 
to be a man and handle a gun. I feel that it would do me 
good.’ 

Then, as Silvere remained silent, she perceived that she 
had displeased him. Her feverishness subsided, and she 
whispered in a supplicating tone: ‘You are not angry with 
me, arc you? It’s your departure which grieves me and 
awakens such ideas. I know very well you are right—that I 
ought to be humble.’ 

Then she began to cry, and Silvere, moved by her tears, 
grasped her hands and kissed them. 

‘ See, now, how you pass from anger to tears, like a child,’ 
he said lovingly. ‘ You must be reasonable. I’m not scolding 
you. I only want to sec you happier, and that depends largely 
upon yourself.’ 

The remembrance of the drama which Miette had so 
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sadly evoked cast a temporary gloom over the lovers. They 
continued their walk with bowed heads and troubled thoughts. 

‘ Do you think I’m much happier than you ? ’ Silv^re at 
last inquired, resuming the conversation in spite of himself 
‘ If my grandmother had not taken care of mo and educated 
me, what Avould have become of me? With the exception 
of my Uncle Antoine, who is an artisan like myself, and who 
taught me to love the Eopublic, all my other relations seem 
to fear that I might besmirch them by coming near them.’ 

He was now speaking with animation, and suddenly 
stopped, detaining Miette in the middle of the road. 

‘ God is my witness,’ he continued, ‘ that I do not envy 
or hate anybody. But if wo triumph, I shall have to tell the 
truth to those line gentlemen. Uncle Antoine knows all about 
this matter. You’ll see when we return. We shall all live free 
and happy.’ 

Then Miette gently led him on, and they resumed their 
■walk. 

‘ Y'ou dearly love your Eopublic ? ’ the girl asked, essaying 
a joke. ‘ Do you love me as much ? ’ 

Her smile was not altogether free from a tinge of bitter¬ 
ness. She was thinking, perhaps, how easily Silvero aban¬ 
doned her to go and scour the country-side. But the lad 
gravely replied; ‘ You are my wife, to whom I have given my 
whole heart. I love the Eepublic because I love you. When 
we are married we shall want plenty of happiness, and it is to 
procure a share of that happiness that I’m going away to¬ 
morrow morning. You surely don’t want to persuade mo to 
remain at home ? ’ 

‘ Oh, no! ’ cried the girl eagerly. ‘ A man should be bravo! 
Courage is beautiful! You must forgive my jealousy. I should 
like to be as strong-minded as you are. You would love mo 
all the more, wouldn’t you ? ’ 

After a moment’s silence she added, with charming vivacity 
and ingenuousness: ‘ Ah! how willingly I shall kiss you when 
you come back! ’ 

This outburs of a loving and courageous heart deeply 
affected Bilvere. He clasped Miette in his arms and printed 



THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS 


19 


several kisses on her cheek. As she laughingly struggled to 
escape him, her eyes filled with tears of emotion. 

All around the lovers the country still slumbered amid the 
deep stillness of the cold. They were now half-way down the 
hill. On the top of a rather lofty hillock to the left stood the 
ruins of a windmill, blanched by the moon; the tower, which had 
fallen in on one side, alone remained. This was the limit which 
the young people had assigned to their w^lk. They had come 
■straight from the Faubourg without casting a single glance at 
the fields between which they passed. When Silvere had 
kissed Miette’s cheeks, he raised his head and observed the 
mill. 

‘ What a long walk we’ve had! ’ he exclaimed. ‘ See— 
hero is the mill. It must be nearly half-past nine. We must 
go home.’ 

But Mietle pouted. ‘ Let us walk a little further,’ she im¬ 
plored ; ‘ only a few steps, just as far as the little cross-road, 
no farther, really.’ 

Silvere .smiled as he again took her round the waist. 
Then they continued to descend the hill, no longer fearing 
inquisitive glances, for they had not met a living soul since 
passing the last house,s. They nevertheless remained enveloped 
in tile long pelisse, which seemed, as it were, a natural nest 
for their love. It had shrouded them on so many happy 
evenings ! Had they simply w'alked side by side, they would 
have felt small and isolated in that vast stretch of country, 
whereas, blended together as they were, they became bolder 
and seemed less puny. Betw’een the folds of the pelisse 
they gazed upon the fields stretching on both sides of 
the road, without experiencing that crushing feeling with 
which far-stretching callous vistas oppress the human affec¬ 
tions. It seemed to them as though they had brought their 
house with them; they felt a pleasure in viewing the country¬ 
side as from a window, delighting in the calm solitude, the 
sheets of slumbering light, the glimpses of nature vaguely 
distinguishable beneath the shroud of night and winter, the 
whole of that valley indeed, which while charming them 
could not thrust itself between their close-pressed hearts. 
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All continuity of conversation had ceased; they spoke 
no more of others, nor even of themselves. They were 
absorbed by the present, pressing each other’s hands, uttering 
exclamations at the sight of some particular spot, exchanging 
•words at rare intervals, and then understanding each other 
but little, for drowsiness came from the warmth of their 
embrace. Silvcre forgot his Republican enthusiasm ; Mietto 
no longer reflected that her lover would bo leaving her in an 
hour, for a long time, perhaps for over. The transports of 
their affection lulled them into a feeling of security, as on 
other days, when no prospect of parting had marred the 
tranquillity of their meetings. 

They still walked on, and soon reached the little cross¬ 
road mentioned by Miette—a bit of a lane which led through 
the fields to a village on the banks of the Viorne. But they 
passed on, pretending not to notice this path, where they had 
agreed to stop. And it was only some minutes afterwards that 
*6ilvere whispered, ‘ It must be very late ; you will get tired.’ 

‘No; I assure you I’m not at all tired,’ the girl replied* 

‘ I could walk several leagues like this easily.’ Then, in a 
coaxing tone, she added: ‘ Let us go down as far as the 
meadows of Saiute-Clairo. There wo will really stop and 
turn back.’ 

Silvcre, whom the girl’s rhythmic gait lulled to semi¬ 
somnolence, made no objection, and their rapture began 
afresh. They now went on more slowly,Jearing the moment 
when they would have to retrace their steps. So long as they 
walked onward, they felt as though they were advancing to 
the eternity of their mutual embrace; the return would mean 
separation and bitter leave-taking. 

The decli\'ity of the road was gradually becoming more 
gentle. In the valley below there are meadows extending as 
far as the Viorne, which runs at the other end, beneath a 
range of low hills. These meadows, separated from the high¬ 
road by thickset hedges, arc the meadows of Sainto-Clairc. 

‘ Bah ! ’ exclaimed Silvcre this time, as he caught sight 
of the first patches of grass ; •' we may as well go as far as the 
bridge.’ 
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At this Miette burst out laughing, clasped the young man 
round the neck, and kissed him noisily. 

At the spot where the hedges begin, there were in those 
days two elms forming the end of the long avenue, two colossal 
trees larger than any of the others. The treeless fields 
stretch out from the high road, like a broad band of green 
wool, as far as the willows and birches by the river. The 
distance from the last elms to the bridge is scarcely three 
hundred yards. The lovers took a good quarter of an hour 
to cover that space.. At last, however slow their gait, they ’ 
reached the bridge, and there they stopped. 

The road to Nice ran up in front of them, along the 
opposite slope of the valley. But they could only see a small 
portion of it, as it takes a sudden turn about half a mile from 
the bridge, and is lost to view among the wooded hills. On 
looking round they caught sight of the other end of the road, 
that which they had just traversed, and which leads in a direct 
line from Plassans to the Viorne. In the beautiful winter 
moonlight it looked like a long silver ribbon, with dark edgings 
traced by the rows of elms. On the right and left the ploughed 
hill-land showed like vast, grey, vague seas intersected by this 
ribbon, this roadway white with frost, and brilliant as wiMi 
metallic lustre. Up above, on a level with the horizon, lights 
shone from a few windows in the Faubourg, resembling glow¬ 
ing sparks. By degrees Miette and Silv 6 rc had walked fully 
a league. They gazed at the intervening road, full of silent 
admiration for the vast amphitheatre w’hich rose to the verge 
of the heavens, and over which flowed bluish streams of light, 
as over the superposed rocks of a gigantic waterfall. The 
strange and colossal picture spread out amid deathlike stillness 
and silence. Nothing could have been of more sovereign 
grandeur. 

Then the young people, having leant against the parapet 
of the bridge, gazed beneath them. The Viorne, swollen by 
the rains, flowed on with a dull, continuous sound. Up and 
down stream, despite the darkness which filled the hollows, 
they perceived the black lines of the trees growing on the 
banks; here and there glided the moonbeams, casting a trail 
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of molten metal, as it wore, over the water, which glittered 
and danced like rays of light on the scales of some live 
animal. The gleams darted with a mysterious charm along 
the grey torrent, betwixt the vague phantom-like foliage 
You might have thought this an enchanted valley, some 
wondrous retreat where a community of shadows and gleams 
lived a fantastic life. 

This part of the river was familiar to the lovers; they had 
often come here in search of coolness on warm July nights; 
they had spent hours hidden among the clusters of willows 
on the right bank, at the spot where the meadows of Sainte- 
Claire^ spread their verdant carpet to the waterside. They re¬ 
membered every bend of tlio bank, the stones on which they had 
stepped in order to cross the Viorne, at that season as narrow 
as a brooklet, and certain little grassy hollows where they had 
indulged in their dreams of love. Miette, therefore, now 
gazed from the bridge at the right bank of the torrent with 
ionging eyes. 

‘ If it were warmer,’ she sighed, ‘ we might go dowui and 
rest awhile before going back up the hill.’ Then, after a 
pause, during which she kept her eyes fixed on the banks, she 
resumed; ‘ Look down there, Silv6re, at that black mass 
yonder in front of the lock. Do you remember ? That’s the 
brushwood where we sat last Corpus Christi Day.’ 

* Yes, so it is,’ replied Silvere, .softly. 

This was the spot where they had first ventured to kiss 
each other on the cheek. The remembrance just roused by the 
girl’s words brought both of them a delightful feeling, an 
emotion in which the joys of the past mingled with the hopes 
of the morrow'. Before their eyes, with the rapidity of 
lightm'ng, there passed all the delightful evenings they had 
spent together, especially that evening of Corpus Christi Day, 
with the warm sky, the cool willows of the Viorne, and their 
own loving talk. And at the sa7ne time, whilst the past came 
back to their hearts full of a delightful savour, they fancied 
they could plunge into the unknown future, see their dreams 
realised, and march through life arm in arm—even as they 
had just been doing on the highway—warmly wrapped in the 
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same cloak. Then rapture came to them again, and they 
smiled in each other’s eyes, alone amidst all the silent 
radiance. 

Suddenly, however, Silvfire raised his head and, throwing 
off the cloak, listened attentively. Miette, in her surprise, 
imitated him, at a loss to understand why he had started so 
abruptly from her side. 

Confused sounds had for a moment been coming from 
behind the hills in the midst of which the Nice road wends 
its way. They suggested the distant jolting of a procession 
of carts; but not distinctly, so loud was the roaring of the 
Viorne. Gradually, however, they became more pronounced, 
and rose at last like the tramping of an army on the march. 
Then amidst the continuous growing rumble one detected the 
shouts of a crowd, strange rhythmical blasts as of a hurricane. 
One could oven have fancied they were the thunderclaps of a 
rapidly approaching storm which was already disturbing the 
slumbering atmosphere. Silvere listened attentively, unable- 
to toll, however, what were those tempest-like shouts, for the 
hills prevented them from reaching him distinctly. Suddenly 
a dark mass appeared at the turn of the road, and then the 
‘ Marseillaise ’ burst forth, formidable, sung as wth avenging 
fury. 

‘ Ah, here they are! ’ cried Silv6ro, with a burst of joyous 
enthusiasm. 

Forthwith ho began to run up the hill, dragging Miette 
with him. On the left of the road was an embankment 
planted with evergreen oaks, up which he clambered with the 
young girl, to avoid being carried away by the surging, 
howling multitude. 

When they had reached the top of the bartk and the 
shadow of the brushwood, Miette, rather pale, gazed sorrow¬ 
fully at those men whose distant song had sufficed to draw 
Silvere from her embrace. It seemed as if the whole band 
had thrust itself between them. They had been so happy a 
few minutes before, locked in each other’s arms, alone and 
lost amidst the overwhelming silence and discreet glimmer of 
the moon I And now Silvere, whose head was turned away 
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from her, who no longer seemed even conscious of her presence, 
had eyes only for those strangers whom he called his brothers. 

The band descended the slope with a superb, irresistible 
stride. There could have been nothing grander than the 
irruption of those few thousand men into that cold, still, 
deathly scene. The highway became a torrent, rolling with 
living waves which seemed inexhaustible. At the bend in the 
road fresh masses ever appeared, whose songs ever helped to 
swell the roar of this human tempest. When the last 
battalions came in sight the uproar was deafening. The 
‘ Marseillaise ’ filled the atmosphere as if blown through 
enormhus trumpets by giant mouths, which cast it, vibrating 
with a brazen clang, into every corner of the valley. The 
slumbering country-side awoke with a start—quivering like a 
beaten drum resonant to its very entrails, and repeating with 
each and every echo the passionate notes of the national song. 
And then the singing was no longer confined to the men. 
From the very horizon, from the distant rocks, the ploughed 
land, the meadows, the copses, the smallest bits of brushwood, 
human voices seemed to come. The great amphitheatre, ex. 
tending from the river to Plassans, the gigantic cascade over 
which the bluish moonlight flowed, was as if filled with in¬ 
numerable invisible people cheering the insurgents; and in 
the depths of the Viovno, along the waters streaked with 
mysterious metallic reflections, there was not a dark nook but 
seemed to conceal human beings, who took up each refrain 
with yet greater passion. With air and earth alike quivering, 
the whole country-side cried for vengeance and liberty. So 
long as the little army was descending the slope, the roar of 
the populace thus rolled on in sonorous waves broken by 
abrupt outbursts which shook the very stones in the roadway 

Silvere, pale with emotion, still listened and looked on. 
The insurgents who led the van of that swarming, roaring 
stream, so vague and monstrous in the darkness, were rapidly 
approaching the bridge. 

‘ I thought,’ murmured Mictte, ‘ that you would not pass 
through Plassans ? ’ 

‘ They must have altered the plan of operations,’ Silvere 
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replied ; ‘ wo were, in fact, to have marched to the chief town 
hy the Toulon road, passing to the left of Plassans and 
Orch6res. They must have left Alboise this afternoon and 
passed Lcs Tulettes this evening.’ 

The head of the column had already arrived in front of the 
young people. The little army was more orderly than one 
would have expected from a band of undisciplined men. The 
contingents from the various towns and villages formed 
separate battalions, each separated by a distance of a few 
paces. Those battajions were apparently under the orders of. 
certain chiefs. For the nonce the pace at which they were 
descending the hillside made them a compact mass’ of in¬ 
vincible strength. There were probably about three thousand 
men, all united and carried away by the same storm of indig¬ 
nation. The strange details of the scene were not discernible 
amidst the shadows cast over the highway by the lofty slopes. 
At five or six feet from the brushwood, however, where Miette 
and Silvere were sheltered, the left-hand embankment gav6 
place to a little pathway which ran alongside the Viorne; and 
the moonlight, flowing through this gap, cast a broad band of 
radiance across the road. ^Vhcn the first insurgents reached 
this patch of light they were suddenly illumined by a sharp 
white glow which revealed, with singular distinctness, every 
outline of visage or costume. And as the various contingents 
swept on, the young people thus saw them emerge, fiercely 
and without cessation, from the surrounding darkness. 

As the first men passed through the light Miette instinc¬ 
tively clung to Silvirc, although she knew she was safe, even 
from observation. She passed her arm round the young 
fellow’s neck, resting her head against his shoulder. And 
with the hood of her pelisse encircling her pale face she 
gazed fixedly at that square patch of light as it was rapidly 
traversed by those strange faces, transfigured by enthusiasm, 
with dark open mouths full of the furious cry of the ‘ Marseil¬ 
laise.’ Silvere, whom she felt quivering at her side, then 
bent towards her and named the various contingents as they 
passed. 

The column marched along eight abreast. In the van were 
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a number of big, square-headed fellows, who seemed to possess 
the herculean strength and naive confidence of giants. They 
would doubtless prove blind, intrepid defenders of the Re¬ 
public. On their shoulders they carried large axes, whose 
edges, freshly sharpened, glittered in the moonlight. 

‘ Those are the woodcutters of the forests of the Seille,’ 
said Silvere. ‘ They have been formed into a corps of sappers. 
At a signal from their leaders they would march as far as 
Paris, battering down tlie gates of the towns with their axes, 
just as they cut down the old cork-trees on the mountain.’ 

The young man spoke with pride of the heavy fists of his 
brethren. And on seeing a band of labourers and rough- 
bearded men, tanned by the sun, coming along behind the 
wood-cutters, he continued : ‘ That is the contingent from La 
Palud. That was the first place to rise. The men in blouses 
are labourers who cut up the cork-trees; the others in vel¬ 
veteen jackets must be sportsmen, poachers, and charcoal- 
burners living in the passes of the Seille. The poachers 
knew your father, Miette. They have good firearms, wliich 
they handle skilfully. Ah! if all were armed in the same 
manner ! We are short of muskets. Sec, the labourers have 
only got cudgels ! ’ 

Miette, still speechless, looked on and listened. As Silvers 
spoke to her of her father, the blood surged to her cheeks. Her 
face burnt as she scrutinised the sportsmen with a strange air 
of mingled indignation and sympathy. From this moment 
she grew animated, yielding to the feverish quiver which the 
insurgents’ songs awakened. 

The column, which had just begun the ‘ Marseillaise ’ afresh, 
was still marching down as though lashed on by the sharp 
blasts of the ‘ Mistral.’ The men of La Palud were followed 
by another troop of workmen, among whom a goodly number 
of middle-class folks in great-coats were to be seen. 

‘ Those arc the men of Saint-Martin-de-Vaulx,’ Silvers 
resumed. ‘ That boimj ' rose almost at the same time as La 
Palud. The masters joined the workmen. There are some 


* A big village or small town. 
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ricli men there, Miette; men whose wealth would enable them 
to live peacefully at liome, but who prefer to risk their lives 
in defence of liberty. One can but admire them. Weapons 
are very scarce, however ; they’ve scarcely got a few fowling- 
pieces. But do you sec those men yonder, Miette, with red 
bands round their left elbows ? They are the leaders.’ 

The contingents descended the hill more rapidly than 
Silvdro could speak. While he was naming the men from 
Saint-Martin-do-Vaulx, two battalions had already crossed the 
ray of light which blanched the roadway. 

‘Didyou see the insurgents from Alboise andLesTulettes 
pass by just now ? ’ he asked. ‘ I recognised Burg&t the 
blacksmith. They must have joined the band to-day. How 
they do run! ’ 

Miette was now leaning forward, in order to see more of 
the little bands described to her by the young man. The 
quiver she felt rose from her bosom to her throat. Then a 
battalion larger and better disciplined than the others ap-» 
poared. The insurgents composing it were nearly all dressed 
in blue blouses, with red sashes round their waists. One 
would have thought they were arrayed in uniform. A man 
on horseback, with a sabre at his side, was in the midst of 
them. And most of these improvised soldiers carried guns, 
probably carbines and old muskets of the National Guard. 

‘ I don’t know those,’ said Silvere. ‘ The man on horse¬ 
back must be the chief I’ve heard speak of. He brought with 
him the contingents from Faverolles and the neighbouring 
villages. Tho whole column ought to be equipped in the same 
manner.’ 

He had no time to take breath. ‘ Ah ! see, here are the 
country people! ’ he suddenly cried. 

Small groups of ten or twenty men at tho most were now 
advjincing behind the men of Faverolles. They all wore the 
short jacket of the Southern peasantry, and as they sang 
they brandished pitchforks and scythes. Some of them even 
only carried large navvies’ shovels. Every hamlet, however, 
had sent its able-bodied men. 

Silvers, who recognised the parties by their leaders, 
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enumerated them in feverish tones. ‘The contingent from 
Chavanoz ! ’ said he. ‘ There are only eight men, but they are 
strong; Uncle Antoine knows them. Here’s Nazires! here’s 
Poujols 1 they’re all here; not one has failed to answer the 
summons. Valqucyras! Hold, there’s the parson amongst 
them; I’ve heard about him, he’s a staunch Eepublican.’ 

Ho was becoming intoxicated with the spectacle. Now 
that each battalion consisted of only a few insurgents ho had 
to name thorn yet more hastily, and his precipitancy gave him 
the appearance of one in a frenzy. 

‘ Ah! Hiotte,’ he continued, ‘ what a fine march past 1 
Rozail! Vornoux! Corbiere! and there are more still, you’ll 
see. These have only got scythes, but they’ll mow down the 
troops as close as the grass in their meadows—Saint-Kutrope ! 
Mazet! Les Gardes! Marsanno! the whole north side of the 
Kcille ! Ah I we sliall be victorious! The whole country is 
with us. Look at those men’s arms, they are hard and black 
"as iron. There’s no end to them. There’s Pruinas! Roches 
Noires! Those last are smugglers: they aro carrying 
carbines. Still more scythes and pitchforks, the contingents 
of country folk are still passing. Castel-le-Yieux! Sainte- 
Anne I Graillo! Estourmcl! klurdarani’ 

His voice was husky with emotion as he finished naming 
these men, who seemed to bo borne away by a whirlwind as 
fast as ho enumerated them. I'lrect, with glowing countenance, 
he pointed out the several contingents with a nervous gesture. 
Miette followed his movements. The road below attracted 
her like the depths of a precipice. To avoid slipping down 
the incline, she clung to the young man’s neck. A strange 
intoxication emanated from those men, who themselves were 
inebriated with clamour, courage, and confidence. Those 
beings, seen athwart a moonbeam, those youths and those 
men in their prime, those old people brandishing strange 
weapons and dressed in the most diverse costumes, from 
working smock to middle-class overcoat, those endless rows of 
heads, which the hour and the circumstances endowed with 
an expression of fanatical energy and enthusiasm, gradually 
appeared to the girl like a whirling, impetuous torrent, At 
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certain momenta she fancied they were not of themselves 
moving, that they were really being carried away by the force of 
the ‘ Marseillaise,’ by that hoarse, sonorous chant. She could 
not distinguish any conversation, she heard but a continuous 
volume of sound, alternating from bass to shrill notes, as 
piercing as nails driven into one’s flesh. This roar of revolt, 
this call to combat, to death, with its outbursts of indignation, 
its burning thirst for liberty, its remarkable blending of 
bloodthirsty and sublime impulses, unceasingly smote her 
heart, penetrating more deeply at each fierce outburst, and 
filling her with the voluptuous pangs of a virgin martyr who 
stands erect and smiles under the lash. And the crowd’flowed 
on ever amidst the same sonorous wave of sound. The 
march-past, which did not really last more than a few minutes, 
seemed to the young people to be interminable. 

Truly, Mictte was but a child. She had turned pale at the 
approach of the band, she had wept for the loss of love, but 
she was a brave child, whose ardent nature was easily fired by’ 
enthusiasm. Thus ardent emotion had gradually got pos¬ 
session of her, and she became as courageous as a youth. 
She would willingly have seized a weapon and followed the 
insurgents. As the muskets and scythes filed past, her white 
teeth glistened longer and shai’per between her red lips, like 
the fangs of a young wolf eager to bite and tear. And as she 
listened to Silvero enumerating the contingents from the 
country-side with ever-increasing haste, the pace of the column 
seemed to her to accelerate still more. She soon fancied it all 
a cloud of human dust swept along by a tempest. Everything 
began to whirl before her. Then she closed her eyes; big 
hot tears w'cre rolling down her cheeks. 

Silvere’s eyelashes were also moist. ‘I don’t see the 
men who left Plassans this afternoon,’ ho murmured. 

He tried to distinguish the end of the column, which was 
still hidden by the darkness. Suddenly he cried with joyous 
exultation; ‘ Ah! here they are! They’ve got the banner— 
the banner has been entrusted to them ! ’ 

Then he wanted to leap from the slope in order to join his 
companions. At this moment, however, the insurgents 
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halted. Words of command ran along the column, the 
‘ Marseillaise ’ died out in a final rumble, and one could only 
hear the confused murmuring of the still surging crowd. 
Silvere, as he listened, caught the orders which were passed 
on from one contingent to another; they called the men of 
Plassans to the van. Then, as each battalion ranged itself 
alongside the road to make way for tlio banner, the young 
man reascended the embankment, dragging Miettc with him. 

‘ Come,’ he said; ‘ wo can get across the river before 
they do.’ 

When they were on the top, among the ploughed land, 
they ran along to a mill whose lock bars the river. Then 
they crossed the Yiorno on a plank placed there by the millers, 
and cut across the meadows of Kainte-Claire, running hand-in- 
hand, without exchanging a word. The column threw a 
dark line over the highway, which they followed alongside the 
hedges. There were some gaps in the hawthorns, and at last 
Silv6re and Miette sprang on lo the road through one of them. 

In spite of the circuitous way they had come, they arrived 
at the same lime as the men of Plassans. Bilvere shook hands 
with some of them. They must have thought lie had heard 
of the new route they had chosen, and had come to meet them. 
Miette, whoso face was half-concealed by her hood, was 
scrutinised rather impiisitively. 

‘ Why, it’s Chantcgreil,’ at last said one of the men from 
the Faubourg of Plassans, ‘ the niece of Rebufat, the merjcr * 
of the Jas-Meiffren.’ 

‘ Where have you sprung from, gadabout ? ’ cried another 
voice. 

Silvere, intoxicated with entliusiastn, had not thought of 
the distress which his sweetheart would feel at the jeers of 
the workmen. Miette, all confusion, looked at him as if to 
implore his aid. But before ho could even open his lips 
another voice rose from the crowd, brutally exclaiming: 

‘ Her father’s at the galleys ; wo don’t want the daughter 
of a thief and murderer amongst us.’ 

' A ia a fanner in Provence who shares the expenses and 

profits of his farm with the owner of the land. 
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At this Miette turned dreadfully pale. 

‘ You lie t she muttered. ‘ If my father did kill anybody, 
he never thieved! ’ 

And as Siiv^ro, pale and trembling more than she, began 
to clench his fists: ‘ Stop 1 ’ she continued ; ‘ this is my 
affair.’ 

Then, turning to the men, sho repeated with a shout: 
‘ You lie! you lie ! he never stole a copper from anybody. 
You know it well enough. Why do you insult him when he 
can’t be hero ? ’ 

She drew herself up, superb with indignation. With her 
ardent, half-wild nature she seemed to accept the charge of 
murder composedly enough, but that of theft exasperated 
her. They kneAV it, and that was Avhy folks, from stupid 
malice, often cast the accusation in her face. 

The man who had just called her father a thief was 
merely repeating what he had heard said for many years. 
The girl’s defiant attitude only incited the workmen to jeer 
the more. Silv6re still had his fists clenched, and matters 
might have become serious if a poacher from tlio Seille, who 
had been sitting on a heap of stones at the roadside awaiting 
the order to march, had not come to the girl’s assistance. 

‘ The little one’s right,’ ho said. ‘ Chantcgreil was one of 
us. I knew him. Nobody knows the real facts of his little 
matter. I always believed in the truth of his deposition 
before the judges. The gendarme whom ho brought down 
wijph a bullet, while ho was out shooting, was no doubt taking 
aHR at him at the time. A man must defend himself, eh! 
At all events Chantegreil was a decent fellow ; he committed 
no robbery.’ 

As often happens in such cases, the testimony of this 
poacher sufficed to bring other defenders to Miette’s aid. 
Several workmen also professed to have known Chantegreil. 

‘ Yes, yes, it’s true ! ’ they all said. ‘ He wasn’t a thief. 
There are some scoundrels at Plassans who ought to be sent 
to prison in his place. Chantegreil was our brother. Come, 
now, bo calm, little one.’ 

Miette had never before heard anyone speak well of her 
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father. Ho waa generally referred to as a beggar, a villain, 
and now she found good fellows who had forgiving words for 
him, and declared him to bo an honest man. She burst into 
tears, again full of the emotion awakened in her by the 
‘ Marseillaise; ’ and she bethought herself how she might 
thank these men for their kindness toiler in misfortune. For 
a moment she conceived the idea of shaking them all by the 
hand like a man. But her heart suggested something bettor. 
By her side stood the insurgent who carried the banner. 
She touched the staff, and, to express her gratitude, said 
in an entreating tone, ‘ Give it to mo ; I will carry it.’ 

The simple-minded worlunen understood the ingenuous 
sublimity of this form of gratitude. 

‘ Yes,’ they all cried, ‘ Chantcgreil shall carry the 
banner.’ 

However, a wood cutter remarked that she would soon get 
tired, and would not bo able to go far. 

-I ‘ Oh ! I’m quite strong,’ she retorted proudly, tucking ui> 
her sleeves and showing a pair of arms as big as those of a 
grown woman. Then as they handed her the flag she re¬ 
sumed, ‘ Wait just a moment.’ 

Forthwith she pulled off her cloak, and p>it it on again 
after turning the red lining outside. In the clear moonlight 
she appeared to be arrayed in a purple mantle naiching to her 
feet. The hood resting on the eilge of her chignon formed a 
kind of Phrygian cap. She took the flag, pressed the staff to 
her bosom, and held herself upright amid the folds of that 
blood-coloured banner which waved behind her. Enthusiastic 
child that she was, her countenance, with its curly hair, largo 
eyes moist with tears, and lips parted in a smile, seemed to 
rise with energetic pride as she turned it towards the sky. At 
that moment she was the virgin Liberty. 

The insurgents burst into applause. The vivid imagina¬ 
tion of those Bouthernei’s was fired with enthusiasm at the 
sudden apparition of this girl ,so nervously clasping their 
banner to her bosom. Shouts rose from the nearest group : 

‘ Bravo, C'hanlegrcil! Chantcgreil for ever I She shall 
remain with us; she’ll bring us luck! ’ 
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They would have cheered her for a long time yet had not 
the order to resume the march arrived. Whilst the column 
moved on, Mietto pressed Silv6re’s hand and whispered in 
his ear: ‘ You hear ! I shall remain with you. Are you 
glad ? ’ 

Silvfsre, without replying, returned the pressure. He 
consented. In fact, ho was deeply affected, unable to resist 
the enthusiasm which fired his companions. Miette seemed to 
him so lovely, so grand, so saintly ! During the whole climb 
up the hill ho still saw her before him, radiant, amidst a purple 
glory. She was now blended with his other adored mi^Jiress 
—the Ecpublio. He would have liked to be in action already, 
with his gun on his shoulder. But the insurgents moved 
slowly. They had orders to make as little noise as possible. 
Thus the column advanced between the rows of elms like 
some gigantic serpent whose every ring had a strange quiver¬ 
ing. The frosty December night had again sunk into silence, 
and the Viorne alone seemed to roar more loudly. 

On reaching the first houses of the Faubourg, Silvere ran 
on in front to fetch his gun from the Aire Saint-Mittre, which 
he found slumbering in the moonlight. When he again 
joined the insurgents they had reached the Porte de Home. 
Mietto bent towards him, and with her childish smile 
observed : ‘ I feel as if I were at the procession on Corpus 
Christi Day carrying the banner of the Virgin.’ 
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CHAPTER II 

Plassans is a sub-prefecturo with about ton tbousaml inhabi¬ 
tants. Built on a plateau overlooking tho Viorne, and resting 
on the north side against tho Garriguos hills, one of tho last 
spurs of tho Alps, the town is situated, as it were, in tho 
depths of a cul-dc-sac. In 1851 it communicated with the 
adjoining country by two roads only, tho Nice road, which 
runs down to the cast, and the Lyons road, which rises to the 
west, the one continuing tho other on almost parallel lines. 
Since that time a railway has been built which passes to tho 
south of tho town, below tho hill which descends steeply from 
the old ramparts to the river. At the present day, on coming 
out of the station on tho right bank of the little torrent, one 
can see, by raising one’s head, the first houses of Plassans, 
with their gardens disposed in terrace fashion. It is, how¬ 
ever, only after an uphill walk lasting a full quarter of an 
hour that one reaches these bouses. 

About twenty years ago, owing, no doubt, to deficient 
means of communication, there was no town that had more 
completely retained the pious and aristocratic character of the 
old Proven 9 al cities. Plassans then had, and has even now, a 
whole district of large mansions built in the reigns of Louis 
XIV. and Louis XV., a dozen churches, .Icsuit and Capuchin 
houses, and a considerable number of convents. Class dis¬ 
tinctions were long perpetuated by tho town’s division into 
various districts. There are three of them, cacli forming, as it 
were, a separate and complete locality, with its own churches, 
promenades, customs, and landscapes. 

The district of the nobility, called Saint-Marc, after tho 
name of one of its parish churches, is a sort of miniature 
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Versailles, •with straight streets overgrown with grass, and 
large square houses which conceal extensive gardens. It 
extends to the south along the edge of the plateau. Some of 
the mansions built on the declivity itself have a double row of 
terraces whence one can see the whole valley of the Viorne, a 
most charming vista much vaunted in that part of the country. 
Then on the north-west, the old quarter, formed of the original 
town, rears its narrow, tortuous lanes bordered with tottering 
hovels. The Town-Hall, the Civil Court, the Market, and the 
Gendarmerie barracks* are situated here. This, the most 
populous part of Plassans, is inhabited by working-mep and 
shop-keepers, all the wretched, toiling, common folk. The new 
town forms a sort of parallelogram to the north-east; the well- 
to-do, those who have slowly amassed a fortune, and those 
engaged in the liberal professions, here occupy houses set out 
in straight lines and coloured a light yellow. This district, 
which is embellished by the Sub-Prefecture, an ugly plaster 
building decorated with rose-mouldings, numbei’ed scarcely 
five or six streets in 1851; it is of quite recent formation, and 
it is only since the construction of the railway that it has been 
growing in extent. 

One circumstance which even at the present time tends to 
divide Plassans into three distinct independent parts is that 
the limits of the districts are clearly defined by the principal 
thoroughfares. The Cours Sauvaire and the Euo de Pome, 
which is, as it were, a narrow extension of the former, run from 
west to east, from the Grand’-Porto to the Porte do Eome, thus 
cutting the town into two portions, and dividing the quarter 
of the nobility from the others. The latter are themselves 
parted by the Rue do la Banne. This street, the finest in the 
locality, starts from the extremity of the Cours Sauvaire, and 
ascends northwards, leaving the black masses of the old 
quarter on its left, and the light-yellow houses of the new 
town on its right. It is here, about half-way along the street, 
that stands the Sub-Prefecture, in the rear of a small square, 
planted with sickly trees; the people of Plassans are very 
proud of this edifice. 

As if to keep more isolated a^nd shut up within itself, the 

B 2 
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town is belted with old ramparts, which only serve to increase 
its gloom and render it more conlincd. These ridiculous 
fortifications, preyed upon by ivy and crowned with wild 
gillyflowers, are about as high and as thick as the walls of a 
convent, and could be demolished by gunshot. They have 
several openings, the principal of which, the Porto do Rome 
and the Grand’-Porto, afford access to the Nice road and the 
Lyons road, at the other end of the town. Until 1858 these 
openings wore furnished with huge wooden tAvo-Icaved gates, 
arched at the top, and strengthened with bars of iron. These 
gates were double-locked at eleven o’clock in summer, and ten 
o’clock in winter. The towm having thus shot its bolts like a 
timid girl, went quietly to sleep. A keeper, who lived in a 
little cell in one of the inner corners of each gateway, was 
authorised to admit belated persons. But it was necessary to 
stand parleying a long time. The keeper would not let people 
in until, by the light of his lantern, ho had carefully scruti¬ 
nised their faces through a peep-hole. If their looks dis¬ 
pleased him they had to sleep outside. This custom of 
locking the gates every evening was highly characteristic of 
the spirit of the town, which was a commingling of cowardice, 
egotism, routine, exclusiveness, and devout longing for a 
cloistered life. Plassans, when it had shut itself up, would 
say to itself, ‘ I am at homo,’ with the satisfaction of some 
pious bourgeois, who, assured of the safety of his cash-box, and 
certain that no noise will disturb him, duly says his prayers 
and retires gladly to bed. No other town, I believe, has so 
long persisted in thus incarcerating itself like a nun. 

The population of Plassans is divided into three groups, 
corresponding with the same number of districts. Putting 
aside the functionaries—-the sub-prefect, the receiver of taxes, 
tlie mortgage commissioner, and the postmaster, who are all 
strangers to the locality, where they are objects of envy 
rather than of esteem, and who live after their own fashion— 
the real inhabitants, those who were born there and have 
every intention of ending their days there, feel too much 
respect for traditional usages and established boundaries not 
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to pen themselves of their own accord in one or other of the 
town’s social divisions. 

The nobility virtually cloister themselves. Since the fall 
of Charles X. they scarcely ever go out, and when they do 
they are eager to return to their largo dismal mansions, and 
walk along furtively as though they were in a hostile country. 
They do not visit anyone, nor do they even receive each other. 
Their drawing-rooms are frequented by a few priests only, 
.They spend the summer in the chateaux which they possess 
in the environs ; in the winter they sit round their firesides. 
They are, as it were, dead people weary of life. And thus the 
gloomy silence of a cemetery hangs over their quarter of the 
town. The doors and windows arc carefully barricaded ; one 
would think their mansions were so many convents shut off 
from all the tumult of the world. At rare intervals an abbe, 
whoso measured tread adds to the gloomy silence of these 
sealed houses, passes by and glides like a shadow through 
some half-opened doorway. 

The wcll-to-do-people, the retired tradesmen, the lawyers 
and notaries, all those of the little easy-going, ambitious 
world that inhabits the new town, endeavour to infuse some 
liveliness into Plassans. They go to the parties given by the 
sub-prefect, and dream of giving similar entertainments. 
They eagerly seek popularity, call a workman ‘my good 
fellow,’ chat with the peasants about the harvest, read the 
papers, and walk out with their wives on Sundays. Theirs 
are the enlightened minds of the district, they are the only 
persons who venture to speak disparagingly of the ramparts; 
in fact, they have several times demanded of the authorities 
the demolition of those old walls, relics of a former age. At 
the same time, the most sceptical among them experience a 
shock of delight whenever a marquis or a count deigns to 
honour them with a stiff salutation. Indeed, the dream of 
every citizen of the new town is to be admitted to a drawing¬ 
room of the Saint-Marc quarter. They know very well that 
their ambition is not attainable, and it is this which makes them 
proclaim all the louder that they arc freethinkers. But they 
are freethinkers in words only; firm friends of the authorities, 
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they are ready to rush into the arms of the first deliverer at 
the slightest indication of popular discontent. 

The group which toils and vegetates in the old quarter is 
not so clearly defined as the others. The labouring classes 
are here in a majority; but retail dealers and even a few 
wholesale traders are to be found among them. As a matter 
of fact, Plassans is far from being a commercial centre; there 
is only just sufficient trade to dispose of the products of the 
country—oil, wine, and almonds. As for industrial labour, 
it is represented almost entirely by three or four evil-smelling 
tanyards, a felt hat manufactory, and some soap-boiling works, 
which last are relegated to a corner of the Faubourg. This 
little commercial and industrial world, though it may on high 
days and holidays visit the people of the now district, gener¬ 
ally takes up its quarters among the operatives of the old 
town. Merchants, retail traders, and artisans have common 
interests W'hich unite them together. On Sundays only, the 
masters make themselves spruce and foregather apart. On 
the other hand, the labouring classes, which constitute scarcely 
a fifth of the population, mingle with the idlers of the 
district. 

It is only once a week, and during the lino weather, that 
the three districts of Plassans come together face to face. 
The whole town repairs to the Cours Sauvaire on Sunday 
after vespers; even the nobility venture thither. Three 
distinct currents flow along this sort of boulevard planted 
with rows of plane-trees. The well-to-do citizens of the new 
quarter merely pass along before quitting the town by the 
Grand’-Porto and taking the Avenue du Mail on the right, 
where they walk up and down till nightfall. Meantime, the 
nobility and the lower classes share the Oours Sauvaire 
between them. For more than a century past the nobility 
have selected the walk on the south side, which is bordered 
with large mansions, and is the first to escape the heat of the 
sun; the lower classes have to rest content with the walk on 
the north, where the cafes, inns, and tobacconists’ shops aro 
located. The people and the nobility promenade the whole 
afternoon, walking up and do.wn the Cours without anyone of 
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either party thinking of changing sides. They are only 
separated by a distance of some seven or eight yards, yet it is 
as if they were a thousand leagues away from each other, 
for they scrupulously follow those two parallel lines, as 
though they must not come in contact here below. Even 
during the revolutionary periods each party kept to its own 
side. This regulation walk on Sunday and the locking of the 
town gates in the evening are analogous instances which 
suffice to indicate the character of the ten thousand people 
inhabiting the town. . 

Here, amidst these surroundings, until the year 1848, 
there vegetated an obscure family that enjoyed little esteem, 
but whose head, Pierre Rougon, subsequently played an 
important part in life owing to certain circumstances, 

Pierre Rougon was the son of a peasant. His mother’s 
family, the Fouques, owned, towards the end of the last 
century, a large plot of ground in the Faubourg, behind the 
old cemetery of Saint-Mitfcro; this ground was subsequently 
joined to the Jas-Meiffren. Tho Fouques were the richest 
market-gardeners in that part of the country; they supplied 
an entire district of Plassans with vegetshles. However, their 
name died out a few years before tho Revolution. Only one 
girl, Adelaide, remained; born in 1768, she had become an 
orphan at the age of eighteen. This girl, whose father had 
died insane, was a long, lank, pale creature, with a seared 
look and strange ways, which one might have taken for 
shyness so long as she was a little girl. As she grew up, 
however, she became still stranger; she did certain things 
which were inexplicable even to the cleverest folk of the 
Faubourg, and from that time it was rumoured that she was 
cracked like her father. 

She had scarcely been an orphan six months, in possession 
of a fortune which rendered her an eagerly sought heiress, 
when it transpired that she had married a young gardener 
named Rougon, a rough-hewn peasant from the Basses-Alpes. 
This Rougon, after the death of the last of the male Fouques, 
who had engaged him for a term, had remained in the 
service of the deceased’s daughter. From the situation of 
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salarietl servant he ascended rapidly to the enviable position 
of husband. This marriage Avas a first shock to public 
opinion. No one could comprehend why Adelaide preferred 
this poor fellow, coarse, heavy, vulgar, scarce able to speak 
French, to those other young men, sons of Avell-to-do farmers, 
who had been seen hovering round her for some time. And, 
as provincial people do not allow anything to remain unex¬ 
plained, they made sure there was some mystery at the bottom 
of this aflair, alleging even that the marriage of the two young 
people had become an absolute necessity. But events proved 
the falsity of the accusation. More than a year went by before 
AdeUide had a son. The Faubourg was annoyed ; it could 
not admit that it w’as wrong, and determined to penetrate the 
supposed mystei’y; accordingly all the gossips kept a watch 
upon the Eougons. They soon found ample matter for 
tittle-tattle. Eougon died almost suddenly, fifteen months 
after his marriage, from a sunstroke received one afternoon 
while he was weeding a bed of carrots. 

Scarcely a year then elapsed before the young widow 
caused unheard-of scandal. It became known, as an indispu¬ 
table fact, that she had a lover. She did not appear to make 
any secret of it; several persons assorted that they had hoard 
her use endearing terms in public to poor llougon’s successor. 
Scarcely a year of widowhood and a lover already ! Such a 
disregard of propriety seemed monstrous, out of all reason. 
And the scandal was heightened by Adelaide’s strange choice. 
At that time there dwelt at the end of the Impasse Saint- 
Mittre, in a hovel the back of which abutted on the Fouques’ 
land, a man of bad repute, who was generally referred to as 
‘that scoundrel Macquart.’ This man would vanish for 
weeks and then turn up some fine evening, sauntering about 
with his bands in his pockets and whistling as though he had 
just come from a short walk. And the women sitting at their 
doorsteps would remark as he passed; ‘ There’s that scoundrel 
Macquart! he has hidden his bales and his gun in some 
hollow of the Viorne.’ The truth was, Macquart had no 
means, and yet ate and drank like a happy drone during his 
^hort sojourns in the towi}, He dpank copiously and with 
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fierce obstinacy. Seating himself alone at a table in some 
tavern, he wonld linger there evening after evening, v?ith his 
eyes stupidly fixed on his glass, neither seeing nor hearing 
anything around him. When the landlord closed his estab¬ 
lishment, he would retire with a firm step, with his head 
raised, as if he were kept yet more erect by inebriation. 

‘ Macquart walks so straight, he’s surely dead drunk,’ pcoplo 
used to say, as they saw him going home. Usually, when ho 
had had no drink, ho walked with a slight stoop and shunned 
the gaze of curious people with a kind of savage shyness. 

Since the death of his father, a journeyman tanner who 
had left him as sole heritage the hovel in the Impasse ^aint- 
Mittro, ho had never been known to have either relatives or 
friends. The proximity of the frontiers and the neighbouring 
forests of the Seille had turned this singular, lazy fellow into 
a combination of smuggler and poacher, one of those suspicious- 
looking characters of whom passers-by observe : ‘ I shouldn’t 
care to meet that man at midnight in a dark wood.’ Tall,* 
with a formidable beard and lean face, Macquart was the 
terror of the good women of the Faubourg of Plassans; they 
actually accused him of devouring little children raw. 
Though he was hardly thirty years old, he looked fifty. 
Amidst his bushy board and the locks of hair which hung 
over his face in poodle fashion, one could only distinguish the 
gleam of his brown eyes, the furtive, sorrowful glance of a man 
of vagrant instincts, rendered vicious by wine and a pariah 
life. Although no crimes had actually been brought homo 
to him, no theft or murder was ever perpetrated in the dis¬ 
trict without suspicion at once falling upon him. 

And it was this ogre, this brigand, this scoundrel Mac¬ 
quart, whom Adelaide had chosen 1 In twenty months she 
had two children by him, first a boy and then a girl. There 
was no question of marriage between them. Never had the 
Faubourg beheld such audacious impropriety. The stupefac¬ 
tion was so great, the idea of Macquart having found a young 
and wealthy mistress so completely upset the gossips, that 
they even spoke gently of Ad61a'ide. ‘ Poor thing! she’s gone 
quite mad,’ they would say. ‘ If sh6 had any relatives she 
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would have been placed in confinement long ago.’ And as 
they never knew anything of the history of those strange 
amours, they accused that rogue Macquart of having taken 
advantage of Adelaide’s weak mind to rob her of her money. 

The legitimate sou, little Pierre Eougon, grew up with his 
mother’s other offspring. The latter, Antoine and Ursule, the 
young wolves as they were called in the district, w’crc kept at 
home by Adelaide, -who treated them as affectionately asherfirst 
child. She did not ai^pear to entertain a very clear idea of the 
position in life reserved for these two poor creatures. To her 
they were the same in every respect as her first-born. She 
would" sometimes go out holding Pierre with one hand and 
Antoine with the other, never noticing how differently the two 
little fellows were already regarded. 

It was a strange home. For nearly twenty years every¬ 
one lived there after his or her fancy, the children like the 
mother. Everything went on free from control. In growing 
*to womanhood, Adelaide had retained the strangeness 
which had been taken for shyness when she was fifteen. It 
was not that she was insane, as the people of the Faubourg 
asserted, but there was a lack of equilibrium between her 
nerves and her blood, a disorder of the brain and heart which 
made her lead a life out of the ordinary, different from that 
of the rest of the world. She was certainly very natural, very 
consistent with herself; but in the eyes of the neighbours her 
consistency became pure insanity. She seemed desirous of 
making herself conspicuous, it was thought she was wickedly 
determined to turn things at home from bad to worse, whereas 
with great mlvelii she simply acted according to the impulses 
of her nature. 

Ever since giving birth to her first child she had been 
subject to nervous fits which brought on terrible convulsions. 
These fits recurred periodically, every two or three months. 
The doctors whom she cons\dted declared they could do 
nothing for her, that age would weaken the severity of the 
attacks. They simply prescribed a dietary regimen of under¬ 
done meat and quinine wine. However, these repeated 
shocks led to cerebral disorder. She lived on from day to day 
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like a child, like a fawning animal yielding to its instincts. 
When Macquart was on his rounds, she passed her time in 
lazy, pensive idleness. All she did for her children was to 
kiss and play with them. Then as soon as her lover returned 
she would disappear. 

Behind Macquart’s hovel there was a little yard, separated 
from the Fouques’ property by a wall. One morning the 
neighbours were much astonished to find in this wall a door 
which had not been there the previous evening. Before an 
hour had elapsed, tlio entire Faubourg had flocked to tho 
neighbouring windows. Tho lovers must have worked tho 
whole night to pierce the opening and place the door there. 
They could now go freely from one house to the other. Tho 
scandal was revived, everyone felt less pity for Ad61aide, who 
was certainly the disgrace of the suburb ; she was reproached 
more wrathfully for that door, that tacit, brutal admission of 
her union, than even for her two illegitimate children. 

‘ People should at least study appearances,’ tho most tolerant 
women would say. But Adelaide did not understand what 
was meant by studying appearances. She was very happy, 
very proud of her door ; she had assisted Macquart to knock 
the stones from tho wall and had even mixed the mortar so 
that tho work might proceed the quicker; and she came with 
childish delight to inspect that work by daylight on the 
morrow—an act which was deemed a climax of shamelessness 
by three gossips who observed her contemplating the 
masonry. From that date, whenever Macquart reappeared, it 
was thought, as no one then over saw the young woman, that 
she was living with him in tho hovel of the Impasse Saint- 
Mittre. 

The smuggler would come very irregularly, almost always 
unexpectedly, to Plassans. Nobody ever knew what life the 
lovers led during the two or three days he spent there at dis¬ 
tant intervals. They used to shut themselves up ; the little 
dwelling seemed uninhabited. Then, as tho gossips had de¬ 
clared that Macquart had simply seduced Adelaide in order to 
spend her money, they were astonished, after a time, to see 
})im still lead his wonted life, ever up hill and down dale and 
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as badly equipped as previously. Perhaps the young woman 
loved him all the more for seeing him at rare intervals, per¬ 
haps he had disregarded her entreaties, feeling an irresistible 
desire for a life of adventure. The gossips invented a thou¬ 
sand fables, without succeeding in giving any reasonable ex¬ 
planation of a connection which had originated and continued 
in so strange a manner. The hovel in the Impasse Saint- 
Mittre remained closed and preserved its secrets. It was 
merely guessed that Macquart had probably acquired the 
habit of beating Adelaide, although the sound of a quarrel 
never issued from the house. However, on several occasions 
she was seen with her face black and blue, and her hair torn 
away. At the same time, she did not display the least dejec¬ 
tion or grief, nor did she seek in any way to hide her bruises. 
She smiled, and seemed happy. No doubt she allowx'd herself 
to be beaten without breathing a word. This existence lasted 
for more than fifteen years. 

At times when Adelaide returned home she would find 
her house upside down, but would not take the least notice of 
it. She was utterly ignorant of the practical meaning of life, 
of the proper value of things and the necessity for order. 
She let her children grow up like those plum-trees which 
sprout along the highways at the pleasure of the rain and 
sun. They bore their natural fruits like wild stock which 
has never known grafting or pruning. Never was nature 
allowed such complete sway, never did such mischievous crea¬ 
tures grow up more freely under the sole influence of instinct. 
They rolled among the vegetables, passed their days in the 
open air playing and fighting like good-for-nothing urchins. 
They stole provisions from the house and pillaged the few 
fruit-trees in the enclosure ; they were the plundering, squall¬ 
ing, familiar demons of this strange abode of lucid insanity. 
When their mother was absent tor days together, they would 
make such an uproar, and hit upon such diabolical devices 
for annoying people, that the neighbours had to threaten them 
with a whipping. Moreover, Adelaide did not inspire them 
with much fear; if they were less obnoxious to other people 
when she was at home, it was because they made her their 
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victim, shirking school five or six times a week anil doing every¬ 
thing they could to receive some punishment which would 
allow them to squall to their hearts’ content. But she never 
beat them, nor even lost her temper ; she lived on very well, 
placidly, indolently, in a state of mental abstraction amidst 
all the uproar. At last, indeed, this uproar became indis¬ 
pensable to her, to fill the void in her brain. She smiled 
complacently when she heard anyone say, ‘ Her children 
will beat her some day, and it will serve her right.’ To all 
remarks, her utter indifference scorned to reply, ‘ What does 
it matter ? ’ She troubled even less about her property than 
about her children. The Fouques’ enclosure, daring the many 
years that this singular existence lasted, would have become 
a piece of waste ground if the young woman had not luckily 
entrusted the cultivation of her vegetables to a clever market- 
gardener. This man, who was to share the profits with her, 
robbed her impudently, though she never noticed it. This 
circumstance had its advantage, however; for, in order to 
steal the more, the gardener drew as much as possible from 
the land, which in the result almost doubled in value. 

Pierre, the legitimate son, either from secret instinct or 
from his knowledge of the different manner in which he and 
the others were regarded by the neighbours, domineered over 
his brother and sister from an early age. In their quarrels, 
although he was much weaker than Antoine, he always got 
the better of the contest, boating the other with all the 
authority of a master. With regard to Ursulc, a poor, puny, 
wan little creature, she was handled with equal roughness by 
both the boys. Indeed, until they were fifteen or sixteen, the 
three children fraternally beat each other without understand¬ 
ing their vague, mutual hatred, without realising how foreign 
they were to one another. It was only in youth that they 
found themselves face to face with definite, self-conscious 
personalities. 

At sixteen, Antoine was a tall follow, a blond of Macquart’s 
and Ad61aidc’s failings. Macquart, however, predominated in 
him, with his love of vagrancy, his tendency to drunkenness, 
and his brutish savagery. At the same time, under the in- 
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fluenco of Adelaide’s nervous nature, the vices which in the 
father assumed a kind of sanguinary frankness were in the 
son tinged witli an artfulness full of hypocrisy and cowardice. 
Antoine resembled his mother by his total want of dignified 
will, by his effeminate, voluptuous egotism, which disposed 
him to accept any bed of infamy provided he could lounge 
upon it at his ease and sleep warmly in it. People said of 
him: ‘ Ah ! the brigand! ho hasn’t even the courage of his 
villainy like Macquart; if ever ho commits a murder, it will 
bo with pinpricks.’ Physically, Antoine inherited Ad61aide’s 
thick lips only; his other features resembled those of the 
smuggler, but they were softer and more prone to change of 
expression. 

In Ursule, on the other hand, physical and moral re¬ 
semblance to the mother predominated. There was a mixture 
of certain characteristics in her also; but born the last, at a 
time when Adelaide’s love was warmer than Macquart’s, the 
‘poor little thing seemed to have received with her sex a deeper 
impress of her mother’s temperament. Moreover, hers was 
not a fusion of the two natures, but rather a juxtaposition, 
a remarkably close soldering. Ursule was whimsical, and 
displayed at times the shyness, the melancholy, and the 
transports of a pariah; then she would often break out into 
nervous fits of laughter, and muse lazily, like a woman un¬ 
sound both in head and heart. Her eyes, which at times had 
a scared expression like those of Adelaide, were as limpid as 
crystal, similar to those of kittens doomed to die of consump¬ 
tion. 

In presence of those two illegitimate children Pierro 
seemed a stranger ; to one who had not penetrated to the roots 
of his being ho would have appeared profoundly dissimilar. 
Never did child’s nature show a more equal balance of the 
characteristics of its parents. ITo was the exact. mean 
between the peasant Roiigon and the nervous Adelaide. 
Paternal grossness was attenuated by the maternal influence. 
One found in him the first phase of that evolution of tempera¬ 
ments which ultimately brings about the amelioration or deteri¬ 
oration of i^race. Although he was still a peasant, bis skin 
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was loss coarso, his face less heavy, his intellect more capa¬ 
cious and more supple. In him the defects of his father and 
his mother had advantageously reacted upon each other. If 
Adelaide’s nature, rendered exquisitely sensitive by her rebel¬ 
lious nerves, had combated and lessened Rougon’s full-bodied 
ponderosity, the latter had successfully prevented the young 
woman’s tendency to cerebral disorder from being implanted 
in the child. Pierre knew neither the passions nor the sickly 
ravings of Macquart’s young whelps. Very badly brought up, 
unruly and noisy, like all children who are not restrained 
during their infancy, he nevertheless possessed at bottom such 
sense and intelligence as would always preserve him from per¬ 
petrating any unproductive folly. His vices, his laziness, his 
appetite for indulgence, lacked the instinctiveness which 
characterised Antoine’s; ho meant to cultivate and gratify them 
honourably and openly. In his plump person of medium 
height, in his long pale face, in which the features derived from 
his father had acquired some of the maternal refinement, one 
could already detect signs of sly and crafty ambition and in¬ 
satiable desire, with the hardness of heart and envious hatred 
of a peasant’s son whom his mother’s means and nervous 
temperament had turned into a member of the middle 
classes. 

When, at the age of seventeen, Pierre observed and was 
able to understand Adelaide’s disorders and the singular posi¬ 
tion of Antoine and Ursule, ho seemed neither sorry nor 
indignant, but simply worried as to the course which would 
best serve his own interests. He was the only ono of the 
three children who had pursued his studies with any industry. 
When a peasant begins to feel the need of instruction ho most 
frequently becomes a fierce calculator. At school Pierre’s 
playmates roused his first suspicions by the manner in which 
they tre.ated and hooted his brother. Later on he came to 
understand the significance of many looks and words. And 
at last he clearly .saw that the house was being pillaged. 
From that time forward he regarded Antoine and Ursule as 
shameless parasites, mouths that wore devouring his own 
substance. Like tbe peot)le of the Faubourg, he thought that 
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his mother was a fit subject for a lunatic asylum, and feared 
she would end by squandering all her money, if he did not 
take steps to prevent it. What gave him the finishing 
stroke was the dishonesty of the gardener who cultivated the 
land. At this, in one day, the unruly child was transformed 
into a thrifty, selfish lad, hurriedly matured, as regards his 
instincts, by the strange improvident life which he could no 
longer bear to see around him without a feeling of anguish. 
Those vegetables, from the sale of which the market-gardener 
derived the largest profits, really belonged to him; the wine 
which his mother’s other offspring dranlc, the bread they ate, 
also belonged to him. The whole house, the entire fortune, 
was his by right; according to his boorish logic, ho alone, 
the legitimate son, was the heir. And as his riches were in 
danger, as everybody was greedily gnawing at his future 
fortune, he sought a means of turning them all out—mother, 
brother, sister, servants—and of succeeding immediately to 
his inheritance. 

The conflict was a cruel one ; the lad know that he must 
first strike his mother. Step by step, with patient tenacity, 
he executed a plan whose every detail he had long previously 
thought out. His tactics were to appear before Adelaide like a 
living reproach—not that ho flow into a passion, or upbraided 
her for her misconduct; but he had acquired a certain 
manner of looking at her, without saying a word, which terri¬ 
fied her. Whenever she returned from a short sojourn in 
Macquart’s hovel she could not turn her eyes on her son with¬ 
out a shudder. She felt his cold glances, as sharp as steel 
blades, pierce her deeply and pitilessly. The severe, taciturn 
demeanour of the child of the man whom she had so soon for¬ 
gotten strangely troubled her poor disordered brain. She 
would fancy at times that Eougon had risen from the dead to 
punish her for her dissoluteness. Every week she fell into 
one of those nervous fits which were shattering her constitu¬ 
tion. She was left to struggle until she recovered conscious¬ 
ness, after which she would creep about more feebly than 
ever. Bhe would also often sob the whole night long, holding 
her head in her hands, and accepting the wounds that Pierre 
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dealt her with resignation, as if they had been the strokes of 
an avenging deity. At other times she repudiated him; she 
would not acknowledge her own flesh and blood in that 
heavy-faced lad, whose calmness chilled her own feverishness 
so painfully. She would a thousand times rather have been 
beaten than glared at like that. Those implacable looks, which 
followed her everywhere, threw her at last into such unbear¬ 
able torments that on several occasions she determined to see 
her lover no more. As soon, however, as Macquart returned 
she forgot her vows and hastened to him. The conflict with 
her son began afresh, silent and terrible, when she came ba^k 
homo. At the end of a few months she fell completely under 
his sway. She stood before him like a child doubtful of her 
behaviour and fearing that she deserves a whipping. Pierre 
had skilfully bound her hand and foot, and made a very sub¬ 
missive servant of her, without opening his lips, without once 
entering into dilBcult and compromising explanations. 

When the young man felt that his mother was in his 
power, that he could treat her like a slave, he began, in his 
own interest, to turn her cerebral weakness and the foolish 
terror with which his glances inspired her to his own ad¬ 
vantage. His first care, as soon as he was master at home, 
was to dismiss the market-gardener and replace him by one 
of his own creatures. Then he took upon himself the 
supreme direction of the household, selling, buying, and 
holding the cash-box. On the other hand, he made no 
attempt to regulate Adelaide’s actions, or to correct Antoine 
and Ursule for their laziness. That mattered little to him, 
for he counted upon getting rid of these people as soon as an 
opportunity presented itself. He contented himself with 
portioning out their bread and water. Then, having already 
got all the property in his own hands, he awaited an event 
which would permit him to dispose of it as ho pleased. 

Circumstances proved singularly favourable. He escaped 
the conscription on the ground of being a widow’s eldest son. 
But two years later Antoine was called out. His bad luck did 
not affect him much; he counted on his mother purchasing 
a substitute for him. Ad61aide, in fact, wished to save him 

E 
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from serving; Pierre, however, who held the money, turned a 
deaf car to her. His brother’s compulsory departure would be 
a lucky event for him, and greatly assist the accomplishment 
of his plans. When his mother mentioned the matter to him, 
he gave her such a look that she did not venture to pursue it. 
His glance plainly signified, “ Do you wish, then, to ruin me 
for the sake of your illegitimate offspring ? ” Forthwith she 
selfishly abandoned Antoine, for before everything else she 
sought her own peace and quietness. Pierre, who did not like 
violent measures, and who rejoiced at being able to eject his 
•bcether without a disturbance, then played the part of a man 
in despair: the year had been a bad one, money was scarce, 
and to raise any he would be compelled to sell a portion of 
the land, which would be the beginning of their ruin. Then 
ho pledged his word of honour to Antoine that ho would 
buy him out the following year, though ho meant to do 
nothing of the kind. Antoine then went off, duped, and half 
satisfied. 

Pierre got rid of Ursule in a still more unexpected manner. 
A journeyman hatter of the Faubourg, named Mouret, con¬ 
ceived a real affection for the girl, whom he thought as white 
and delicate as any young lady from the Saint-Marc quarter. 
Ho married her. On his part it was a love match, free from 
all sordid motives. As for Ursule, she accepted the marriage 
in order to escape a home where her eldest brother rendered 
life intolerable. Her mother, absorbed in her own courses, 
and using her remaining energy to defend her own particular 
interests, regarded the matter with absolute indifference. She 
was even glad of Ursule’s departure from the house, hoping 
that Pierre, now that ho had no further cause for dissatisfac¬ 
tion, would let her live in peace after her own fashion. No 
sooner had the young people been married than Mouret per¬ 
ceived that ho would have to quit Plassans, if he did not wish 
to hear endless disparaging remarks about his wife and his 
mother-in-law. Taking Ursule with him, he accordingly 
repaired to Marseilles, where he worked at his trade. It 
should be mentioned that he had not asked for one sou of 
dowry. When Pierre, somewhat surprised by this disinter- 
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estedness, commenced to stammer out some explanations, 
Mouret closed his mouth by saying that he preferred to earn 
his wife’s bread. Nevertheless the worthy son of the peasant 
Rougon remained uneasy; Mouret’s indifference seemed to 
him to conceal some trap. 

Adelaide now remained to be disposed of. Nothing in the 
world would have induced Pierre to live with her any longer. 
She was compromising him; it was with her that he would 
have liked to make a start. But he found himself between 
two very embarrassing alternatives: to keep her, and thus, in a 
measure, share her disgrace, and bind a fetter to his feet ■v4»?b 
would arrest him in his ambitious flight; or to turn her out, 
with the certainty of being pointed at as a bad son, which 
would have robbed him of the reputation for good nature 
which he desired. Knowing that he would be in want of 
everybody, he desired to secure an untarnished name through¬ 
out Plassans. There was but one method to adopt, namely, 
to induce Adelaide to leave of her own accord. Pierre 
neglected nothing to accomplish this end. He considered his 
mother’s misconduct a sufllcient excuse for his own hard¬ 
heartedness. He punished her as one would chastise a child. 
The tables were turned. The poor woman cowered under the 
stick which, figuratively, was constantly held over her. She 
was scarcely forty-two years old, and already had the stammer¬ 
ings of terror, and vague, pitiful looks of an old woman in her 
dotage. Her son continued to stab her with his piercing 
glances, hoping that she would run away when her courage 
was exhausted. The unfortunate woman suffered terribly 
from shame, restrained desire and enforced cowardice, receiving 
the blows dealt her with passive resignation, and nevertheless 
returning to Macquart with the determination to die on the 
spot rather than submit. There were nights when she would 
have got out of bed, and thrown herself into the Viorne, if 
with her weak, nervous, nature she had not felt the greatest fear 
of death. On several occasions she thought of running away 
and joining her lover on the frontier. It was only because 
she did know whither to go that she remained in the house, 
submitting to her son’s contemptuous silence and secret 
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brutality. Pierro divined that she would have left long ago 
if she had only had a refuge. He was waiting an opportunity 
to take a little apartment for her somewhere, when a fortuitous 
ocourronoe, which ho had not ventured to anticipate, abruptly 
brought about the realisation of his desires. Information 
reached the Faubourg that Macquart had just been killed on 
the frontier by a shot from a custom-house oiBcor, at the 
moment when ho was endeavouring to smuggle a load of 
Geneva watches into France. The story was true. The 
smuggler’s body was not even brought’home, but was interred 
cemetery of a little mountain village. Adelaide’s grief 
plunged her into stupor. Her son, who watched her curiously, 
did not see her shed a tear. Macquart had made her sole 
legatee. She inherited his hovel in the Impasse Saint-Mittre, 
and his carbine, which a fellow-smuggler, braving the balls of 
the custom-house oflicers, loyally brought back to her. On 
the following day she retired to the little house, hung the 
carbine above the mantelpiece, and lived there estranged from 
all the world, solitary and silent. 

Pierre was at last sole master of the house. The Fouques’ 
land belonged to him in fact, if not in law. He never thought 
of establishing himself on it. It was too narrow a field for 
his ambition. To till the ground and cultivate vegetables 
seemed to him boorish, unworthy of his faculties. Ho was in 
a hurry to divest himself of everything recalling the peasant. 
With his nature refined by his mother’s nervous temperament, 
he felt an irresistible longing for the enjoyments of the 
middle-classes. In all his calculations, therefore, he had 
regarded the sale of the Fouques’ property as the final con¬ 
summation. This sale, by placing a round sum of money in 
his hands, would enable him to marry the daughter of soma 
merchant who would take him into partnership. At this 
period the wars of the First Empire were greatly thinning the 
ranks of eligible young men. Parents were not so fastidious 
as previously in the choice of a son-in-law. Pierre persuaded 
himself that money would smooth all difficulties, and that the 
gossip of the Faubourg would be overlooked; he intended to 
pose as a victim, as an honest man suffering from a family 
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disgrace, which he deplored, without being soiled by it or 
excusing it. 

For several months already he had cast his eyes on a 
certain P61icit6 Puech, the daughter of an oil-dealer. The 
firm of Puech & Lacamp, whose warehouses were in one of 
the darkest lanes of the old quarter, was far from prosperous. 

It enjoyed but doubtful credit in the market, and people talked 
vaguely of bankruptcy. It was precisely in consequence of 
these evil reports that Pierre turned his batteries in this 
direction. No wcll-tordo trader would have given him his 
daughter. Ho meant to appear on the scene at the^yery 
moment when old Puech should no longer know which way to 
turn; ho would then purchase Felicite of him, and re-establish 
the credit of the house by his own energy and intelligence. It 
was a clever expedient for ascending the first rung of the 
social ladder, for raising himself above his station. Above 
all things, he wished to escape from that frightful Faubourg 
where everybody reviled his family, and to obliterate all those * 
foul legends, by effacing even the very name of the Fouques’ 
enclosure. For that reason the filthy streets of the old 
quarter seemed to him perfect paradise. There, only, he 
would bo able to change his skin. 

The moment which he had been awaiting soon arrived. 
The firm of Puech & Lacamp seemed to be at the last gasp. 
The young man then negotiated the match with prudent skill. 
He was received, if not as a deliverer, at least as a necessary 
and acceptable expedient. The marriage agreed upon, he 
turned his attention to the sale of the ground. The owner of 
the Jas-Meiffren, desiring to enlarge his estate, had made him 
repeated offers. A low, thin party-wall alone separated the 
two estates. Pierre speculated on the eagerness of his wealthy 
neighbour, who, to gratify his caprice, offered as much as 
fifty thousand francs for the land. It was double its value. 
Pierre, however, with the craftiness of a peasant, pulled a 
long face, and said that he did not care to sell; that his 
mother would never consent to get rid of a property where 
the Fouques had lived from father to son for nearly two 
centuries. But all the time that ho was seemingly holding 
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back he was really making preparations for the sale. Certain 
doubts had arisen in his mind. According to his own brutal 
logic, the property belonged to him; he had the right to dis¬ 
pose of it as he chose. Beneath this assurance, however, he 
had vague presentiments of legal complications. So he 
indirectly consulted a lawyer of the Faubourg. 

He learnt some fine things from him. According to the 
lawyer, his hands were absolutely tied. His mother alone 
could alienate the property, and ho doubted whether she 
would. But what he did not know, twhat came as a heavy 
him, was that Ursule and Antoine, those young 
wolves, had claims on the estate. What! they would despoil 
him, rob him, the legitimate child 1 The lawyer’s explanations 
were clear and precise, however; Addlaido, it is true, had 
married Rougon under the common property system ; but as 
the whole fortune consisted of land, the young woman, ac¬ 
cording to law, again came into possession of everything at 
her husband’s death. Moreover, Macquart and Adelaide had 
duly acknowledged their children when declaring their birth 
for registration, and thus those children were entitled to in¬ 
herit from their mother. For sole consolation, Pierre learnt that 
the law reduced the share of illegitimate children in favour of 
the others. This, however, did not console him at all. Ho 
wanted to have everything. He would not have shared ten 
sous with Ursule and Antoine. 

This vista of the intricacies of the Code opened up a new 
horizon, which he scanned with a singularly thoughtful air. 
He soon recognised that a shrewd man must always keep the 
law on his side. And this is what he devised without con¬ 
sulting anyone, even the lawyer, whose suspicions he was 
afraid of arousing. He knew how to turn his mother round 
his finger. One fine morning he took her to a notary and 
made her sign a deed of sale. Provided she were left the 
hovel in the Impasse Baint-Mittre, Adelaide would have sold 
all Plassans. Besides, Pierre assured her an annual income 
of six hundred francs, and made the most solemn promises to 
watch over his brother and sister. This oath satisfied the 
good woman. She recited, before the notary, the lesson 
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which it had pleased her son to teach her. On the following 
day the young man made her place her name at the foot of a 
document, in which she acknowledged having received fifty 
thousand francs as the price of the property. This was his 
stroke of genius, the act of a rogue. He contented himself 
with telling his mother, who was a little surprised at signing 
such a receipt when she had not seen a centime of the fifty 
thousand francs, that it was a pure formality of no consequence 
whatever. As he slipped the paper into his pocket, he thought 
to himself, ‘ Now, let the young wolves ask me to render ar 
account. I will tell them the old woman has squandered 
everything. They will never dare to go to law with mo tJBou 
it.’ A week afterwards, the party-wall no longer existed: i 
plough had turned up the vegetable beds; the Fouques 
enclosure, in accordance with young Eougon’s wish, waj 
about to become a thing of the past. A few months later 
the owner of the Jas-Meiffron even had the old market 
gardener’s house, which was falling to pieces, pulled down. 

When Pierre had secured the fifty thousand francs Ik 
married Fclicit6 Puech with as little delay as possible. 
F61icit6 was a short, dark woman, such as one often meets in 
Provence. She looked like one of those brown, lean, noisy 
grasshoppers, which in their sudden leaps often strike theii 
heads against the almond-trees. Thin, flat-breasted, with 
pointed shoulders and a face like that of a pole-cat, her 
features singularly sunken and attenuated, it was not easy 
to tell her age; she looked as near fifteen as thirty, although 
she was in reality only nmeteou, four years younger than 
her husband. There was much feline slyness in the depths 
of her little black eyes, which suggested gimlet holes. 
Her low, bumpy forehead, her slightly depressed nose with 
delicate quivering nostrils, her thin red lips and prominent 
chin, parted from her cheeks by strange hollows, all suggested 
the countenance of an artful dwarf, a living mask of intrigue, 
an active, envious ambition. With all her ugliness, however, 
F41icit6 possessed a sort of gracefulness which rendered her 
seductive. People said of her that she could be pretty or ugly 
as she pleased. It would depend on the fashion in which she 
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tied her magnificent hair; but it depended still more on the 
triumphant smile which illumined her golden complexion 
when she thought she had got the bettor of somebody. Bom 
under an evil star, and believing herself ill-used by fortune, 
she was generally content to appear an ugly creature. She 
did not, however, intend to abandon the struggle, for she had 
vowed that she would some day make the whole town burst 
with envy, by an insolent display of happiness and luxury. 
Had she been able to act her part on a more spacious stage, 
where full play would have been allowed her ready wit, she 
would have quickly brought her dream to pass. Her intel- 
li^ce was far superior to that of the girls of her own station 
and education. Evil tongues assorted that her mother, who 
had died a few years after she was born, had, during the 
early period of her married life, been familiar with the 
Marquis de Carnavant, a young nobleman of the Saint-Marc 
quarter. In fact, Eolicitd had the hands and feet of a 
marchioness, and, in this respect, did not appear to belong to 
that class of workers from which she was descended. 

Her marriage with Pierre Rougon, that semi-peasant, that 
man of the Faubourg, whoso family was in such bad odour’, 
kept the old quarter in a state of astonishment for more than 
a month. She let people gossip, however, receiving the stiff 
congratulations of her friends with strange smiles. Her cal¬ 
culations had been made; she had chosen Rougon for a 
husband as one would choose an accomplice. Her father, in 
accepting the young man, had merely bad eyes for the fifty 
thousand francs wliich wore to save him from bankruptcy. 
Felicite, however, was more keen-sighted. Bho looked into 
the future, and felt that she would bo in want of a robust man, 
even if he were somewhat rustic, behind whom she might 
conceal hensclf, and whoso limbs she wordd move at will. 
She entertained a deliberate hatred for the insignificant little 
exquisites of provincial towns, the lean herd of notaries’ clerks 
and prospective barristers, who stand shivering with cold 
while waiting for clients. Having no dowry, and despairing 
of ever marrying a rich merchant’s son, she by far preferred 
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a peasant whom she could use as a passive tool, to some lank 
graduate who would overwhelm her with his academical 
superiority, and drag her about all her life in search of 
hollow vanities. She was of opinion that the woman ought 
to make the man. She believed herself capable of carving a 
minister out of a cow-herd. That which had attracted her in 
Eougon was his broad chest, his heavy frame, which was not 
altogether wanting in elegance. A man thus built would 
bear with ease and sprightlincss the mass of intrigues which 
she dreamt of placing on his shoulders. However, while sho 
appreciated her husband’s strength and vigour, sho also per¬ 
ceived that he was far from being a fool; under his coarse 
flesh she had divined the cunning suppleness of his mind. 
Still sho was a long Avay from really knowing her Eougon; 
sho thought him far stupider than ho was. A few days after 
her marriage, as sho was by chance fumbling in tho drawer 
of a secretaire, she came across the receipt for fifty thousand 
francs which Adelaide had signed. At sight of it she under¬ 
stood things, and felt rather frightened; her own natural 
average honesty rendered her hostile to such expedients. Her 
terror, however, was not unmixed with admiration; Eougon 
became in her eyes a very smart fellow. 

The young couple bravely sought to conquer fortune. Tho 
firm of Pucch & Lacamp was not, after all, so embarrassed 
as Pierre had thought. Its liabilities were small, it was 
merely in want of ready-money. In tho provinces, traders 
adopt prudent courses which save them from serious disasters. 
Pucch & Lacamp were prudent to an excessive degree ; they 
never risked a thousand crowns without tho greatest fear, 
and thus their house, a veritable hole, was an unimportant 
one. The fifty thousand francs that Pierre brought into it 
sufficed to pay tho debts and extend the business. The 
beginnings were good. During three consecutive years tho 
olive harvest was an abundant one. Fffiicite, by a bold stroke 
which absolutely frightened both Pierre and old Pucch, made 
them purchase a considerable quantity of oil, which they 
stored in their warehouses. During the two following years, 
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as the young woman had foreseen, the crops failed, and a 
considerable rise in prices having set in, they realised large 
profits by selling out their stock. 

A short time after this haul, Puech & Lacamp retired 
from the firm, content with the few sous they had just 
secured, and ambitious of living on their incomes. 

The young couple now had sole control of the business, 
and thought that they had at last laid the foundation of their 
fortune. ‘ You have vanquished my ill-luck,’ Felicit6 would 
sometimes say to her husband. 

One of the rare weaknesses of her energetic nature was 
to loelieve herself stricken by misfortune. Hitherto, so she 
asserted, nothing had been successful with either herself or 
her father, in spite of all their efforts. Goaded by her southern 
superstition, she prepared to struggle with fate as one struggles 
with somebody who is endeavouring to strangle one. Cir¬ 
cumstances soon justified her apprehensions in a singular 
manner. Ill-luck returned inexorably. Every year some 
fresh disaster shook Eougon’s business. A bankruptcy re¬ 
sulted in the loss of a few thousand francs; his estimates of 
crops proved incorrect, through the most incredible circum¬ 
stances ; the safest speculations collapsed miserably. It was 
a truceless, merciless combat. 

‘ You see I was born under an unlucky star I ’ Fclicite 
would bitterly exclaim. 

And yet she still struggled furiously, not understanding 
how it was that she, who had shown such keen scent in a 
first speculation, could now only give her husband the most 
deplorable advice. 

Pierre, dejected and less tenacious than herself, would 
have gone into liquidation a score of times had it not been 
for his wife’s firm obstinacy. She longed to be rich. She 
perceived that her ambition could only be attained by fortune. 
As soon as they possessed a few hundred thousand francs 
they would bo masters of the town. She would get her 
husband appointed to an important post, and she would 
govern. It was not the attainment of honours which troubled 
her; she felt herself marvellously well armed for such a 
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combat. But she could do nothing to get together the first 
few bags of money which were needed. Though the ruling 
of men caused her no apprehensions, she felt a sort of impo¬ 
tent rage at the thought of those inert, white, cold, five- 
franc pieces over which her intriguing spirit had no power, 
and which obstinately resisted her. 

The battle lasted for more than thirty years. The death 
of Pueeh proved another heavy blow. Felicity, who had 
counted upon an inheritance of about forty thousand francs, 

■ found that the selfish ojd man, in order to indulge himself in 
his old ago, had sunk all his money in a life annuity. The 
•discovery made her quite ill. She was gradually beconflng 
soured, she was growing more lean and harsh. To see her, 
from morning till night, whirling round the jars of oil, one 
would have thought she believed that she could stimulate 
the sales by continually flitting about like a restless fly. Her 
husband, on the contrary, became heavier; misfortune 
fattened him, making him duller and more indolent. These 
thirty years of combat did not, however, bring him to ruin. 
At each annual stock-taking they managed to make both ends 
meet fairly well; if they sufl’ered any loss during one season, 
they recouped themselves the next. However, it was precisely 
this living from hand to mouth which exasperated Felicity. 
She would, by far, have preferred a big failure. They would 
then, perhaps, have been able to commence life over again, 
instead of obstinately persisting in their petty business, 
working themselves to death to gain the bare necessaries of 
life. During one third of a century they did not save fifty 
thousand francs. 

It should be mentioned that, from the very first years of 
their married life, they had a numerous family, which in the 
long run became a heavy burden to them. In the course 
of five years, from 1811 to 1815, Felicito gave birth to 
three boys. Then during the four ensuing years she presented 
her husband with two girls. These had but an indifferent 
welcome; daughters are a terrible embarrassment when one 
has no dowry to give them. 

However, the young wotnan did not regard this troop of 
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children aa the cause of their ruin. On the contrary, she 
based on her sons’ heads the building of the fortune which 
was crumbling in her own hands. They were hardly ten 
years old before she discounted their future careers in her 
dreams. Doubting whether she would ever succeed herself, 
she centred in them all her hopes of overcoming the animosity 
of fate. They would provide satisfaction for her disappointed 
vanity, they would give her that wealthy, honourable position 
which she had hitherto sought in vain. From that time 
forward, without abandoning the business struggle, she 
conceived a second plan for obtaining the gratification of her 
domineering instincts. It seemed to her impossible that, 
amongst her three sons, there should not be a man of superior 
intellect, who would enrich them all. She felt it, she said. 
Accordingly, she nursed the children with a fervour in which 
maternal severity was blended with an usurer’s solicitude. 
She amused herself by fattening them as though they 
constituted a capital which, later on, would return a large 
interest. 

‘ Enough ! ’ Pierre would sometimes exclaim, ‘ all 
children are ungrateful. You are spoiling them, you are 
ruining us.’ 

When r61icit6 spoke of sending them to college, he got 
angry. Latin was a useless luxury, it would be quite sufficient 
if they went through, the classes of a little neighbouring 
school. The young woman, however, persisted in her design. 
Hhe possessed certain elevated instincts which made her take 
a great pride in surrounding herself with accomplished chil¬ 
dren ; moreover, she felt that her sons must never remain as 
illiterate as her husband, if she wished to see them become 
prominent men. She fancied them all three in Paris in high 
positions, which she did not clearly define. When l.tougon 
consented, and the three youngsters had entered the eighth 
class, F(51icit6 felt the most lively satisfaction she had ever 
experienced. She listened with delight as they talked of 
their professors and their studies. When she heard her 
eldest son make one of his brothers decline Bom, a rose, it 
Bounded like delicious music to her. It is only fair to add 
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that her delight was not tarnished by any sordid calculations. 
Even Eougon felt the satisfaction which an illiterate man 
experiences on perceiving his sons grow more learned than 
himself. Then the fellowship which grow up between thoir 
sons and those of the local big-Avigs completed the parents’ 
gratification. The youngsters were soon on familiar terms 
with the sons of the Mayor and the Sub-Prefect, and even 
with two or three young noblemen whom the Saint-Maro 
quarter had deigned to send to the Plassans College. Fdlicitd 
was at a loss how to repay such an honour. The education 
of the three lads weighed seriously on the budget of the 
Rougon household. 

Until the boys had taken their degrees, their parents, who 
kept them at college at enormous sacrifices, lived in hopes of 
their success. When they had obtained their diplomas 
Folicitd wished to continue her work, and even persuaded her 
husband to send the three to Paris. Two of them devoted 
themselves to the study of law, and the third passed through 
the School of Medicine. Then, when they Avere men, and had 
exhausted the resources of the Rougon family and were 
obliged to return and establish themselves in the provinces, 
thoir parents' disenchantment began. They idled about and 
grew fat. And Felicitd again felt all the bitterness of her 
ill-luck. Her sons were failing her. They had ruined her, 
and did not return any interest on the capital which they 
represented. This last bloAV of fate Avas the heaviest, as it 
fell on her ambition and her maternal vanity alike. Rougon 
repeated to her from morning till night, ‘ I told you so! ’ 
which only exasperated her the more. 

One day, as she was bitterly reproaching her eldest son with 
the large amount of money expended on his education, he said 
to her with equal bitterness, ‘ I will repay you later on if I 
can. But as you had no means, you should have brought us 
up to a trade. We are out of our element, wo are suffering 
more than you.’ 

Fdlicit6 understood the wisdom of these words. From that 
time she ceased to accuse her children, and turned her anger 
against fate, which never wearied of striking her. She started 



63 THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS 

her old complaints afresh, and bemoaned more and more the 
want of means which made her strand, as it were, in port. 
Whenever Rougon said to her, ‘ Your sons are lazy fellows, 
they will eat up all wc have,’ she sourly replied, ‘ Would to 
God I had more money to give them; if they do vegetate, 
poor fellows, it’s because they haven’t got a sou to bless them- 
. selves with.’ 

At the beginning of the year 1818, on the eve of the Revo¬ 
lution of February, the three young Rougons held very pre¬ 
carious positions at Plassans. They^presented most curious 
and profoundly dissimilar characteristics, though they came 
of the same stock. They were in reality superior to their 
parents. The race of the Rougons was destined to become 
refined through its female side. Adelaide had made Pierre 
a man of moderate enterprise, disposed to low ambitions; 
Fclicitc had inspired her sons with a higher intelligence, with 
a capacity for greater vices and greater virtues. 

At the period now referred to the oldest, Eugene, was 
nearly forty years old. He was a man of middle height, 
slightly bald, and already disposed to obesity, lie had his 
father’s face, a long face with broad features; beneath his 
skin one could divine the fat to which were due the flabby 
roundness of his features, and his yellowish, waxy complexion. 
Though his massive sejuare head still recalled the peasant, his 
physiognomy was transfigured, lit up from within as it were, 
when his drooping eyelids were raised and his eyes awoke to 
life. In the son’s case, the father’s ponderousness had turned 
to gravity. This big fellow, Eugene, usually preserved a heavy 
somnolent demeanour. At the same time, certain of his heavy, 
languid movements suggested those of a giant stretching his 
limbs pending the time for action. By one of those alleged 
freaks of nature, of which, however, science is now commenc¬ 
ing to discover the laws, if physical resemblance to Pierre 
was perfect in Eugene, F61icit6 on her side seemed to have 
furnished him with his brains. lie offered an instance of 
certain moral and intellectual qualities of maternal origin 
being embedded in the coarse flesh he had derived from his 
father. He cherished lofty ambitions, possessed domineering 
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instinots, and showed singular contempt for trifling expedients 
and petty fortunes. 

He was a proof that Plassans was perhaps not mistaken 
in suspecting that F61icit6 had some blue blood in her veins. 
The passion for indulgence, which became formidably deve¬ 
loped in the Eougons, and was, in fact, the family charac¬ 
teristic, attained in his case its highest pitch; he longed for 
self-gratification, but in the form of mental enjoyment such 
as would gratify his burning desire for domination. A man 
such as this was never, intended to succeed in a provincial 
town. He vegetated there for fifteen years, his eyes turned 
towards Paris, watching his opportunities. On his return 
home he had entered his name on the rolls, in order to be 
independent of his parents. After that ho pleaded from time 
to time, earning a bare livelihood, without appearing to rise 
above average mediocrity. At Plassans his voice was con¬ 
sidered thick, his movements heavy. Ho seldom succeeded 
in gaining a case for a client. Ho generally wandered from 
the question at issue, rambled, as the wiseacres expressed it, 
On one occasion particularly, when he was pleading in a case 
for damages, he so forgot himself as to stray into a political 
disquisition, to such a point that the presiding judge inter¬ 
fered, whereupon he immediately sat down with a strange 
smile. His client was condemned to pay a considerable sum 
of money, a circumstance which did not, however, seem tc 
cause Eugdne the least regret for his irrelevant digression, 
He appeared to regard his speeches as mere exercises which 
would be of use to him later on. It was this that puzzled 
and disheartened Fdlicite. She w'ould have liked to see her 
son dictating the law to the Civil Court of Plassans. At last 
she came to entertain a very unfavourable opinion of hex 
first-born. To her mind this lazy fellow would never be the 
one to shed any lustre on the family. Pierre, on the con¬ 
trary, felt absolute confidence in him, not that he had more 
intuition than his wife, but because external appearances 
sufficed him, and he flattered himself by believing in the 
genius of a son who was his living imago. A month prior tc 
the Revolution of February, 1848, Eugene became restless; 
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some special inspiration made him anticipate the crisis. 
From that time forward ho seemed to feel out of his element 
at Plassans. Ho would wander about the streets like a dis¬ 
tressed soul. At last he formed a sudden resolution, and loft 
for Paris, with scarcely five hundred francs in his pocket. 

Aristide, the youngest son, was, so to speak, diametrically 
opposed to Eugene. Ho had his mother’s face, and a covet¬ 
ousness and slyness of character prone to trivial intrigues, in 
which his father’s instincts predominated. Nature has need 
of symmetry. Short, with a pitiful .countenance suggesting 
the knob of a stick carved into a Punch’s head, Aristide 
ferretted and fumbled everywhere, without any scruples, eager 
only to gratify himself. Ho loved money as his eldest 
brother loved power. While Eugene dreamed of bending a 
people to his will, and intoxicated himself with visions of 
future omnipotence, the other fancied himself ten times a 
millionaire, installed in a princely mansion, eating and drink¬ 
ing to his heart’s content, and enjoying life to the fullest 
possible extent. Above all things, he longed to make a rapid 
fortune. When ho was building his castles in the air, they 
would rise in his mind as if by magic; he w'ould become 
possessed of tons of gold in one night. These visions agreed 
with his indolence, as he never troubled himself about the 
means, considering those tho host which were the most 
expeditious. In his case the race of the Eougons, of those 
coarse, greedy peasants with brutish appetites, had matured 
too rapidly; every desire for material indulgence was found 
in him, augmented threefold by hasty education, and rendered 
the more insatiable and dangerous by the deliberate way in 
which tho young man had come to regard their realisation 
as his set purpose. In spite of her keen feminine intuition, 
Felicit6 preferred this son ; she did not perceive the greater 
affinity between herself and Eugene; she excused the follies 
and indolence of her youngest son under tho pretext that ho 
would some day bo the superior genius of the family, and 
that such a man was entitled to live a disorderly life until 
his intellectual strength should bo revealed. 

Aristide subjected her indulgence to a rude test. In Paris 
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he led a low, idle life; he was one of those students who 
enter their names for the terms at the taverns of the Quarticr 
Latin. He did not remain there, however, more than two 
years; his father, growin" apprehensive, and seeing that he 
had not yet passed a single examination, itept him at Plassans 
and spoke of finding a wife for ]jim, 1102 ^ 11 " that domestic 
responsibility would make him more steady. Aristide let 
himself bo married. He had no very clear idea of his own 
ambitions at this time; provincial life did not displease him ; 
lie was battening in hjs little town—eating, sleeping, and 
sauntering about. Felieite pleaded his cause so earnestly 
that Pierre consented to board and lodge the newly-married 
couple, on condition that the young man should turn his 
attention to the business, b'rom that time, however, Aristide 
led a life 01 case and idleness. He spent bis days and the 
best 2 iart of hi.s nights at Iho club, ipr.iiii and again sliiiping 
out of his father’s oilico like a schoolboy to go and gamble 
away the few louis that his mother ga,vo him clandestinely. 

It is necessary to have lived in the detiths of the French 
provinces to form an idea of the four brutifyiug years which 
the young follow spent in this fashion. In every little town 
there is a group of individuals who thus live on their iiarents, 
2 )reteuding at times to work, but in reality cultivating idleness 
with a sort of religious zeal. Aristide was tyiucal of these 
incorrigible drones. For four years ho did little but play 
ccartc. While he passed his time at the club, his wife, a 
fair coinple.vionod nerveless woman, helped to ruin the Kougon 
• business by her inordinate passion for showy gowns and her 
formidable a 2 )petite, a rather remarkable peculiarity in so 
frail a creature. Angelo, however, adored sky-blue ribbons 
and roast beef. She w'as the daughter of a retired captain 
who vras called Commander Bicardot, a good-hearted old 
gentleman, who had given her a dowry of ten thousand francs 
—all his savings. Pierre, in selecting Angele for his son, had 
considered that ho had made an unexpected bargain, so lightly 
did he esteem Aristide. However, that dowry of ten thousand 
francs, which determined his choice, ultimately became a 
millstone roimd his nock. Ilis son, who was already a 



66 THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS 

cunning roguo, deposited tlio ten thousand francs with his 
father, with whom he entered into partnership, declining, with 
the most sincere professions of devotion, to keep a single 
copper. 

‘ We have no need of anything,’ he said; ‘ you will keep 
my wife and myself, and we will reckon up later on.’ 

Pierre was short of money at the time, and accepted, not, 
however, without some uneasiness at Aristide’s disinterested¬ 
ness. The latter calculated that it would bo years before his 
father would have ten thousand francs in ready money to 
repay him, so xhat he and his wife would live at the paternal 
expense so long as the partnership could not be dissolved. It 
was an admirable investment for his few bank-notes. When 
the oil-dealer understood what a foolish bargain ho had made 
he was not in a position to rid himself of Aristide; Angelo’s 
dowry was involved in speculations whicli wore turning out 
unfavourably. He was (>xasperatod, stung to the heart, at 
having to provide for his daughter-in-law’s voracious appetite 
and keep his son in idleness. Had lie been able to buy them 
out of the business he would twenty times have shut his doors 
on those bloodsuckers, as ho emphatically expressed it. 
F61icit6 secretly defended them; the young man, who had 
divined her dreams of ambition, would every evening describe 
to her the elaborate plans by which ho would shortly make 
a fortune. By a rare chance she had remained on excellent 
terms with her daughter-in-law. It must bo confessed that 
Angele had no will of her own—she could be moved and 
disposed of like a piece of furniture. 

Meantime Pierre became enraged whenever his wife spoke 
to him of the success their youngest son would ultimately 
achieve; he declared that ho would really bring them to ruin. 
During the four years that the young couple lived with him 
he stormed in this manner, Avasting his impotent rage in quar¬ 
rels, without in the least disturbing the equanimity of Aristide 
and Angele. They were located there, and there they in¬ 
tended to remain like blocks of wood. At last Pierre met 
with a stroke of luck which enabled him to return the ten 
thousand francs to his son. When, however, he wanted to 
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reckon up accounts with him, Aristide interposed so much 
chicanery that he had to let the couple go without deducting a 
copper for their board and lodging. They installed themselves 
but a short distance off, in a part of the old quarter called the 
Place Saint-Louis. The ten thousand francs were soon con¬ 
sumed. They had everything to get for their now home'. 
Moreover, Aristide made no change in his mode of living as 
long as any money was loft in the house. When ho had 
reached his last hundred-franc note he felt rather nervous. 
He was seen prowling s^bout the town in a suspicious manner. 
He no longer took his customary cup of coffee at the club; ho 
watched feverishly whilst play was going on, without touching 
a card. Poverty made him more spiteful than ho would 
otherwise have been. He bore the blow for a long time, 
obstinately refusing to do anything in the way of work. 

In 1810 ho had a son, little Maxime, whom his grand¬ 
mother Fdlicito fortunately sent to college, paying his fees 
clandestinely. That made one mouth less at homo ; but poor 
Angelo was dying of hunger, and her husband was at last 
compelled to seek a situation. Ho secured one at the Sub- 
Prefecture. Ho remained there nearly ten years, and only 
attained a salary of eighteen hundred francs per annum. 
From that time forward it was with over increasing malevo¬ 
lence and rancour that he hungered for the enjoyments of 
which he was deprived. His lowly position exasperated him ; 
the paltry hundred and fifty francs which ho received 
every month seemed to him an irony of fate. Never did man 
bum with such desire for self-gratification. Fclicite, to whom 
he imparted his suffei-ings, w'as by no means grieved to see 
him so eager. She thought his misery would stimulate his 
energies. At last, crouching in ambush as it were, with his 
ears wide open, he began to look about him like a thief 
seeking his opportunity. At the begiiming of 1848, when his 
brother left for Paris, he had a momentary idea of following 
him. But Eugene was a bachelor; and he, Aristide, could 
not take his wife so far without money. So he waited, 
scenting a catastrophe, and ready to fall on the first prey that 
might come within his reach. 
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The other son, Pascal, born between Eugene and Aristide, 
did not appear to belong to the family. Ilis was one of 
those frequent cases which give the lie to the laws of heredity. 
During the evolution of a race nature often produces some one 
being whose every element she derives from her own creative 
powers. Nothing in the moral or physical constitution of 
Pascal recalled the Kougons. Tall, with a grave and gentle 
face, ho had an uprightness of mind, a love of study, a retiring 
modesty which contrasted strangely with the feverish ambitions 
and unscrupulous intrigues of his relatives. After acquitting 
himself admirably of his medical studies in Paris, he had 
retired, by preference, to Plassans, notwitlistanding tho offers 
he received from his professors. lie loved a quiet provincial 
life; he maintained that for a studious man such a life was 
preferable to tlio excitement of Paris. Even at Plassans lie 
did not exert himself to extend his practice. Very steady, 
and despising fortune, lie contented himself with the few 
patients sent to him by chance. All his pleasures were centred 
in a bright little house in tlic new town, where ho shut 
himself up, lovingly devoting his whole time to the study of 
natural history. He was particularly fond of physiology. It 
was known in the town that ho frequently purchased dead 
bodies from the hospital grave-digger, a circumstance which 
rendered him an object of horror to delicate ladies and 
certain timid gentlemen. I’ortunately, they did not actually 
look upon him as a sorcerer; but his practice diminished, 
and he was regarded as an eccentric character, to v/hom 
people of good society ought not to entrust even a linger-tip, 
for fear of being compromised. The mayor’s wife was one 
day hoard to say: ‘ I would sooner die than be attended by 
that gentleman. He smells of death.’ 

From that time, Pascal was condemned. He seemed to 
rejoice at tho mute terror which he inspired. Tho fewer 
patients he had, tho more time he could devote to his 
favourite sciences. As his fees were very moderate, the 
poorer people remained faithful to him; he earned just enough 
to live, and lived contentedly, a thousand leagues away from 
the rest of the country, absorbed in the pure delight of his 
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researches and discoveries. From time to time he sent a 
memoir to the Academie des Sciences at Paris. Plassans did 
not know that this eccentric character, this gentleman who 
smelt of death, was well-known and highly-esteemed in the 
world of science. When people saw him starting on Sundays 
for an excursion among the Garrigues hills, with a botanist’s 
bag hung round his neck and a geologist’s hammer in his 
hand, they would shrug their shoulders and institute a com¬ 
parison between him and some other doctor of the town who 
was noted for his smant cravat, liis affability to the ladies, and 
the delicious odour of violets which his garments always 
diffused. Pascal’s parents did not understand him any better 
than other people. When Felicito saw him adopting such a 
strange, unpretentious mode of life she was stupefied, and 
reproached him for disappointing her hopes. Bhe, who 
tolerated Aristide’s idleness because she thought it wotild 
prove fertile, could not view without regret the slov/ progress 
of Pascal, his partiality for obscurity and contempt for 
riches, his determined resolve to lead a life of rctiroraont. 
Ho was certainly not the child who would ever gratify her 
vanities. 

‘ Hut where do you spring from ? ’ she would sometimes 
say to him. ‘ You are not one, of us. Look at your brothers, 
how they keep their eyes open, striving to profit by the educa¬ 
tion wo have given them, whilst you waste your time on follies 
and trifles. You make a very poor return to us, who have 
ruined ourselves for your education. No, you are certainly 
not one of us.’ 

Pascal, who preferred to laugh v/henever ho was called 
upon to feel annoyed, replied cheerfully, but not without a 
sting of irony; ‘ Oh, you need not be frightened, I shall never 
(Irivc you to the verge of bankruptcy; when any of you are 
ill, I will attend you for nothing.’ 

Moreover, though ho never displayed any repugnance to 
his relatives, he very rarely saw them, following in this wise 
his natural instincts. Before Aristide obtained a situation at 
the Sub-Prefecture, Pascal had frequently come to his assist¬ 
ance. For his part ho had remained a bachelor. He had 
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not the least suspicion of the grave events that were preparing. 
For two or three years he had been studying the great problem 
of heredity, comparing the human and animal races together, 
and becoming absorbed in the strange results which ho 
obtained. Certain observations which he had made with 
respect to himself and his relatives had been, so to say, 
the starting-point of his studies. The common people, with 
their natural intuition, so well understood that he was quite 
different from the other llougons, that they invariably 
called him Monsieur Pascal, without' ever adding his family 
name. 

Three years prior to the Revolution of 1848 Pierre and 
Felicito retired from business. Old ago was coming on apace ; 
they wore both past fifty and were weary of the struggle. In 
face of their ill fortune, they wore afraid of being ultimately 
ruined if they obstinately persisted in the fight. Their sons, 
by disappointing their expectations, had dealt them the final 
blow. Now that they despaired of ever being enriched by 
them, they were anxious to make some little provision for old 
ago. They retired with forty thousand francs at the utmost. 
This sum provided an annual income of two thousand francs, 
just sufficient to live in a small way in the provinces. 
Fortunately, they wei-e by themselves, having succeeded in 
marrying their daughters Marthc and Sidonie, the former of 
whom resided at Marseilles and the latter in Paris. 

After they had settled their affairs they would much have 
liked to take up their abode in the new town, the quarter of 
the retired traders, but they dared not do so. Their income 
was too small; they wore afraid that they would cut but a 
poor figure there. So, as a sort of compromise, they took 
apartments in the Rue delaBanne, the street which separates 
the old quarter from the new one. As their abode was one of 
the row of houses bordering tlio old quarter, they still lived 
among the common people ; nevertheless, they could see the 
town of the richer classes from their windows, so that they 
were just on the threshold of the promised land. 

Their apartments, situated on the second floor, consisted 
of three large rooms—dining-room, drawing-room, and bed- 
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room. The first floor was occupied by the owner of the house, 
a stick and umbrella manufacturer, who had a shop on the 
ground floor. The house, which was narrow and by no means 
deep, had only two storeys. F61icit6 moved into it with a 
bitter pang. In the provinces, to live in another person’s 
house is an avowal of poverty. Every family of position at 
Plassans has a Iioiisc of its own, landed property being very 
cheap there. Pierre kept the purse-strings well tied; he 
would not hear of any embellishments. The old furniture, 
faded, worn, damaged ihough it was, had to suffice, without 
even being repaired. , F 6 ]icit 6 , however, who keenly felt the 
necessity for this parsimony, exerted herself to give a fresh 
polish to all the wreckage; she herself knocked nails into 
some of the furniture which was more dilapidated than the 
rest, and darned the frayed velvet of the arm-chairs. 

The dining-room, which, like the kitchen, was at the back 
of the house, was nearly bare ; a table and a dozen chairs were 
lost in the gloom of this large apartment, whose window 
faced the grey wall of a neighbouring building. As no 
strangers over went into the bedroom, Felicite had stowed all 
her useless furniture there; thus, besides a bedstead, wardrobe, 
secretaire, and wash-stand, it contained two cradles, one 
perched atop of the other, a sideboard whose doors were 
missing, and an empty bookcase, venerable ruins which the 
old woman could not make up her mind to part with. All 
her cares, however, were bestowed upon the drawing-room, 
and she almost succeeded in making it comfortable and 
decent. The furniture was covered with yellowish velvet 
with satin flowers ; in the middle stood a round table with a 
marble top, while a couple of pier tables, surmounted by 
mirrors, leant against the walls at either end of the room. 
There was even a carpet, which just covered the middle of the 
floor, and a chandelier in a white muslin cover which the flies 
had spotted with black specks. On the walls hung six 
lithographs representing the great battles of Napoleon I. 
Moreover, the furniture dated from the first years of the 
Empire. The only embellishment that F61ieit4 could obtain 
was to have the walls hung with orange-hued paper covered 
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with large flowera. Thus the drawing-room had a strange, 
yellow glow,’ which filled it with an artificial dazzling light. 
The furniture, the paper, and the window curtains were 
yellow; the carpet and even the marble table-tops showed 
touches of yellow. However, when the curtains were drawn 
the colours harmonised fairly well and the drawing-room 
looked almost decent. 

But Felicitu had dreamed of quite a dillbrent kind of 
luxury. She regarded with mute despair this ill-concealed 
misery. Hho usually occupied the drawing-room, the best 
apartment in the house, and the sweetest and bitterest of her 
pastimes w'as to sit at one of the windows which overlooked 
the Rue de la Baiinc and gave her a side view of the square 
in front of the Sub-Prefecture. That was the paradise of her 
dreams. That little, neat, tidy square, with its bright houses, 
seemed to her a Garden of Isden. She w’ould have given ton 
years of her life to possess one of those hahitations. The 
house at the left-hand corner, in which the receiver of taxes 
resided, ^Jarticularly temptc'd her. She contemplated it with 
eager longing. Sometimes, when the windows of tliis abode 
were open, .she could catch a glimp.se of ricli furniture and 
tasteful elegance which made her burn with envy. 

At this period the Rougons passed through a curious crisis 
of vanity and unsatiated appetite. The fovr proper feelings 
wljich they had once entertained had becom;) embittered. 
They posed as victim.s of evil fortune, not with resignation, 
however, for they seemed .still Jiiorc keenly determined that 
they would not die before they had sati.sficd their ambitions. 
In reality, they did not abandon any of tlieir hopes, notwith¬ 
standing their advanced age. Fclicite professed to feel a 
presentiment that slie would die rich. However, each day of 
poverty weighed tlicm down the more. 'When they recapitu¬ 
lated Iheii' vain attempis - when lliey recai’ed their thirty 
year.-;’ straggle, and the dcfi cti;)n of their children—when 
they saw their airy castles end in this yellow drawing-room, 
who.so shabbines.-{ they could only conceal by drawing the 
curtains, they wore overcome with bitter rageu Then, as a 
consolation, they would think of plans for making a colossal 
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fortixne, seeking all sorts of tTeviccs. F61icit6 would fancy 
herself the winner of the grand prize of a hundred thousand 
francs in some lottery, while Pierre pictured himself carry¬ 
ing out some wonderful speculation. They lived with 
one solo thought—that of making a fortune iuimediatcly, in a 
few hours—of hocoming rich and enjoying themselves, if 
only for a year. Their whole beings tended to this, stubbornly, 
without a pause. And they still cherished some faint hopes 
with regard to their sons, with that peculiar egotism of 
parents who cannot bear to think that they have sent their 
children to college witliout deriving some personal advantage 
from it. 

Fi'licite did not appear to have aged; she was still the 
same d.ark little woman, ever on the move, buzzing about like 
a grasshopper. Any person walldng behind her on the pave¬ 
ment would have thought Iior a girl of fifteen, from the 
lightness of her step and the angularity of her shoulders and 
waist. Even her face had scarcely undergone any change; it 
was simply rather more sunken, rather more suggestiveof the 
snout of a polo-cat. 

As for Pierre Rougon, ho had grown corpulent, and had 
become a highly respectable looking citizen, who ordy lacked 
a decent income to malso him a very dignified individual. 
His pale, flahhy face, his heaviness, his languid inrainer, 
seemed redolent of wealth. Ifc liad one day heard a peasant 
who did not know him say: ‘ Ah! he’s .some rich follow, 
that fat old gentleman there. He’s no cause to xvorry about 
his dinner 1 ’ This was a remark v.'lncli stung him to the 
heart, for ho considered it cruel mockery to bo only a poor 
devil while possessing the bulk and contented gravity of a 
millionaire. ^Yhon ho shaved 011 Sundays in front of a small 
five-sou looking-giiiKS hiuigiiig from the fiisto}niig of a window, 
he would often think that in a dress coat and white tie ho 
woidd cut a far better figure at the Bub-Prefect’s than such or 
such a functionary of Plassans. This peasant’s son, who had 
grown sallow from business worrins, and corpulent from a 
sedentary life, whoso hateful passions wore hidden beneath 
naturally placid features, really had that air of solemn 
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imbecility which gives a man a position in an official salon. 
People imagined that his wife held a rod over him, but they 
were mistaken. He was as self-willed as a brute. Any 
determined expression of extraneous will would drive him 
into a violent rage, Felicit6 was far too supple to thwart 
him openly; with her light fluttering nature she did not 
attack obstacles in front. When she wished to obtain some¬ 
thing from her husband, or drive him the way she thought 
best, she would buzz round him in her grasshopper fashion, 
stinging him on all sides, and returning to the charge a 
hundred times until he yielded almost unconsciously. Ho felt, 
moreover, that she was shrewder than he, and tolerated her 
advice fairly patiently. F61ieit6, more useful than the coach 
fly, would sometimes do all the work while she was thus 
buzzing round Pierre’s ears. Strange to say, the husband and 
wife never accused each other of their ill-success. The only 
bone of contention between them was the education lavished 
on their children. • 

The Revolution of 1848 found all the Eougons on the look¬ 
out, exasperated by their bad luck, and disposed to lay violent 
hands on fortune if ever they should moot her in a byway. 
They were a family of bandits lying in wait, ready to rifle and 
plunder. Eugene kept an eye on Paris; Aristide dreamed of 
strangling Plassans; the mother and father, perhaps the 
most eager of the lot, intended to work on their own account, 
and reap some additional advantage from their sons’ doings. 
Pascal alone, that discreet wooer of science, led the happy, 
indift'erent life of a lover in his bright little house in the new 
town. 
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CHAPTER III 

In that closed, sequestered town of Plassans, where class 
distinction was so clearly marked in 1848, the commotion 
caused by political events was very slight. Even at the present 
day the popular voice sounds very faintly there ; the middle 
classes bring their prudence to bear in the matter, the nobility 
their mute despair, and the clergy their shrewd cunning. 
Kings may usurp thrones, or republics may bo established, 
without scarcely any stir in the town. Plassans sleeps while 
Paris fights. But though on th6 surface the town may appear 
calm and indifferent, in the depths hidden work goes on which 
it is curious to study. If shots are rare in the streets, intrigues 
consume the drawing-rooms of both the new town and the 
Saint-Marc quarter. Until the year 1830 the masses were 
reckoned of no account. Even at the present time they arc 
similarly ignored. Everything is settled between the clergy, 
the nobility, and the bourgeoisie. The priests, who are very 
numerous, give the cue to the local politics; they lay subter¬ 
ranean mines, as it were, and deal blows in the dark, following 
' a prudent tactical system, which hardly allows of a step in 
advance or retreat even in the course of ten years. The secret 
intrigues of men who desire above all things to avoid noise 
require special shrewdness, a special aptitude for dealing with 
small matters, and a patient endurance such as one only finds 
in persons callous to all passions. It is thus that provincial 
dilatoriness, which is so freely ridiculed in Paris, is full of 
treachery, secret stabs, hidden victories and defeats. These 
worthy men, particularly when their interests are at stake, kill 
at home with a snap of the fingers, as we, the Parisians, kill 
with cannon in the public thoroughfares. 
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Tho political history of Plassans, like that of all little towns 
in Provence, is singularly characteristic. Until 1830, the 
inhabitants remained observant Catholics and fervent 
royalists ; oven the lower classes only swore by God and their 
legitimate sovereigns. Then there came a sudden change 
faith departed, tho working and middle classes deserted the 
cause of legitimacy, and gradually espoused the great demo¬ 
cratic movement of our time. 'When tho Eevolution of 1818 
broke out, the nobility and tho clergy were left alone to labour 
for tho triumph of Ilcuri V. For a long time they had regarded 
the accession of tho Orlcanists as a ridiculous experiment, 
which sooner or later Avould bring back tho Bourbons; although 
their hopes wore singularly shaken, they nevertheless continued 
the struggle, scandalised by tho defection of their former 
allies, whom they strove to win back to their cause. The 
Saint-Marc quarter, assisted by ail tho parish priests, sot to 
work. Among tho middle classes, and especially among tho 
people, tho enthusiasm was very great on the morrow of tho 
CA'onts of February; these apprentice republicans Avore in 
haste to display their revolutionary fervour. As regards tho 
gentry of the noAV toAvn, howcA'cr, tho cordlagration, bright 
though it was, lasted no longer than a fire of straAV. Tho 
small housooAA’ncrs and retired tradespeople Avho had had their 
good days, or had made snug little fortunes under the monarchy, 
Avero soon sci-sed Avitli panic ; tho Ilopublic, Avith its constant 
shocks and convulsions, made them tremble for their money 
and their life of selfishness. 

Consequently, when tho Clerical reaction of 1849 declared 
itself, nearly all tho middle classes passed over to tho Con¬ 
servative party. They Avere received with open arms. The 
ncAV town had ncA’cr before had such close relations Avith tho 
Saint-Marc quarter ; some of the nobility even went so far as 
to shake hands Avith lawyers and retired oil-dealers. This 
unexpected familiarity kindled the enthusiasm of the r.OAV 
quarter, Avhich henceforward waged bitter Avarfare against the 
republican government. To bring about such a coalition, tho 
clergy had to display marvellous skill and endurance. The 
nobility of Plassans for tho most part lay prostrate, as if half 
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dead. They retained their faith, but lethargy had fallen on 
them, and they preferred to remain inactive, allowing the 
heavens to work their v/ill. They would gladly have contented 
themselves with silent protest, feeling, perhaps, a vague pre¬ 
sentiment that their divinities were dead, and that there was 
nothing left for them to do but to rejoin them. Even at this 
period of confusion, when the catastrophe of 1818 was calcu¬ 
lated to give them a momentary hope of the return of the 
Bourbons, they showed themselves spiritless and indilferent, 
speaking of rushing into,the meUe, yet never quitting their 
hearths without a pang of regret. 

The clergy battled indcfatigably against this feeling of 
impolonce and resignation. They infused a kind of passion 
into their work: a priest, when he despairs, struggles all the 
more fiercely. The fundamental policy of the Church is to 
march straight forward ; even though she may have to post¬ 
pone the accomplishment of her projects for several centuries^ 
she never wastes a single hour, but is always pushing for¬ 
ward with increasing energy. So it was the clergy who led 
the reaction of Plassans ; the nobility only lent them their 
name, nothing more. The priests hid themselves behind the 
nobles, restrained them, directed them, and even succeeded 
in endowing them with a semblance of life. When they had 
induced them to overcome their ropugiianec so far as to make 
common cause with the middle classes, they believed them¬ 
selves certain of victory. The ground was marvellously well 
prepared. This ancient royalist town, with its population of 
•peaceful householders and timorous tradespeople, was destined 
to range itself, sooner or later, on the side of law and order. 
The clergy, by their tactics, hastened the conversion. After 
gaining the landlords of the new town to their side, they even 
succeeded in convincing the little retail-dealers of the old 
quarter. From that time the reactionary movement obtained 
complete possession of the town. All opinions were repre¬ 
sented in this reaction; such a mixture of embittered Liberals, 
Legitimists, Orleanists, Bonapartists, and Clericals had never 
before been seen. It mattered little, hovrever, at that time. 
The sole object was to kill the Eepublic; and the Kepublic 
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was at the point of death. Only a fraction of the people—a 
thousand workmen at most, out of the ten thousand souls in 
the town—still saluted the tree of liberty planted in the 
middle of the square in front of the Sub-Prefecture. 

The shrewdest politicians of Plassaus, those who led the 
reactionary suovomcnt, did not scent the approach of tho 
ICmpire until very much later. Prince Louis Napoleon’s 
popularity seemed to them a mere passing fancy of the 
multitude. His person inspired them with but little admira¬ 
tion, They reckoned him a nonentity, a dreamer, incapable 
of laying his hands on Prance, and especially of maintaining 
his authority. To them he was only a tool whom they would 
make use of, who would clear tho way for them, and whom 
they would turn out as soon as the hour arrived for tlio right¬ 
ful Pretender to show himself.' However, months went by, 
and they became uneasy. It was only then that they vaguely 
perceived they were being duped: they had no time, however, 
to take any stops; tho Coup d’Ltat burst over their heads, 
and they were compelled to applaud. That great abomination, 
tho Republic, had been assassinated ; that, at least, was some 
sort of triumph. So the clergy and the nobility accepted 
accomplished facts with resignation; postponing, until later, 
the realisation of their hopes, and making amends for their 
miscalculations by uniting with the Bonapartists for the 
purpose of crushing tho last Republicans. 

It was these events that laid the foundation of tho Rougons’ 
fortune. After being mixed up with the various phases of tho 
crisis, they rose to eminence on the ruins of liberty. These 
bandits had been lying in wait to rob the Republic ; as soon 
as it had been strangled, they helped to plunder it. 

After tho events of February IB 18, Felicit6, who had tho 
keenest scent of all the members of the family, perceived that 
they were at last on the right track. So she began to flutter 
round her husband, goading him on to bestir himself. The 
first rumours of the Revolution that had overturned King 
Louis-Philippe had terrified Pierre. When his wife, how¬ 
ever, made him understand that they had little to lose and 
■ The Count de Chamhord, ‘ Henri^V.’ 
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much to gain from a convulsion, he soon came round to her 
way of thinking. 

‘ I don’t know what you can do,’ Fdlicite repeatedly said, 
‘ but it seems to me that there’s plenty to be done. Did not 
Monsieur de Carnavant say to us one day that he would bo rich 
if ever Henri V. should return, and that this sovereign would 
magnificently recompense those who had worked for his 
restoration ? Perhaps our fortune lies in that direction. We 
may yet be lucky.’ 

The Marquis de Caniiivant, the nobleman who, according 
to the scandalous talk of the town, had been on very familiar 
terms with Felicit6’s mother, used occasionally to visit the 
Rougons. Evil tongues assorted that Madame Rougon 
resembled him. He was a little, lean, active man, seventy- 
five years old at that time, and Felicito certainly appeared to 
be taking his features and manner as she grew older. It was 
said that the wreck of his fortune, which had already been 
greatly diminished by his father at the time of the Emigration, 
had been squandered on women. Indeed, he cheerfully 
acknowledged his poverty. Brought up by one of his relatives, 
the Count de Valqueyras, ho lived the life of a parasite, eating 
at the count’s table and occupying a small apartment just 
under his roof. 

‘ Little one,’ ho would often say to F61icit6, as he patted 
her on the cheek, ‘ if ever Henri V. gives me a fortune, I will 
make you my heiress! ’ 

He still called Felicito ‘ little one,’ even when she was fifty 
years old. It was of these friendly pats, of these repeated 
promises of an inheritance, that Madame Rougon was thinkin g 
when she endeavoured to drive her husband into politics. 
Monsieur de Carnavant had often bitterly lamented his in¬ 
ability to render her any assistance. No doubt ho would treat 
her like a father if ever he should acquire some influence. 
Pierre, to whom his wife half explained the situation in 
veiled terms, declared his readiness to move in any direction 
indicated. 

The marquis’s peculiar position qualified him to act as an 
energetic agent of the reactionary movement at Plassans from 
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tlio first days of tlio Eepiiblic. This hnsiling little man, who had 
everything to gain from the return of his legitimate sovereigns, 
worked assiduously for their cause. While the wealthy 
nobility of the Saint-Marc quarter Vv’cre slumbering in mute 
despair, fearing, perhaps, that they might compromise them¬ 
selves and again be condemned to exile, he multiplied himself, 
as it were, spread the propaganda and rallied faithful ones 
together. lie was a weapon whoso hilt was hold by an in¬ 
visible hand. From that time forward ho paid daily visits to 
the llougons. lie required a ccijtro of operations. His 
relative, Mons’.our do Valqueyras, had forbidden him to bring 
any of his associates into his house, so ho h.ad chosen Fdlicito’s 
yellow drawing-room. Moreover, he very soon found Piorro 
a valuable assistant. Tie could not go himself and preach the 
cause of Legitimacy to the petty traders and workmen of the 
old ([uarter ; they would have hooted him. Pien e, on the 
other hand, who had lived among these pcoide, spoke their 
language and knew their wants, was able to catechise them in 
a friendly way. He thus bc'came an indispensable man. In 
less than a fortnight the llougons were moie determined 
rojalists than the king himself. The marquis, perceiving 
Pierre’s zeal, shrewdly sheltered himself behind him. What 
was the use of making himself conspicuous, when a man with 
such bread shoulders was willing to bear on them the burden 
of all the follies of a party ? He allowed Pierre to reign, pull 
himself out with importance and speak with authority, content 
to restrain or urge him on, according to the necessities of the 
cau.so. Thu.s,the old oil-dealer soon became a personage of mark-. 
In the evening, Avhen they were alone, Felicite used to say to 
him: ‘Go on, don’t be frightened. We’re on the right 
track. If this continues we shall be rich; wo shall have a 
drawing-room like the tax-receiver’s, and be able to entertain 
people.’ 

A little party of Conservatives had already been formed at 
the llougons’ hou.se, and meetings were held every evening 
in the yellow drawing-room to declaim against the llcpublic. 

Among those who came were three or four retired 
merchants v/ho trembled for their money, and clamoured with 
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all their might for a wise and strong government. An old 
almond-dealer, a member of the Municipal Council, Monsieur 
Isidore Granoux, was tho head of this group. Ills hare¬ 
lipped mouth was cloven a little way from the nose; his 
round eyes, his air of mingled satisfaction and astonishment, 
made him resemble a fat goose whoso digestion is attended by 
wholesome terror of the cook. IIo spoke little, having no 
command of words; and he only pricked up his ears when 
anyone accused tho Kepublicans of wishing to pillage tho 
houses of tho rich; wher(?upon he would colour up to such a 
degree as to make one fear an approaching apoplectic lit, and 
mutter low imprecations, in Avliich tlie words ‘ idlers,’ 
‘ scoundrels,’ ‘ thieves,’ and ‘ assassins ’ froiiucntly recurred. 

All those who freipieuted tho yellow drawing-room were 
not, however, as lieavy as tliis fat goose. A rich landowner. 
Monsieur Eoudior, with a plump, insinuating face, used to 
discourse there for hours together, with all tho pas.sion of an 
Orleanist whose calculations had been upset by the fall of 
Louis Philippe. lie had formerly been a hosier at Paris, and 
a purveyor to the Court, but had now retired to Plassans. He 
had made hi.s son a magistrate, relying on the Orleanist party 
to promote him to tho highest dignities. Tho revolution 
having ruined all his hopes, he had rushed wildly into the 
reaction. His fortune, his foriner commercial relations with 
the Tuileries, which ho transformed into friendly intercourse, 
that prestige which is enjoyed by every man in the provinces 
who has made his money in Paris and deigns to come and 
epend it in a Air away department, gave him great inlluence 
ui tbe district; some persons listened to him a.s though ho 
were an oracle. 

However, the strongest intellect of tho yellow drawing- 
.rooin was certainly Commander Sicardot, Aristide’s father-in- 
law. Of Herculean fr.amc, with a brick-red face, scarred and 
planted with tufts of grey hair, he w'as one of the most 
glorious old dolts of the Grande Armee. During the February 
^Bevolution ho had been exasperated with the street warfare 
•|Rnd never wearied of referring to it, proclaiming with indigna- 
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tion that this kind of fighting was shameful; whereupon he 
recalled with pride the grand reign of Napoleon. 

Another person seen at the Eougons’ house was an indivi¬ 
dual with clammy hands and equivocal look, one Monsieur 
Vuillct, a bookseller, who supplied all the devout ladies of the 
town with lioly images and rosaries. Vuillct dealt in both 
classical and religious works; ho was a strict Catholic, a cir¬ 
cumstance which insured him the custom of the numerous con¬ 
vents and parish churches. Further, by a stroke of genius he 
had added to his business the publication of a little bi-weekly 
journal, the ‘ Ga/.ette do Plassans,’ which was devoted ex¬ 
clusively to the interests of the clergy. This paper involved 
an annual loss of a thousand francs, but it made him the 
champion of the Church, and enabled him to dispose of his 
sacred unsaleable stock. Though he was virtually illiterate 
and could not oven spell correctly, ho himself Avroto the articles 
of the ‘ Gazette ’ with a humility and rancour that compensated 
for his laelc of talent. The marquis, in entering on the cam¬ 
paign, had perceived immediately the advantage that might 
be derived from the co-operation of this insipid sacristan with 
the coarse, mercenary pen. Aftoj’ tlie February llevolution 
the articles in the • Gazette ’ contained fewer mistakes; the 
marquis revised them. 

One can now imagine Avhat a singular spectacle the 
Ilougons’ yellow drawing-room presented every evening. All 
opinions met there to bark at the Eepublie. Their hatred of 
that institution made them agree together. The marquis, 
who never missed a meeting, appeased by his presence the 
little squfibblcs which occasionally arose between the com¬ 
mander and the otlicr adherents. These plebeians were in¬ 
wardly flattoreil by the handshakes which he distributed on 
his arrival and departure. Eoudier, however, like a free¬ 
thinker of the Etie Saint-Honore, assorted that the marquis 
had not a copper to bless himself with, and was disposed to 
make light of him. M. do Carnavant on his side preserved 
the amiable smile of a nobleman lowering himself to the level 
of these middle-class people, without making any of those 
contemptuous grimaces which any other resident of the 



THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS 


■J 


Saint-Marc quarter would have thought fit under such 
circumstances. The parasite life he had led had rendered 
him supple. ITe was the life and soul of the group, com¬ 
manding in the name of unknown personages whom he never 
revealed. ‘ They want this, they don’t want that,’ he would 
say. The concealed divinities who thus watched over the 
destinies of Plassans from behind some cloud, without appear¬ 
ing to interfere directly in public matters, must have been 
certain priests, the groat political agents of the country- 
When the marquis pronounced that mysterious woi’d ‘ they,’ 
which inspired the assembly with such marvellous respect, 
Vuillct confessed, with a gesture of pious devotion, that he 
know them very well. 

The happiest person in all this was Felicite. At last she 
had people coming to her drawing-room. It was true she 
felt a little ashamed of her old yellow velvet furniture. She 
consoled herself, however, by thinking of the rich things she 
would purchase when the good cause should have triumphed. 
The ilougons bad, in the end, rega.rded their royalism as very 
serious. Felicite went as far as to say, when Eoudier was not 
present, that if they had not made a fortune in the oil business 
the fault lay in the monarchy of July. This was her mode of 
giving a political tinge to their poverty. Slie had a friendly 
word for everybody, oven for Oranoux, inventing each evening 
some new polite method of waking him up when it was time 
for departure. 

The drawing-room, that little band of Conservatives 
belonging to all parties, and daily increasing in numbers, 
soon wielded powerful influence. Owing to the diversified 
characters of its members, and especially to the secret impulse 
which each one received from the clei-gy, it became the centre 
of the reactionary movement and spread its influence through¬ 
out Plassans. The policy of tlie marquis, who sank his own 
personality, transformed Jtougon into the leader of the party. 
The meetings were held at his house, and this circumstance 
sufficed in the eyes of most people to make him the head of 
the group, and draw public attention to him. The whole 
work was attributed to him; ho was believed to be the chief 
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artisan of tlie movement -which was grafhially hringing over 
to the ConserTati\o party tlioso who harl lately boon enthusi- 
aMti(! Eepuhlicaii.-. 'rhero are some situallons wliicli benefit 
only persons of bad roputo. Tlicsc le^y the foundations of 
their fortune where men of better position and more inliuenco 
would never dare to risk theirs, lloudier, (.Iranoux, and tho 
others, all men of means and resi)eetability, certainly socnied 
a thousand times preforablo to rierre as tlio aetin;; leaders of 
the Conservative party. But none of them would have con¬ 
sented to turn his di awing-rooin into a political cenli’o. Tlieir 
conviction.? did not go so far as to induce them to ce];)promi,so 
themselves openly; in fact, they were only so many provincial 
babbler.?, who liked to inveigh against the Itcpufilic at a 
neighbour’s house as long as the neighbour was wiiiing to 
bear the responsibility of their cluittor. I'lin gaiuo wa.s too 
risky. There wa.s no one among the middle classes of 
Plas.san.s who cared to play it except tho ilougous, uhose 
ungratiliod longings urged them on to extreme measures. 

In the monlli of April, 1819, Bugeuc suddenly left i’aris, 
and came to stay with his father for a fortnight. Bohody 
ever know tho purpose of this journey. It is probable that 
Tlngenc wanted to sound his native, town, to ascertain wbetber 
be might successfully stand as a candidate for llio legislature 
which was about to replace tho Cojistitueut Assembly. Ho 
was too shrewd to risk a failure. No doubt public opinion 
appeared to him little in hi.s favour, for ho abstained from 
any attempt. It was not known at Blassaus what had become 
of him in Paris, what he was doing there. On his return tO 
his native place, folks found him less heavy and somnolent 
than formerly. They .surronuded him and endeavoured to 
make him speak out concerning the political situation. But 
he feigned ignorance and compelled them to talk. A littlo 
perspicacity would have delected that heneath his apparent 
unconcern there was great anxiety witli regard to the political 
opinions of the town. However, he seemed to be sounding the 
ground more on behalf of a party than on his owm account. 

Although ho had renounced all hope for himself, he re¬ 
mained at Plassans until the end of the month, assiduously 
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attending the meetings in the yellow di-awing-room. As soon 
as tlio bell riin.g, aniiouiieing the first visitor, ho would take 
up his position in one of llic window recesses as far as possihlo 
from the lamp. And he remained there the whole evening, 
resting his chin on tlio pn,lm of his right hand, and listening 
religiously. The greatest absurdities did not disturb his 
cguanimily. lie nodded approval even to the wild grunts of 
Granoux. When anyone asked him his own opinion, he 
politely repeated that of the majority. Nothing seemed to 
tire his patience, ]ioithoi; the hollow dre.ams of the marquis, 
who spoke of the Bourbons as if 181.5 were a recent date, nor 
the elfu.sions of citizen Koudinr, who grow quite pathetic when 
ho recounted how many pairs of socks he had supplied 
to the citizen king, Louis Philippe. On the contrary, ho 
seemed quite at Ids ease in tins Tower of Babel. Sometimes, 
when the.so grotesque personage,s wore storming against the 
Eepublic, his eyes Avould smile, while his lips retained 
their expression of gravity. His meditative manner of 
li,stoning, and his invariable eomplaecncy, had earned him 
the sympathy of everyone. ITe vras considered a nonentity, 
but a very decent fellow. V/henever an old oil or almond 
dealer failed to get a hearing, amidst the clamour, for some 
plan by which he could save Prance if ho were only the 
master, he took himself of to Engmiu and shouted his 
marvellous suggestions in his car. And hhigono gently 
nodded his head, as though didightcd with the grand projects 
ho was listening to. Vuillet, alone, rogai-ded him with a 
•suspicious eye. This hook.scller, half-.sacristan and half- 
journalist, spokeless than the others, hut was moi'o observant, 
lie had noticed that Lngono occasionally conversed at times 
in a corner with Commander Bicardot. So he determined 
to watch tluiiu, hut never succeeded in overhearing a 
word. Eugene i.ilcnced the command.er by a wink whenever 
Vuillet approached tliem. From tliat time, Bicardot never 
spoke of the Napoleons without a mysterious smile. 

Two days before his return to Paris, Eugene met his 
brother, Aristide, on the Cours Bauvaire, and the latter 
accompanied him for a short distance ^Yith the importunit^y 
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of a man who is in search of advice. As a matter of fact, 
Aristide was in great perplexity. Ever since the proclamation 
of the Eej)ublic, he had manifested the most lively enthusiasm 
for the new government. Ilis intelligence, sharpened by two 
years’ stay at Paris, enabled him to see farther than the 
thick heads of Plassans. lie divined the powerlcssness of 
the Legitimists and Orleanists, without clearly distinguishing, 
however, what third thief would come and juggle the 
Eepublic away. At all hazard he had ranged himself on the 
side of the victors, and ho had sevej’ed his connection with 
his father, whom he publicly denounced as an old fool, an 
old dolt whom the nobility had bamboozled. 

‘ Yet my mother is an intelligent woman,’ he would add. 
‘I should never have thought her capable of inducing her 
husband to join a party whoso hopes are simply chimerical. 
They are taking the right course to end their lives in poverty. 
But then women know nothing about politics.’ 

For his part he wanted to sell himself as dearly as possible. 
Ilis great anxiety, from that time forward, was to keep him¬ 
self informed as to the direction in which the wind was blow¬ 
ing, so that he might invarialdy range himself on the side 
of that party which, in the hour of triumph, would be able 
to reward him munificently. Unfortunately, ho was groping 
in the dark. Shut up in his far away province, without a 
guide, without any precise information, ho felt quite lost. 
While waiting for events to trace out a sure and certain path, 
he preserved the enthusiastic republican attitude which he had 
assumed from the very first day. Thanks to this demeanour, 
he remained at the Sub-Prefecture ; and his salary was even 
raised. Burning, however, with the desire to play a promi¬ 
nent part, ho persuaded a bookseller, one of Vuillet’s rivals, to 
establish a democratic journal, to which ho became one of 
the most energetic contributors. Under his impulse the 
‘ Independant ’ waged merciless warfare against the reaction¬ 
aries. But the current gradually carried him farther than 
he wished to go ; ho ended by writing inflammatory articles, 
which made him shudder when ho re-perusod them. It was 
remarked at Plassans that ho directed a series of attacks 
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against all whom his father was in the habit of receiving of 
an evening in his fa) nous yellow drawing-room. The fact is 
that the wealth of Roudier and Granoux exasperated Aristide to 
such a degree as to make him forget all prudence. Urged on 
by his jealous, insatiate bitterness, he had already made the 
middle classes his irreconcilable enemy, when Eugene’s 
arrival and demeanour at Plassans caused him great con¬ 
sternation. Ho confessed to himself that his brother was a 
skilful man. Accoi'ding to him, that big, drowsy fellow 
always slept with one eye open, like a cat lying in wait before 
a mouse-hole. And now hero was Eugene spending entire 
evenings in the yellow drawing-room, and devoting himself to 
those same grotesque personages whom he, Aristide, had so 
mercilessly ridiculed. When he discovered from the gossip 
of the town that his brother shook hands with Granoux and 
the marquis, he asked himself, with considerable anxiety, 
what was the meaning of it ? Could he himself have been 
deceived? Had the Legitimists or the Oi-leanists really any 
chance of success ? The thought terrified him. Tic lost his 
equilibrium, and, as frequently happens, he fell upon the 
Conservatives with increased rancour, as if to avenge his own 
blindness. 

On the evening prior to the day when he stopped Eugene 
on the Cours Sauvaire, he had published, in the ‘ Indepcndant,’ 
a terrible article on the intrigues of the clergy, in response to 
a short paragraph from Yuillet, who had accused the Re¬ 
publicans of desiring to demolish the churches. Vuillet was 
'Aristide’s bugbear. Never a week passed but those two 
journalists exchanged the greatest insult.s. In the provinces, 
where a periphrastic stylo is still cultivated, polemics are 
clothed in high-sounding phrases. Aristide called his adversary 
‘ brother Judas,’ or ‘ slave of Saint-Anthony.’ Vuillet gallantly 
retorted by terming the Republican ‘ a monster glutted with 
blood whose ignoble purveyor was the guillotine.’ 

In order to sound his brother, Aristide, who did not dare 
to appear openly uneasy, contented himself with asking: 
‘ Did you read my article yesterday ? What do you think of 
it?’ 
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Eugene lightly shrugged his shoulders. ‘ You’re a simple¬ 
ton, brother,’ was his sole reply. 

‘ Then you think Vuillet right ? ’ cried the journalist, 
turning pale ; ‘ you believe in Vuillot’s triumph'? ’ 

‘ I!—Vuillet-’ 

He was certainly about to add, ‘ Vuillet is as big a fool as 
you are.’ But, observing his brother’s distorted face anxiously 
extended towards him, ho experienced sudden mistrust. 

‘ Vuillet has his good points;’ ho calmly replied. 

On parting from his brother, Aristide felt more perplexed 
than before. Eugene must certainly have been making game 
of him, for Vuillet was really tlio most abominable person 
imaginable. However, ho determined to bo prudent and not 
lie himself down any more ; for he wished to have his hands 
free should he ever bo called upon to help any party in 
strangling the Bepublic. 

Eugene, on the morning of his departure, an hour before 
getting into the diligence, took his father into the bedroom 
and had a long conversation with him. Eclicite, w'ho remained 
in the drawing-room, vainly tried to catch what they were 
saying. They spoke in whispers, as if they feared lest a single 
word should be heard outside. ^Vhen at htst they quitted 
the bedroom they seemed in high spirits. After kissing his 
father and mother, Eugene, who usually spoke in a drawding 
tone, exclaimed with vivacity: ‘ You have understood mo, 
father ? There lie.s our fortune. Wo must work with all our 
enei'gy in that direction. Trust in mo.’ 

‘I’ll follow your instructions faithfully,’ Rougon replied.' 
‘ Only don’t forget what I asked you as the price of my co¬ 
operation.’ 

‘ If we succeed your demands shall bo satisfied, I give you 
my word. Moreover, I will write to you and guide you 
according to the direction which events may take. Mind, no 
panic or excitement. You must obey me implicitly.’ 

‘ What have you been plotting there Fclicitd asked 
inquisitively. 

‘ ^ly dear mother,’ Eugene replied with a smile, ‘ you have 
had too little faith in me hitherto to induce me to confide to 
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you my hopes, particularly as at present they are only based 
on probabilities. To bo able to understand me you would 
require faith. However, father will inform you when the right 
time comes.’ 

Then, as Fclicite assuined the demeanour of a woman who 
feels somewhat piqued, ho added in her car, as ho kissed her 
once more : ‘ I lake after you, although you disowned mo. Too 
much intelligence would he dangerous at the present moment. 
When the crisis comes, it is you wdio v.dil have to manage the 
business.’ 

lie then quitted the room, but, suddenly re-opening the 
door, exclaimed in an imperious tone : ‘ Above all things, do 
not trust Aristide ; he is a mar-all, who would spoil everything. 
I have studied him sufficiently to feel certain that he will 
always fall on his feet. Don’t have any pity; if we make a 
fortune, he’ll know well enough how to rob us of his share.’ 

When Eugene had gone, Fclicite endeavoured to ferret out 
the secret that was being hidden from her. She knew her 
husb.and too well to interrogate him openly. He would have 
angrily replied that it was no business of hers. In spite, 
however, of the clever tactics she pursued, she learnt abso¬ 
lutely nothing. Eugene had chosen a good confidant for 
those troubled times, when the greatest discretion was 
necessary. Pierre, flattered by his son’s confidence, exag¬ 
gerated that passive ponderosity which made him so impene¬ 
trable. When Fclicit 6 saw she would not learn anything from 
him, she ceased to flutter round him. On one point only did 
she remain inquisitive, but in this respect her curiosity was 
intense. The two men had mentioned a price stipulated by 
Pierre himself. What could that price be ? This after all 
was the sole point of interest for Fclicite, v.’ho did not care a 
rap for political matters. She know that her husband must 
have sold himself dearly, but she was burning to know the 
nature of the bargain. One evening, when they had gone to 
bed, finding Pierre in a good humour, she brought the con¬ 
versation round to the discomforts of their poverty. 

‘ It’s quite time to put an end to this,’ she said. ‘ We 
have been ruining ourselves in oil and fuel ever since those 
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gentlemen have been coming here. And who will pay the 
reckoning ? Nobody perhaps.’ 

Her husband fell into the trap, and smiled with complacent 
superiority. ‘ Patience,’ said he. And with an air of shrewd¬ 
ness he looked into his wife’s eyes and added : ‘ Would you 
bo glad to be the wife of a receiver of taxes ? ’ 

Felicito’s face flushed with a joyous glow. She sat up in 
bed and clapped her old withered little hands like a child. 

‘ Really ? ’ she stammered. ‘ At Plassans ? ’ 

Pierre, without replying, gave a long affirmative nod, lie 
enjoyed his consort’s astonishment and emotion. 

‘ But,’ she at last resumed, half stifling, ‘ you would have 
to deposit an enormous sum as security. I have heard that 
our neighbour. Monsieur Peirotte, had to deposit eighty thou¬ 
sand francs with the Treasury.’ 

‘ Eh! ’ said the retired oil-dealer, ‘ that’s nothing to do 
with me ; Eugene will see to that, lie will got the money 
advanced by a banker in Paris. You see, I selected air ap¬ 
pointment bringing in a good income. Eugene at first made 
a wry face, saying one must be rich to occupy such posts, to 
which influential men were usually nominated. I persisted, 
however, and ho yielded. To bo a receiver of taxes one need 
not know either Greek or Latin, I shall have a representa¬ 
tive, like Monsieur Peirotte, and ho will do all the work.’ 

F61icit6 listened to him with rapture. 

‘ I guessed, however,’ ho continued, ‘ what it was that 
worried our dear son. ^\'e’re not much liked here. People 
know that wo have no means, and will make themselves 
obnoxious. But all sorts of things occur in a time of crisis. 
Eugene wished to get me an appointment in another town. 
However, I objected; I want to remain at Plassans.’ 

‘ Yes, yes, we must remain hero,’ the old woman quickly 
replied. ‘ We have suffered here, and hero we must triumph. 
Ah! I’ll crush them all, those fine ladies on the Mail, who 
scornfully eye my woollen dresses I I didn’t think of the 
appointment of receiver of taxes at all; I thought you wanted 
to become mayor.’ 

‘ Mayor 1 nonsense. That appointment is honorary. 
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Eugine also mentioned the mayoralty to me. I replied: 
“ I’ll accept, if you give me an income of fifteen thousand 
francs.” ’ 

This conversation, in which high figures flew about like 
rockets, quite excited Fclicit 6 . She felt delightfully buoyant. 
But at last she put on a devout air, and gravely said : ‘ Como, 
lot us reckon it out. IIow much will you earn ? ’ 

‘ Well,’ said Pierre, ‘ the fixed salary, I believe, is three 
thousand francs.’ 

‘ Three thousand,’ F^licit6 counted. 

‘ Then there is so much per cent, on the receipts, which, 
at Plassans, may produce the sum of twelve thousand 
francs.’ 

‘ That makes fifteen thousand.’ 

‘ Yes, about fifteen thousand francs. That’s what Peirotte 
earns. That’s not all. Peirotte does a little banking busi¬ 
ness on his own account. It’s allowed. Perhaps I shall be 
disposed to make a venture when I feel luclc on my side.’ 

‘ Well, lot us say twenty thousand. Twenty thousand 
francs a year! ’ repeated Felicite, overwhelmed by the 
amount. 

‘ We shall have to repay the advances,’ Pierre observed. 

‘ That doesn’t matter,’ F61icit6 replied, ‘ we shall be richer 
than many of those gentlemen. Are the marquis and the 
others going to share the cake with you ? ’ 

‘ No, no; it will be all for us,’ he replied. 

Then, as she continued to importune him with her ques- 
'tions, Pierre frowned, thinking that she wanted to wrest his 
secret from him. ‘ We’ve talked enough,’ he said, abruptly. 

‘ It’s late, let us go to sleep. It will bring us bad luck to 
count our chickens beforehand. I haven’t got the place yet. 
Above all things, be prudent.’ 

When the lamp was extinguished, Felicite could not sleep. 
With her eyes closed she built the most marvellous castles in 
the air. Those twenty thousand francs a year danced a dia¬ 
bolical dance before her in the darkness. Bhe occupied splendid 
apartments in the new town, enjoyed the same luxuries as 
Monsieur Peirotte, gave parties, and bespattered the whole 
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place with her wealth. That, however, which tickled her 
v.auity most was the high position that her husband would 
then occupy. Ho would pay their state dividends to Graiiou.K, 
Itoudicr, and all those people wlio now came to her house as 
they might come to a calc, to swagger and learn the latest news. 
tShe had noticed the free-and-easy manner in which these 
people entered her dr.awing-reom, and it had made her take 
a dislike to them. Even the mar(iuis, with his ironical polite¬ 
ness, veas beginning to displease her. To triumph alone, there¬ 
fore, to keep the caice for themselves, s.s she expressed it, was a 
revenge which she fondly cherisliod. Later on, wiioii all those 
ill-bred persons presented themselves, liats off, before ?.fon- 
sieur Eougon the receiver of taxes, she would crush them in 
her turn. Siic was busy vrith these thoughts all night; and 
on the morrow, as she opened the shutters, she instinctively 
cast her first glance across the .street towards Monsieur 
Peirotte’s house, and smiled as she contemplated the broad 
damasi: curtains hanging behind the windows. 

Fclicitc’s hopes, in becoming modilied, had grown yet more 
intense. Like all women, she did not object to a tinge of 
mysteiy. The secret object that her husband was pur.suing 
cxcih'.d her far more than the Legitimi.st intrigues of Momsieur 
do Carnavant had ever done, fehe abandoned, without much 
regret, the calculation.s she had based on the marguis’.s suc¬ 
cess now that her husband declared ho w'ould bo able to make 
large protit.s by other means. She displayed, moreover, re¬ 
markable prudence and discretion. 

In reality, slie Avas .still tortured by anxious ciniosity; 
she studied Pierre’s ;'lighte.st actions, cnde.avouring to discover 
their meaning. Vvlsat if by chance lie wore following the 
wrong track Wliat if Eugene were dragging them in his 
train into some bu'cak-ncck pit, Avhcncc they would emerge 
yet more Imugry and impoverished? However, fiiitli was 
dawning on her. Eugene had commanded with such an air 
of authority that she ultimately came to believe in him. In 
this case again some nnlmown porver was at work. Pierre 
would speak mysteriously of the high personages whom their 
oldest sou visited in Paris. Eor her part she did not know 
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wh.thoco„l,u»volo.lowlththi..tii, hil on the other IiamI 

slie was unable to close her eyes to Ari-iiidc’s iii-auviscil acts' 
at Plassans. Tho visitors to her clrawiug-rooiu did not 
scruple to clonounco tho democratic journalist with extreme 
severity. Granoux muttered tliat he was a brigand, and 
Ttoudier would three or four times a week repeat to Felicito : 

‘ Your son is veriting some lino articles. Oidy yesterday 
ho attacked our friend Vuillet with revolting scurrility.’ 

Tho whole room joined in the chorus, and Commander 
Sicardot spoke of boxMig his son-in-law’s cars, while Piorro 
fliitly disowned him. The poor mother hung her iiead, re¬ 
straining her tears. For an instant she felt an inclination to 
burst forth, to tell lloudier that her desar child, in spite of his 
faults, was worth more than lie and all tho othei’s put together. 
But fihe was tied down, and did not wish to compromise tho 
position they liiid so luboi iously attiiined. Seeing the whole 
town so bitter against Aristide, she despaired of his future, 
thinking he was hopelessly ruining himself. On two occasions 
she spoke to him in secret, imploring him to return to tlicm, 
and not to irritate the yellow drawing-room any further. 
Aristide replied that she did not understand such matters ; 
that she was tho one who had committed a great blunder in 
placing her husband at the service of tlio marf[uis. Ho she 
had to abandon her sou to his own courses, resolving, however, 
that if Fugeno succeeded she would compel him to share the 
spoils with the poor fellow who was her favourite child. 

After tho departure of his eldest son, Pierre Eougon pur¬ 
sued his reactionary intrigues. Nothing seemed to have 
changed in the opinions of tho famous yellow drawing-room. 
Every evening the same men came to join in tho same propa¬ 
ganda in favour of tho ostahlishmcut of a monarchy, while the 
master of tho house approved and aided them with as much 
zeal as in the past. Eugene had left Plassaiis on May 1. A 
few days later, the yellow drawing-room was in raptures. 
The gossips were discussing tho letter of the President of ihe 
Eepublic to General Oudinot, in which the siege of Kome had 
been decided upon. This letter was regarded as a brilliant 
victory, due to the firm demeanour of the reactionary party. 
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Since 1848 the Chambers had been discussing the Eoman 
question; but it had been reserved for a Bonaparte to stifle 
a rising Kcpuhlic by an act of intervention which Franco, 
if free, would never have countenanced. The marquis declared, 
however, that one could not better promote the cause of legiti¬ 
macy, and Vuillot wrote a superb article on the matter. The 
enthusiasm became unbounded when, a month later, Com¬ 
mander Sicardot entered the Eougons’ house one evening and 
announced to the company that the French army was fighting 
under the walls of Eomo. Then, while everybody was raising 
exclamations at this news, he went up to Pierre, and shook 
hands with him in a significant manner. And when ho had 
taken a seat, he began to sound the praises of the President 
of the Eepublic, who, said ho, was the only person able to 
save Franco from anarchy. 

‘ Lot him save it, then, as quickly as pos.siblo,’ interrupted 
the marquis, ‘and let him then understand his duty by 
restoring it to its legitimate masters.’ 

Pierre seemed to approve this fine retort, and having thus 
given proof of his ardent royalism, he ventured to remark 
that Prince Tjouis Bonaparte had his entire sympatliy in the 
matter, lie thereupon exchanged a few sliort sentences with 
the commander, commending the excellent intentions of the 
President, which sentences one might have thought prepared 
and learnt beforehand. Bonapartism now, for the first time, 
made its entry into the yellow drawing-room. It is true that 
since the election of December 10 the Prince had been treated 
there with a certain amount of consideration, lie was pre¬ 
ferred a thousand times to Cavaignac, and the whole re 
actionary party had voted for him. But lliey regarded him 
rather as an accomplice than a friend; and, as such, they 
distrusted him, and even began to accuse him of a desire to 
Iteep for himself the chestnuts which he had pulled out of the 
fire. On that particular evening, however, owing to the 
fighting at Eome, they listened with favour to the praises of 
Pierre and the commander. 

The group led by Oranoux and Eoudier already demanded 
that the President should order all republican rascals to be 
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shot; while the marquis, leaning against the mantelpiece, 
gazed meditatively at a faded rose on the carpet. 'When ho 
at last lifted his head, Pierre, who had furtively watched his 
countenance as if to see the effect of his words, suddenly 
ceased speaking. However, Monsieur de Carnavant merely 
smiled and glanced at F61icit6 with a knowing took. This 
rapid by-play was not observed by the other people. Vuillot 
alone remarked in a sharp tone : 

‘ I would rather see your Bonaparte at London than at 
Paris. Our affairs would get along better then.’ 

At this the old oil-dealer turned slightly pale, fearing that 
ho had gone too far. ‘Pm not anxious to retain “my” 
Bonaparte,’ he said, with some firmness; ‘ you know where I 
would send him to if I were the master. 1 simply assert that 
the expedition to Borne was a good stroke.’ 

Policitc had followed this scene with inquisitive astonish¬ 
ment. However, she did not speak of it to her husband, which 
proved that she adopted it as the basis of secret study. The 
marquis’s smile, the significance of which escaped her, set 
her thinking. 

From that day forward, Eougon, at distant intervals, 
whenever the occasion oil'ered, slipped in a good word for the 
President of the Kcpublic. On such evenings, Commander 
Sicardot acted the part of a willing accomplice. At the same 
time. Clerical opinions still reigned sixpreme in the yellow 
drawing-room. It was more particularly in the following 
year that this group of reactionaries gained decisive influence 
■ in the town, thanks to the retrograde movement which was 
going on at Paris. All those anti-Liberal laws which the 
country called ‘the Eoman expedition at home’ definitively 
secured the triumph of the Eougon faction. The last enthu¬ 
siastic bourgeois saw the Eepublic tottciing, and hastened to 
rally round the Conservatives. Thus the Eougons’ hour had 
arrived ; the new town almost gave them an ovation on tho 
day when the tree of Liberty, planted on the square before 
tho Sub-Prefecture, was sawed down. This tree, a young 
poplar brought from tho banks of tho Viorno, had gradually 
withered, much to tho despair of the republican working-men. 
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•who •would come every Simduy to observe the progress of tho 
decay without being able to comprehend tho cause of it. A 
hattor’.s apprentice at List asserted that he had seen a woman 
leave Rougon’s house and pour a pail of poistmed water at 
the foot of tho tree. 1l thoueeforward became a matter of 
history that Felicitb hoi-self got up every night to sprinkle tho 
poplar -witli vitriol. When the lYee was dead tho iifnnicipal 
Council declared that the dignity of the Republic required it.s 
removal. For this, as they feared tho displeasure of (lie 
•working classes, tliey sJccted an advpmced hour of tho night. 
However, the conservative hou.-ehoMers of the ii<‘w town got 
•wind of the little ceremony, and all came down to tho .square 
before the Sub-Prefecture in erdtr to sec how a tree of 
Liberty would fall. The froqu niers of the yellow drawing¬ 
room stationed thomsclvos at tlio windows there. When tho 
poplar cracked and fell wbh a ib.’id in the darkne-s, as tragic¬ 
ally rigid as sonic mort.illy . triclieu hero, Felicite felt bound 
to ivave a white haiidhcr-hii f. d’his induced the crowd to 
applaud, and many d t.) the salute by waving tluir 

handkerchiefs likewise. A gi-'.up of people even came under 
the window shoutiipg; ‘ VA 'll bury it, weTl bury it.’ 

They meant the 11 lie, n-i d. ulit. Such was Felicite’s 
emotion, that .'bi; a'liio-.. bad a n- reous attack. Jl was a. lino 
evening for the yc-licw '.Ira’.ving-mom. 

However, the m-i'guis still looked at Felicite with the 
.same mystcrion; smile. This little old man was far too 
shrewd to bo ignorant of whither France was tending. Ho 
was among tbe 'list to .scent the coming of the Fmpiro. 
'When the Legislative A • cnibly, later on, exhausted its 
energie.s in uale.-s .'•pudjMing, when the Orhsuii.'.ts and 
Legitimi.sts tacitly acepted tlie idea of the Coup d’F.lat, he. 
Said to liim ;e!f that the game was decidedly lo.st. In fa<'t, 
ho wa;; the only one wlio saw thing , clearly. Vuillet certainly 
felt that the cause of Henri Y., which liis pajier defended, was 
becoming detestable ; but it mattereil little to him ; ho was 
conte.nt to bo the obedient creature of tho clergy; his entire 
policy v.a.s framed ho a,9 to enable him to dispo.so of as many 
ro.saric3 and sacred ima.gcs a.s possible. As for Roudier and 
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Granonx, they lived in a state of blind scare; it was not 
certain whether they really had any opinions ; all that they 
desired was to eat and sleep in peace; their political aspira¬ 
tions wont no further. The marquis, though he had bidden 
farewell to his hopes, continued to come to the Rougons’ as 
regularly as ever, lie enjoyed himself there. The clash of 
rival ambitions among the middle classes, and the di.splay of 
their follies, had hecomo an extremely amusing spectacle to 
him. Ho shuddered at the thought of again shutting him¬ 
self in the little room wlpcli ho owed to the beneficence of 
the Count do Valqueyras. With a kind of malicious delight, 
ho kept to himself the conviction that the Ijourbons’ hour 
had not yet arrived, lie feigned blindness, working as 
hitherto for the triumph of Legitimacy, and still remaining 
at the orders of the clergy and nobility, though from the 
very first day ho bad penetrated rierro’s new course of action, 
and believed that Felicite was his accomplice. 

One evening, being the first to arrive, ho found the old 
lady alono in tho drawing-room. ‘ Well! little one,’ ho 
asked, with his smiling familiarity, ‘ are yotir affairs going on 
all right ? Why the deuce do you make such mysteries with 
mo? ’ 

‘I’m not hiding anything from you,’ Fclieitc replied, 
somewhat perplexed. 

‘ Come, do you think you can deceive an old fox like me, 
eh? i\fy dear child, treat mo as a friend. I'm ipiite ready to 
help you secretly. Come now, be frank ! ’ 

• A bright idea struck Felicite. She had nothing to tell; 
but perhaps she might find out something if she kept 
quiet. 

‘ W’hy do yon smile?’ Jvlonsieur de Carnavant resumed. 

‘ That’s tho beginning of a confession, you know. I su>pcctod 
that you must be behind your husband. I’ierre is too stupid 
to invent the pretty treason you are hatching. 1 sincerely hope 
the Bonapartists will give you what I should have asked for 
you from the Bourbons.’ 

This single sentence confirmed the suspicions which the old 
woman had entertained for some time past. 

H 
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‘ Prince Louis has every chance, hasn’t he ? ’ she eagerly 
inquired. 

‘ ’SVill you betray mo if 1 tell you that I believe so ? ’ the 
marquis laughingly replied. ‘ I've donned my mourning over 
it, little one. I’m simply a poor old man, worn out and only 
fit to bo laid on the shelf. It was for you, however, that I 
was working. Since you have been able to find the right 
track without me, I shall feel some' consolation in seeing you 
triumph amidst my own defeat. Above all things, don’t 
make any more mysteries. Come to me if you are ever in 
trouble.’ 

And ho added, with the sceptical smile of a nobleman who 
has lost caste. ; ‘ Pshaw! 1 also can go in for a little 

treachery! ’ 

At this moment the clan of retired oil and almond dealers 
arrived. 

‘Ah! the dear reactionaries!’ ^ronsi(nir dc Carnavanl 
continued in an undertone. ‘ You see, little one, the areat art 
of politic.s consists in having a ))air of good eyes when other 
people are blind. You hold all the best cards in tlie pack.’ 

On the following day, Fi'licite, incited by ibis conversation, 
desii'ed to make sure on the matter. They were then in the 
first days of the yetn' bsol. b’or more than eiglUetm months, 
Kougon had been in the habit of receising a h ttei- from his 
son Lugi'-ne regularly evi rv fortnight. Ih’ would shut him¬ 
self in the bedroom to is ad these letter.s, which lie then hid at 
the bottom of an old .sec/e/mVi', the key of which he carefully 
kept in his waistcoat pocket. Whenever his wife questioned 
him about their son he would simply answer: ‘ JAigent'writes 
that he is going on all right.’ b’elicite hail long since thought 
of laying hands on her son’s letler.s. So ( arly on the morning 
after her chat with the marquis, while J’ierre was still asleep, 
she got up on tiptoes, took the key of the acrri'-tair,' from her 
husband’s waistcoat and substituted in its jdace that of the 
chest of drawers, which was of the satne size, 'riu-n, us soon 
as her husband had gone out, slu; shut herself in the room in 
her turn, emptied the drawer, and read all the letters with 
feverish curiosity. 
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Monsieur do Carnavant had not her n mi^^taken, and her 
own suspicions wore confirmed. There were about forty 
letters, which enahlod lier to follow the course of that groat 
IJonapartist movement wliicli was to terminate; in the second 
Empire. Tlie lettei’.s constituted a sort of concise journal, 
narrating events as tliey occurred, and drawing hopes a)id sug¬ 
gestions from each of them. Itugbno was full of faith. lie 
described rrinc(> Louis J!o)ia]iarte to his father as lljo pie- 
destined necessary man who alone could unravel the .‘-ituation. 
lie had l)clieve<i in liim p<ior evf-n 4) his rctuin to I’rance, at 
a time when JJonapartism was treated as a ridiculous chinK ra. 
Felicite understood that her son had been a very active secret 
agent since IHltS. Although he diil not clearly i xplain hi- 
position in Paris, it was evident iha: he wa.s worldng i'or the 
I'hnpire, under the oi'deis of n, rsoii:i<'es vrhosM nante-- le- men¬ 
tioned with a sort of faniiliariiy. leach of his li tters trave 
information as to the progress of the cause, to whicli an early 
(linoucinciil was foreshadowed: and msually concludeil by 
pointing out the line of action that J’icrre should pursue at 
Plassans. Eelieitb could now comprehend certain wonls and 
acts of her husband, whose signilicance liiul previously 
cscaiK'd her; Pierre wat obeying his sun, and blindly follow¬ 
ing his recommendations. 

When the old W(>man had linished laading, she was con¬ 
vinced. Eugene's entire thoughts were ckarly re-a,:!. d to 
her. lie reckoned upon making his poliiiiail fomnie in (he 
squabble, and repaying his parents the debt he owid them for 
Ins education, by throwing them a scrap of the ]uey as sooit as 
the quarry was secured. However small the a-si lance hi.s 
fatlicr might render to him and to the cause, it would not be 
dillicnlt to get him aiipoiiited receiser of ts\is. Xolhing 
would be refusral to one who like Lugene h:>d sici e d his 
hands in the most ;-eerot machinations. Ili^ hior; were 
simply a kind attention on his part, a device' to iireveiit the 
llougons from committing any act of impradi'Uce', for which 
Fclicit6 felt deeply grateful. She read certain passages of 
the letters twice over, notably those in which Eugcuo spoke, 
in vague terms, of ‘ a hnal catastrophe.’ This catastrophe, the 

II 2 
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nature or bearings of which she could not well conceive, 
became a sort of end of the world for her. God would range 
the chosen ones on Ilis right hand and the damned on Ilis 
left, and she placed herself among the former. 

"When she succeeded in replacing the key in her husband’s 
waistcoat pocket on the following night, she made up her 
mind to employ the same expedient for reading every fresh 
letter that arrived. She resolved, likewise, to profess complete 
ignorance. This plan was an excellent one. Henceforward, 
she gave her husband tl^e more assistance as slio appeared to 
render it unconsciously. V.’hcn rierre thouglu he was working 
alone it was she who brought the conversation round to the 
desired topic, recruiting partisans for the decisive moment. 
She felt hurt at Eugene's distrust of her. She wanted to be 
able to say to liim, after the triumph : ‘ 1 knew all, and so 
far from spoiling anything, I have secured the victory.’ 
Kever did an accomplice make less noise or work harder. 
The mar(juis, whom she hud taken into her conGdence, was 
astounded at it. 

The fate of her dear Aristide, however, continued to make 
lier uneasy. Now that she shared the faith of her eldest son, 
the rabid articles of the ‘ Independant ’ alarmed her all the 
more. She longed to convert the unfortunate republican to 
N'apolconisl ideas ; but she did not know how to accomplish 
this in a discreet manner. She recalled the emphasis with 
which Eugene had told them to bo on their guard against 
Aristide. At last she submitted the matter to Jlonsicur do 
C'arnavant, who was entirely of the same opinion. ' . 

‘ Little one,’ he said to her, ‘ in politics one must know 
how to look after one’s-self. If jou were to convert your son, 
and the “ Independant ” were to start writing in defence of 
Ilonapartisni, it would deal the party a rude blow. The 
“ Independant ” has been already condemned, it.s title alono 
sutlices to enrage tin; middle classes of riassans. Let dear 
Aristide Goiinder about; this only moulds young people. IIo 
does not appear to me to be cut out for carrying on the r6le 
of a martyr for any length of time.’ 

However, in her eagerness to point out the right way to her 
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family, now that slio believed herself in possession of the 
truth, Fclicite even sought to convert her son Pascal. The 
doctor, with the egotism of a scientist immersed in his 
researches, gave little heed to politics. Empires might fall 
while ho was making an experiment, yet he would not have 
deigned to turn liis head. He at last yielded, however, to 
certain importunities of his mother, who accused him more 
than over of living like an unsociable churl. 

‘ If you were to go into society,’ she said to him, ‘ you would 
get some well-to-do patients. Como, at least, and spend some 
evenings in our drawing-room. You will make the accpiaint- 
ancoi)f j\Icssiours Eoudier, Granoux, and Sicardot, all gentle¬ 
men in good circumstances, who will pay you four or five 
francs a visit. Tlie poor people will never enrich you.’ 

The idea of succcocling in life, of seeing all her family 
attain to fortune, had become a form of monomania with 
Eelicite. Pascal, in order to be agreeable to her, came and 
spent a few evenings in the yellow drawing-room. He was 
much less bored there than he had apprehended. At first he 
was rather stupefied at the degree of imbecility to which sane 
men can sink. The old oil and almond dealers, the marquis 
and the commander even, appeared to him so many curious 
animals, which ho had not hitherto had an opportunity of study¬ 
ing. He looked with a naturalist’s inlere-t at their grimacing 
faces, in wliich he discerned traces of their occupations and 
appetites; he listened also to their inane chatter, just as he 
might have tried to catch the moaning of a cat’s mew or a 
.dog’s bark. At this period ho was occupied with comparative 
natural history, applying to the human race the observations 
which he had made upon animals with regard to the working 
of heredity. While ho was in the yellow drawing-room, 
therefore, he amused himself with the belief that ho had 
fallen in w'ith a menagerie. He established comparisons 
between the grotesque creatures he found there and certain 
animals of his acquaintance. The marquis, with his leanness 
and small crafty-looking head, reminded him exactly of a 
long green grasshopper, ^’uillet impressed him as a pale, 
slimy toad. He was more considerate for Roudier, a fat sheep, 
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and fdi’ tho commander, an old toothless mastiff. But tho 
prodigious Cliauoiix was a perpetual cause of astonishment to 
him. lie spent a whole evening measuring this imbecile’s 
facial angle. When ho heard him mutter indistinct impreca¬ 
tions against those blood-.suekers the Kepublicans, ho always 
expeeled to hear liim moan like a calf; and ho could never 
sec him rise from his chair witliout imagining that ho was 
ahoitt to leave tho room on all fours. 

‘ Talk to them,’ hi.s mother used to say in an undertone ; 
• try and make a practice out of tlieae gentlemen.’ 

‘I am not a veterinary surgeon,’ he at last replied, ex¬ 
asperated. 

One I'vening l-Tlicite took him into a corner and tried to 
catechise him. She was glad to sec him come to her house 
rather asdduonsly. Slie thought him reconciled to Society, 
not susjjccting for a monunt the singular amusement that In- 
derivcil from ridiculing tliesi; rich jicoide. She clierished the 
si cret pr.iji cL fif making him the fashionable doctor of 1‘lassans. 
It would he -mlicieiil if men like (iranoux and Jxoiidier con- 
s<'nted 10 give Ijim a start. Slu' wished, above all, to impart 
to him tlin political views of the family, considering that a 
doctor had evm'ylhing to gain by constituting himself a 
warm partisan of the yrijinir which was to succeed the 
Bepuhlic. 

‘ My dear boy,’ she said to him, ‘ as you have now become 
reasonable, you iiiiist give some thought to the future. You 
are accu-ed of being a ile])uljlican, because you are foolish 
enough to atteml all the heggai's of the town without tnaking 
any charge. Be frank, what are your real opinions V ’ 

Pascal looki d at his mother with naive astonishment, 
then with a smile re plied : ‘iMy real oj>inions? 1 don’t quite 
know - I am accused of being a Kcpuhlican, did you say 
\'eryw(‘ll! f don't feel at all ()ffend(‘d. lam undoubtedly a 
Kcpuhlican, if you undt i s.tand by that word a man who wishes 
the welfiire of everybody.' 

‘ But you will never attain to any position,’ Felicite quickly 
interruj)ted. ‘ You will he crushed. Look at your brothers, 
they are trying to make their way.’ 



THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS 


103 


Pascal then coinprchoiided that ho was not called upon to 
defend his philosopliic c;j,njtisiu. llis mother simply accused 
him of not speculating on the political situation. lie began 
to laugh .somewhat sadly, and tlien turned the conversation 
into another channel. Felicite could never induce him to 
consider the chances of the various parties, itor to enlist in 
that one of them which seemed likely to carry the day. 
However, he still occasionally came to .spend an evening in the 
yellow drawing-rf)om. Granoux interested him like an ante¬ 
diluvian animal. 

In the mcantinn', events were moving. The year 1851 
was a year of anxiety and apprehension for the politicians 
of Plassans, and the cause which the Uougons S(U’vcd derived 
advantage from thi.s circumstance. The most contradictory 
news arrived from I'aris ; sonietinn-.s the Kepuhlicans were in 
the ascendant, sometime.s the Conservative party was crushing 
the licpuhlic. The echoes of the .snuahhlcs which were rending 
the Legislative Assemhlv reached the depths of the provinces, 
now in iin exaggoratid, now in an attenuated form, varying 
so grciitly its to obscure the vision of the most clear-sighted. 
The only general feeling was that a ilinoiicincnt was ap¬ 
proaching. The prevailing ignorance as to the nature of 
this (Ivmacvicni kept timid middle-class people in a terrible 
state of anxiety. Lveryhody wished to see the end. They 
were sick of uncertainty, and would have llung themselves 
into the arms of the Grand Turk, if he would have deigned to 
save France from anarchy. 

• 'I'he mar<iuis's smile became more acute. Of an evening, in 
the yellow drawing-room, when Granoux’s growl was rendered 
indistinct by fright, he would draw near to Felicite and whisper 
in her ear ; ‘ Come, little one, the fruit is ripe—hut you must 
make yourself useful.’ 

Felicite, who continued to read Eugene’s letters, and knew 
that a decisive crisis might any day occur, had .already often 
felt the necessity of making hersidf useful, and rellected as to 
the manner in which the llougous should employ themselves. 
At last she consulted the maniuis. 

‘ It all depends upon circumstances,’ the little old man 
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replied. ‘ If the department remains quiet, if no insurrection 
occurs to terrify Plassans, it will be difficult for you to make 
yourselves conspicuous and render any services to the now 
government. I advise you, in that case, to remain at home, 
and peacefully await the bounties of your son Eug6ne. But 
if the people rise, and our brave bourgeois think themselves in 
danger, there will bo a fine part to play. Your husband is 
somewhat heavy-’ 

‘ Oh ! ’ said Folicite, ‘ I’ll undertake to make him supple. 
Do you think the department will revolt ? ’ 

‘ To ray mind it’s a certainty. Plassans, perhaps, will not 
make a stir; the reaction has secured too firm a hold here for 
that. But the neighbouring towns, especially the small ones 
and the villages, have long been worked by certain secret 
societies, and belong to the advanced Ilepublican party. If a 
Coup d’Ftat should burst forth, the tocsin will bo heard 
throughout the entire country, from the forests of the Seillo 
to the plateau of Sainte-Eoure.’ 

Felicito reflected. ‘ You think, tiien,’ she resumed, ‘ that 
an insurrection is necessary to ensure our fortune ! ’ 

‘ That’s my opinion,’ replied Monsieur de Carnavant. 
And ho added, with a slightly ironical smile : ‘ A new dynasty 
is never founded excepting upon an affray. Blood is good 
manure. It will bo a fine thing for the Eougons to date from 
a massacre, like certain illustrious families.’ 

These words, accompanied by a sneer, sent a cold chill 
through Felicite’s bones. But she was a strong-minded 
woman, and the sight of Monsieur Peirotto’s beautiful curtain.s, 
which she religiously viewed every morning, sustained her 
courage. Whenever she felt herself giving way, she planted 
herself at the window and contemplated the tax-roceivor’a 
house. For her it was the Tuileries. She had determined 
upon the most extreme measures in order to secure an enMe 
into the new town, that promised land, on the threshold of 
which she had stood with burning longing for so many years. 

The conversation which she had held witli the marquis 
had at last clearly revealed the situation to her. A few days 
afterwards, she succeeded in reading one of Eugene’s letters, 
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in which he, who was working for the Coup d’Ktat, seemed 
also to roly upon an insurrection as the means of endowing 
his father with some importance. Eugene knew his depart¬ 
ment well. All his suggestions had been framed with the 
object of placing ns much influence as possible in the hands 
of the yellow drawing-room reactionaries, so that the Eougons 
might be able to hold the town at the critical moment. In 
accordance W’ith his desires, the yellow drawing-room was 
master of Plassans in November, 1851. lioudier represented*^ 
the rich citizens there, syid his attitude would certainly decide 
that of the entire now town. Granoux was still more 
valuable; he had the Municipal Council behind him : he was 
its most powerful member, a fact which will give some idea 
of its other members. Finally, through Commander Sicardot, 
W’hom the marquis had succeeded in getting appointed as 
chief of the National Guard, the yellow drawing-room had the 
armed force at their disposal. 

The Rougons, those poor disreputable devils, had thus 
succeeded in rallying round themselves the instruments of 
their own fortune. Everyone, from cowardice or stupidity, 
would have to obey them and work in the dark for their 
aggrandi.soment. They simply had to fear those other 
influences which might bo working with the same object as 
themselves, and might partially rob them of the merit of victory. 
That was their great fear, for they wanted to re.servc to them¬ 
selves the rdlc of deliverers. They knew bcforeliaud that they 
would be aided rather than hindered by the clergy and the 
'nobiUty. But if the sub-prefect, the mayor, and the other 
functionaries were to take a step in advance and at once 
stifle the insurrection they would find themselves thrown 
into the shade, and oven arrested in their exploits; they 
tvould have neither time nor means to make themselves 
useful. What they longed for was complete abstention, 
general panic among the functionaries. If only all regular 
administration should disappear, and they could dispose of 
the destinies of Plassans for a single day, their fortune would 
bo firmly established. 

Happily for them, there was not a man in the government 
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service whoso convictions wore so firm or whoso circnmslances 
were so needy as to mako liim disposed to risk thogame. The 
sub-prefeet was a man of libcu-al spirit whom the executive 
had forgetfully left at Plassans, owing, no doubt, to the good 
repute of the town. Of timid character and incapable of 
exceeding Ids authority, ho would no doubt ho greatly embar¬ 
rassed in the presence of an insurrection. Tlie Eougons, who 
knew that he was in favour of the democratic cause, and who 
consequently never dreaded his zeal, were simply curious to 
know what attitude he would assume. A.s for tlio munici¬ 
pality, this did not cause them much apprehension. The 
mayor, i^lonsieur (iaivoimet, was a Li'gitimist whose nomina¬ 
tion had been procured by the inlluence of the Saint-Marc 
quarter in IS 11). lie detested tlui Hepublicans and treated 
them with undisguised disdain ; l)ut he was too closely united 
by bonds of friendship with certain members of tlie church to 
lend any active hand in a Jlonapai-list Coup d’litat. The 
other functionaries were in exactly tlie same position. The 
justices of the ])eaec, the post-master, the tax-collector, as 
well as ^lonsieiir L’eirotte, the cliief receiver of taxes, ^vere all 
indebted for their posts to the Clerical reaction, and could not 
accept the l''.m))ire with tiny grtait enthusiasm. The Hoiigons, 
tliough they did not quite see how they inight gig rid of these 
people and clear the way for themselves, nevertheless indulged 
in sanguine hopes on finding there was litlli! likelihood of 
anybody disputing thi-ir rMo, as deliverer.s. 

The iii':}iriuciHc(U wa.s drawing near. In the hist day.s of 
November, as thi' riimoitr of a Coup d’Mtat was circulating, 
the prince-president wa.s accused of seeking the position of 
emperor. 

‘ hill! We’ll call him wliatever he likes,’ (ininoux exclaimed, 
‘ provided he has those ileptiblican rascals shot! ’ 

This exclainaiion from Cranoux, who was hilieved to bo 
asleep, caused great commotion. The marquis iiretcnded not 
to hiive heard it; btiL idl the hoiirjnjiii nodded approval. 
Itoudier, who, being rich, did not fear to applaud the senti¬ 
ment aloud, went so far as to declare, while glancing tiskanco 
at Monsieur do Carnavant, that the position was no longer 
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tenable, and that France must bo chastised as soon as possible, 
never mind by what hand. 

The marquis still maintained a silence which was inter¬ 
preted as acquiescence. And thereupon the Conservative clan, 
abandoning the cause of I-egitimacy, ventured to offer up 
prayers in favour of the Empire. 

‘ My friends,’ .said Commander Bicardot, ri.sing from his 
seat, ‘ only a Napoleon can now protect threatened life and 
property. Have no fear. I’ve taken the necessary precautions- 
to preserve order at Plai^sans.’ 

As a matter of fact the commander, in concert with Rougon, 
had concealed, in a kind of cart-honsc near the ramparts, both 
a supply of cartridges and a considerable number of muskets ; 
he had also taken steps to secure the co-operation of the 
National (iiiard, on which he believed he could rely, llis 
words produced a very favourable impre>.sion. On separating 
for tin' evening, the peaceful citizen-; of tlu; yellow drawing¬ 
room spoke of massacring the ‘Reds’ if they .-should dare to 
stir. 

On December 1, Pierre Piongon received a letter from 
Eugene which ho went to read in his bedroom, in accordance 
with his priubuit habit. Eelicite observcil, however, that he 
was very agitated when ho came out again. Bho Ihittered 
round the secretaire all day. When night came, she could 
restrain her impatience no longer. Her hu.sband had scarcely 
fallen asleep, when slu! quietly got up, took tlie key of the 
secretaire from the waistcoat pocket, and gaineil possession of 
’the letter with as little noise as possible. Eugene, in ten 
lines, warned his father that the cri.sis was at hand, and 
advised him to acquaint his mother with the situation of 
ail’airs. Tho hour for informing her had arrived ; he might 
stand in need of her advice. 

Eelicite awaited, on tho morrow, a disclosure which did 
not come. She did not dare to confess her curiosity ; but 
continued to feign ignorance, though enraged at the foolish 
distrust of her husband, who, doubtless, considered her a 
gossip, and weak like other women. Pierre, with that marital 
pride which inspires a man with a belief in his own superiority 
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at homo, had ended by attributing all their past ill-luck to his 
wife. From the time that he fancied he had been conducting 
matters alone everything seemed to him to have gone as he 
desired. .Ho had decided, therefore, to dispense altogether 
with his consort’s counsels, and to confide nothing to her, in 
spite of his son’s recommendations. 

F(51icit6 was piqued to such a degree that sho would have 
upset the whole afiair had she not desired the triumph as 
.•■ardently as Pierre. So she continued to work energetically 
for victory, while endeavouring to take her revenge. 

‘Ah! if he could only have some great fright,’ thought 
she; ‘ if ho would only commit some act of imprudence I 
Then I should see him come to mo and humbly ask for advice; 
it would be my turn to lay down the law.’ 

She felt somewhat uneasy at the imperious attitude Pierre 
would certainly assume if ho were to triumph without her 
aid. On marrying thi.s peasant’s son, in preference to some 
notary’s clerk, she had intended to make use of him as a 
strongly made puppet, whoso strings sho would pull in her 
own way; and now, at the decisive moment, the puppet, in his 
blind stupidity, wanted to work alone ! All the cunning, all 
the feverish activity within the old woman proto.sted against 
this. She Itncw Pierre was quite capable of some brutal resolve 
such as that which he had taken Avhon he compelled his 
mother to sign the receipt for fifty thousand franc.s ; the tool 
was indeed a useful and unscrupulous one; but sho felt the 
nece.ssity for guiding it, especially under present circumstances, 
when considerable supplene.ss was requisite. 

Theoflicial news of the Coup d’Ktat did not reach Plassans 
until the afternoon of December 8 -- a 'Thursday. Already, at 
seven o’clock in the evening, there was a full meeting in tho 
yellow drawing-room. Althougli tho crisis had been eagerly 
desired, vague uneasiness appeared on the faces of tho 
majority. 'They discussed events amid endlcs.^ chatter. 
Pierre, who like the others was slightly pale, thought it 
right, as an extreme measure of prudence, to c.xcuse Prince 
Louis’s decisive act to tho Legitimists and Orleanists who 
wore present. 
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‘ There is talk of an appeal to the people,’ he said; ‘ the 
nation will then bo free to choose whatever government it 
likes. Tlio president is a man to retire before our legitimate 
masters.’ 

The marquis, who had retained bis aristocratic coolness, 
was the only one who greeted these words with a smile. The 
others, in the enthusiasm of the moment, concerned them¬ 
selves very little about what might follow. All their opinions 
foundered. Roudier, forgetting the esteem which as a former 
shopkeeper ho liad eiit.ertained for the Orlcanists, stopped 
Pierre rather abruptly. And everybody exclaimed: ‘ Don’t 
argue the matter. Let us think of preserving order.’ 

These good people were terribly afraid of the Republicans. 
There had, however, been very little commotion in the town 
on the announcement of the events in Paris. People had 
collected in front of the notices posted on the door of the 
Sub-Prefecture; it wa.s also rumoured that a feW' hundred 
workmen had left their work and were endeavouring to 
organise resistance. That was all. No serious disturbance 
seemed likely to occur. Tlic course which the neighbouring 
towns and rural districts might take seemed more likely to 
occasion anxiety; however, it was not yet known how' they 
had received the news of the Coup d'l-'.iat. 

Granoux arrived at about nine o’clock, quite out of breath, 
lie had just left a sitting of the Municipal Council which had 
been hastily summoned together. Choking with emotion, he 
announced that the mayor. Monsieur Gari;onnet, had declared, 
while making due reserves, that he was determined to preserve 
order by the most stringent measures. However, the intel¬ 
ligence wdiicli caused the )ioisiest chattering in the yellow 
drawing-room was that of tlie resignation of the sub-prefect. 
This functionary had absolutely refused to communicate the 
despatches of the Jlinistcr of the Interior to the inhabitants 
of Plassans; ho had just left the town, so Granoux asserted, 
and it was thanks to the mayor that the messages had been 
posted. This was perhaps the only sub-prefect in France 
who ever had the courage of liis democratic opinions. 

Although Monsieur Gar(,'onnet’s firm demeanour caused 
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tlio llougoiis some secret anxiety, they rubbed their hands at 
the flight of the sub-prefect, which loft the post vacant for 
them. It was decided on this memorable evening that tlie 
yellow drawing-room party should accept the Coup d’ Mtat and 
openly declare tliat it was in favour of accomplished facts. 
^■nillet was commissioned to write an article to that oH'cet, 
and publish it on the morrow in the ‘Gazette.’ Neither he 
nor the marquis raised any objection. They had, no doubt, 
received instructions from the mysterious individuals to whom 
they sometimi's made pious allusions. The clergy and the 
nobility were already resigned to the course of lending a strong 
hand to the victors, in order to crush their common enemy, 
the llcpublic. 

While the yellow drawing-room was deliberating o)t tlic 
evening in question, Aristide was ])crspiring with anxiety. 
Never had gambler, staking his last louis on a eai-d, felt such 
anguish. J luring the day the i-esignation of his chief, the 
sub-prefect, had given him much matter for reflection, lie 
had heard him repeat .several tinu‘s that the Coup d'Mtal must 
prove a failure. This functionary, taidowed with a limited 
amount of honesty, believed in the fln.al triumph of the 
democracy, though he had not the courage to work for that 
triumph by oli'ering resistance. Aristidi'was in the habit of 
listening at the doors of the hiib-rrcfecturi', in order to get 
ju’ccise information, for he felt that ho ^^•as groping in the 
dark, ami clung to the intelligence which he ghaiied from 
the otiicials. 'I'he sub-prefect's opinion struck him forcibly; 
but he remained perplexed, lie thought to himself; ‘Why 
does the fellow go away if he is so certain the prince president 
will meet with a check? ’ However, as he was conq)elled to 
espouse one side or the other, ho resolvt'd to continue Jiis 
oppo.sition. lie wrote a veiy Jiostile artich! on the Coiq) 
d’Ktat, and took it to the ‘ Indejiendant ’ the same evening for 
the following morning’s issue. He had corrected the proofs of 
this article, and was retuniing home somewhat calmed, when, 
as he passed along the Itiie de la JJanne, ho instinctively 
raised his head and glanced at the Itougons’ windows. These 
windows w'cre brightly lighted up. 
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‘What can tlioy bo plotting np there?’ the journalist 
asked himself, with anxious curiosity. 

A fierce desire to know the opinion of the yellow drawing¬ 
room with regard to recent events then assailed him. lie 
credited this group of reactionaries with little intelligence; 
but his doubts recurred, he was in that frame of mind when 
one might sc^ek advice from a child, lie could not think of 
entering his father’s home at that moment, after the campaign 
ho had waged against (iranoux and the others Nevertheless, 
he went upstairs, rellecting what a singular figure he would 
cut if ho weri' s\irprised on the way by anyone. On reaching 
the llougons’ door, he could only catch a confused echo of 
voices. 

‘What a child I am,’ said he. ‘ fiar makes mo stupid.’ 
And he was going to descend again, when he heard the approach 
of his miiilier, who was about to show sunudiody out. He had 
barely time to hid(' in a dark coriu r formed by a littk' staircase 
leading to the garrets of the house, d’lu! llougons’ door 
opened, and the mai'ipiis appeared, followed by IVlicite. 
Jlonsieur de (.'arnavant usually left before the gentlemen of 
the new tt)wn did. in ordiu' no doubt to avoid having to shake 
hands with them in the strci-t. 

‘ I'.h ! little one.’he said on the landing, in a low voice. 

‘ thc'c men aiv greater coward^ than I should have though.t. 
With such men I’rance will always be at the mercy of who¬ 
ever dares to lay his liands tipon her !' And he added, with 
some bitterness, a.s though speaking to himself; • The monarchy 
’id decidedly becoming too honest for modern times. Its day 
is over.’ 

‘ b’.ugeno announced the crisis to his father,’ replied 
]''idieite. ‘ Prince liouis’.s triumph seems to him certain.’ 

‘Oh, you can proceed without fear.’ the mar([uis replied, as 
ho desceiub d the first stejis. ‘ In two or three daws the country 
will be well hound and gagged, (lood-byo till to-morrow, little 
one.’ 

Felicite closed the door again, .\n.stide had received 
quite a shock in his dark corner. However, without waiting 
for the marquis to reach the street, he bounded down the 
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staircase, four steps at a time, rushed outside like a madman, 
and turned his steps towards the printing-ofiico of the ‘ lnd4- 
pendant.’ A flood of thoughts surged through his mind. 
Ho was enraged, and accused his family of having duped him. 
What! Eugene kept his parents informed of the situation, 
and yet his mother had never given him any of his eldest 
brother's letters to read, in order that ho might follow the 
advice given therein! And it was only now ho learnt by 
chance that his eldest brother regarded the success of the 
Coup d’Jitat as certain ! This circumstance, moreover, con¬ 
firmed certain presentiments which that idiot of a sub-prefect 
had prevented him from obeying, lie was especially exas¬ 
perated against his father, whom he had thought stupid enough 
to bo a Legitimist, but who revealed himself as a Bonapartist 
at the rigid moment. 

‘ What a lot of folly they have allowed me to perpetrate,’ he 
muttered as he ran along. ‘ I’m a fine follow now. Ah 1 
what a lesson ! Grauoux is more capable than I.’ 

Ho entered the ofliccs of the ‘ Indopendant ’ like a hurri¬ 
cane, and asked for his article in a choking voice. The 
article had already boon imposed. Ho liad the forme unlocked, 
and would not rest until ho had liimsolf destroyed the setting, 
mixing the type in a furious manner, like a set of dominoes. 
The bookseller who managed the paper looked at him in 
amazement. lie was, in reality, rather glad of the incident, 
as the article had seemed to him somewhat dangerous. But 
he was absolutely obliged to have some copy, if the ‘Indepen¬ 
dant ’ was to appear. 

‘ Are you going to give me something else ? ’ he asked. 

‘ Certainly,’ replied Aristide. 

He sat down at the table and begun a warm panegyric on 
the Coup d’J'ltut. At the very first line, ho swore that Prince 
Louis had just saved the Republic ; but he had hardly written 
a page before he stopped and seemed at a loss how to continue. 
A troubled look came over his pole-cat face. 

‘ I must go homo,’ he said at last. ‘ I will send you this 
immediately. Your paper can appear a little later, if 
necessary.’ 
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II 0 walked slowly on hia way homo, lost in meditation. 
IIo was again giving w^ay to indecision. Why should he veer 
round so quickly ? Eugene was an intelligent fellow, but his 
mother had X)erhaps exaggerated the significance of some 
sentence in his letter. In any case, it ■would bo better to wait 
and hold his tongue. 

An hour later Angelo called at the bookseller’s, feigning 
deep emotion. 

‘ My husband lias just severely injured himself,’ she said. 
‘He jammed his four lingers in a door as he was coming in. 
In spite of his sufferings, he has dictated this little note, which 
ho begs you to publish to-morrow.’ 

On the following day the ‘ Iiidepeudant,’ made up almost 
entirely of miscellaneous items of news, appeared with these 
few lines at the head of the fir.st column : 

‘A deplorable accident wiiich h;is occurred to our eminent 
contributor Monsieur Aristide lunigon will deprive us of his 
articles for some time. He will suffer at having to remain 
silent in tho pre.sont grave circumstances. Xune of our 
readers will doubt, however, the good wishes which he offers 
up with patriotic feelings for tho welfare of France.’ 

This burlesque note had been maturely stiuliod. The last 
.sentence might be interprett'd in favour of all parties. By 
this expedient, Aristide devised a glorious return for himself 
on tho morrow of battle, in tho shape of a laudatory article 
on the victors. On tho following day ho showed himself to 
tho whole town, wdth his arm in a sling. Ilis mother, 
frightened by tho notice in tho paper, hastily called upon him, 
but ho refused to show her his hand, and spoke with a bitter¬ 
ness which enlightened tho old woman. 

‘It won’t bo anything,’ she said in a reassuring and some¬ 
what sarcastic tone, as she was leaving. ‘ You only want a 
littlo rest.’ 

It was no doubt owing to this pretended accident, and 
tho sub-prefect’s departure, that the ‘ Independant ’ was not 
interfered with, like most of tho democratic papers of the 
departments. 

The Ith day of the month proved comparatively quiet at 



114 Tim FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS 

Plassaiis. In the ovonin" there was a public demonstration 
which the mere ajipearancc ot the geiidarmes suiliced to 
disperse. A baud of worliing ineii cnuio to request Monsieur 
Gareonnet to communicate the despatches he had received 
from Paris, which the latter haughtily refused to do; as it 
retired the baud shouted: ‘ Long live the llepuhlic ! Long 
live the Constitution ! ’ After this, order was restored. The 
yelloAV drawine-ri'orn, after commenting at some length on 
this innocH'ut parade, cH'ucluded that affairs were going on 
excellently. , 

Pile nth and 0th were, however, more disquieting. Intelli¬ 
gence wa : received of .successive risings in small neighbouring 
town< : the whole southern )iart of the department had taken 
up artjis : I.:i Paliid and Saint-iMai'tin-de-Vaulx had been the 
iir<l 10 ri^e, drawing after them the villages of Chavanos, 
Narero', PotijoL, Vabiuevras and N'eruoux. The ytdlow 
(Irawing-rooiii party was now becoming seriously alarmed. It 
felt paiiicularly uneasy at seeing Plassans isolateil in the very 
midst of the revolt. Hands of insurgents would certainly 
scoiir the country and cut olf all Communications, (iranoux 
annountvd, with a terrified look, that the mayor was without 
any new-. Soinepiople even asseried that blood had been 
shed at Marseilles, and that a Ibrinidablo revolution had broken 
out in Paris. Commander Sicurdot, enraged at the cowardice 
of the hf’}ii'jcoi::, vowed lie would die at the head of his 
men. 

On Sunday the 7th the terror reached a climax. Already 
at six o’cloek tile yellow drawing-room, wliero a sort 'of 
reactionary committee sat cii pciini'iuncc. was crowded with 
pale, trembling men, who conver-ed in imdertonc.s, as though 
they wore in a. chamber of death. It bad been ascertained 
during the day that a column of insurgents, about three 
thousand strong, had assembled at Alboi.se, a big village not 
more than three Ictigues away. It was true that this column 
had been ordered to make for the chief town of tho depart¬ 
ment, leaving Plassans on its left; but the plan of campaign 
might at any time ho altered; moreover, it sufficed for these 
cowardly cits to know that there wore insurgents a few miles 
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off, to make them feel the horny hands of the toilers already 
tightened round their tliroats. They had had a foretaste of 
the revolt in the morning; the few Kepnhlicans at I’la«sans, 
seeing that they would bo unable to make any determined 
move in the town, had resolved to join their brethren of La 
Pallid and Saint-i\lartin-de-Vanlx; the first group had left at 
about eleven o’clock, by the Porte do Pome, shouting the 
‘ Marseillaise ’ and smashing a few windows. Graiioux had 
had one broken. He mentioned the circumstance with 
stammerings of terror. 

Meantime, the most acute anxiety agitated the yellow 
drawing-room. The commander had sent his servant to 
obtain some inforniatioii as to the exact movements of the 
insurgenls, and the others awaited this man’s return, making 
tlie most asronisliing surmises. They had a full meeting. 
Jloudier and (iranoux. sinking back in their arm-chairs, ex¬ 
changed the most pitiable glances, whilst behind them moaned 
a lerror stricken group of retired tradesmen. Viiillet, without 
a))pearing over scared, reflected upon what precautions he 
should take to protect his shop and person ; he was in 
doubt whether he should hide himself in his garret or cellar, 
and inclined towards the latter. For their part Pierre and the 
commander walked up and down, exchanging a word ever and 
anon. The old oil-dealer clung to his friend Sicardot as if 
to borrow a little courage from him. lie, who had been 
awaiting the crisis for such a long time, now endeavoured to 
keep his countenance, in spite of the emotion which was 
stilling him. As for the marquis, more spruce and smiling 
than usual, he conversed in a corner with Felicite. who seemed 
very gay. 

At last a ring came. The gentlemen started as if they 
had heard a gun-shot. Dead silence reigned in the drawing¬ 
room when Felicite went to open the door, towards which 
their pale, anxious faces were turned. Then the commander’s 
servant appeared on the threshold, (juite out of breath, and 
said abruptly to his master; ‘ Sir, the insurgents xnll be 

here in an hour.* 

This was a thunderbolt. They all started up, vociferating. 
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and raising tlioir anus towards tlio ceiling. For several 
minutes it was impossible to hear one’s-self speak. The 
company surrounded the messenger, overwhelming him with 
questions. 

‘ Damnation! ’ the commander at length shouted, ‘ don’t 
make such a row. I3o calm, or I won’t answer for any¬ 
thing.’ 

Everyone sank back in his chair again, heaving long- 
drawn sighs. They then obtained a few particulars. The 
messenger had met the column j\t Les Tulcttcs, and had 
hastened to return. 

‘ There are at least three thousand of them,’ said ho. 
‘ They are marching in battalions, like soldiers. I thought I 
caught sight of some prisoners in their midst.’ 

‘ Prisoners! ’ cried the terrified bourgeois. 

‘ No doubt,’ the marquis interrupted in his shrill voice. 
‘ I’ve heard that the insurgents arrest all persons who are 
known to have conservative leanings.’ 

This information gave a finishing touch to the consterna¬ 
tion of the yellow drawing-room. A few bourgeois got up 
and stealthily made for the door, reflecting that they had not 
too much time before them to gain a place of safety. 

The announcement of the arrests made by tho Republicans 
appeared to strike Folicite. Bbc took tho marquis aside and 
asked him: ‘ What do theso men do with the people they 

arrest ?’ 

‘ Why, they carry them off in their train,’ Monsieur de 
Carnavant replied. ‘ They no doubt consider them excollerit 
hostages.’ 

‘ Ah ! ’ tho old woman rejoined, in a strange tone. 

Then she again thoughtfully watched the curious scene 
of panic around her. Tho bourgeois gradually disappeared; 
soon there only remained Vuillet and Eoudicr, whom tho 
approaching danger inspired with some courage. As for 
Granoux, he likewise remained in his corner, his logs refus¬ 
ing to perform tlieir oflico. 

‘ W'ell, I like this better,’ Sicardot remarked, as he ob¬ 
served the flight of the other adherents. ‘ Those cowards were 
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exasperating me at last. For more than two years they’ve 
been speaking of shooting all the Bepublicans in the province, 
and to-day they wouldn’t even fire a halfpenny cracker under 
their noses.’ 

Then he took up his hat and turned towards the door. 

‘ Let’s see,’ ho continued, ‘ time presses. Come, Rougon.’ 

F^licite, it seemed, had been waiting for this moment. She 
placed herself between the door and her husband, who, for 
that matter, was not particularly eager to follow the formid¬ 
able Sicardot. 

‘ I won’t have you go out,’ she cried, feigning sudden 
despair. ‘ I won’t let you leave my side. Those scoundrels 
will kill you.’ 

The commander stopped in amazement. 

Hang it all! ’ he growled, ‘ if the women are going to 
whine now—Como along, Rougon ! ’ 

‘No, no,’continued the old woman, affecting increase of 
terror, ‘ ho sha’n’t follow you. 1 will hang on to Lis clothes 
and provent;him.’ 

The marquis, very much surprised at the scene, looked 
inquiringly at Feliciti. Was this really the woman who just 
now had been conversing so merrily ? What comedy was 
she playing ? Pierre, meantime, seeing that his wife wanted 
to detain him, feigned a determination to force his way out. 

‘I toll you you shall not go,’ the old woman reiterated, as 
she clung to one of his arms. And turning towards the 
commander, she said to him : ‘ How can you think of off’er- 

ing any resistance ? They arc three thousand strong, and 
you won’t bo able to collect a hundred men of any spirit. 
You arc rushing into the cannon’s mouth to no purpose.’ 

‘ Eh 1 that is our duty,’ said Sicardot, impatiently. 

F61icit6 burst into sobs. 

‘ If they don't kill him, they’ll make him a prisoner,’ she 
continued, looking fixedly at her husband. ‘Cood heavens! 
What will become of me, left alone in an abandoned town ? ’ 

‘ But,' exclaimed the commander, ‘ wo shall bo arrested 
just the same if wo allow the insurgents to enter the town 
unmolested. I believe that before an hour has elapsed the 
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mayor and all tho fimctionarios will bo prisoners, to say 
nothing of your husband and tho frequenters of this drawing¬ 
room.’ 

Tho marquis thought ho saw a vague smile play about 
Felicite’s lips as she answered, witli a look of dismay : ‘ Do 
you really think so '} ’ 

‘ Of course! ’ replied Sicardot; ‘ the Ilepublicans are not so 
stupid as to leave enemies behind them. To-morrow Plassans 
will be emptied of its functionaries and good citizens.’ 

At the^e word>, which she had so cleverly provoked, 
F61icite released her husband’s arms. Pierre no longer looked 
as it he wanted to go out. Thanks to his wife, whose skilful 
tactics escaped him, however, and whoso secret com]ilicity he 
never for a moment suspected, he had just lighted on a whole 
plan of campaign. 

‘ We must deliberate before taking any decision,’ he said 
to the commander. ‘ My wife is perhaps not wrong in accus¬ 
ing us of forgetting the true interests of our families.’ 

‘Xo, indeeil, madame is not wrong,’ cried (Iranoux, who 
had been listening to Felicitc's terriiied cries with tlie rapture 
of a coward. 

Therimpon the commander energetically clapped his hat 
on his head, and said in a clear voice ; ‘ Jlight or wrong, it 
matters little to me. I am commander of the National Guard. 
I ought to have been at the mayor’s before now. Gonfi'ss 
that you are afraid, that you leave me to act alone. . , Well, 
good-night.’ 

lie was just turning the handle of the door, when llougon, 
forcibly detained him. 

‘ Liston, Sicardot,’ he said. 

lie drew him into a corner, on seeing Vuillet prick up liis 
big ears. And there he explained to him, in an undertone, 
that it would bo a good plan to leave a few energetic men 
behind the insurgents, so as to restore order in the town. 
And as the fierce commander obstinately refused to desort his 
post, Pierre offered to place himself at the head of such a 
reserve corps. 

‘ Give me tho key of the cart-shed in which the arms and 
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ammunition aro kept,’ he said to him, ‘ and order some fifty 
of our men not to stir until I call for them.’ 

Bicardot ended by consenting to these prudent mtasure^. 
lie entrusted rierro with the key of the ciu t-sliod, convinced 
'a.s ho was of the inexpediency of present resistance, but still 
desirous of sacrificing himself. 

During this conversation, the marquis had whispered a 
few words in Felicite’s ear witli a knowing look, lie com¬ 
plimented her, no doubt, on he r theatrical display, '[’he old 
woman could not repress a faint smib'. lint, a.s Bicardot 
shook hand.s with llougon and prepai'od to go, she agidn a-ked 
him with an air of fright: ‘ Aro you )'eally deteruiined to h a ve 
us ? ’ 

‘It is not for one of Napoleon's old soldiers to let himself 
bo intimidated by iho mob.’ he replie.l. 

lie was already on the landing, wlien (dranoux hurried 
after him, crying : ‘ If you g() to the mtiycjr's tell him what'.s 
going on. I’ll just run home to my wife to reas-ure her.’ 

Then Felieiie bent towards the iii;ir([ui -'s ear, and whispori d 
with discreet gaiety; ‘ I'pon my word, it is be t that devil of 
a commander .should go and get himself arresti d. Jh‘'s far 
too zealous.’ 

However, Rougon brought Granoux back to the drawing¬ 
room. Roudier, who had quietly followed the scene from hi< 
corner, making signs in support of the proposed measures of 
prudence, got up and joined them. M'hon the marquis and 
Vuillet had likewise risen, rierre began : 

• ‘ Now that wo aro alone, among peaceable, men. I propo.-e 

that wo should conceal ourselves so as to avoid certain arrest, 
and bo at liberty as .soon as ours again becomes the .stronger 
party.’ 

Granoux was ready to embrace him. Roudier and Vuillet 
breathed more easily. 

‘ 1 shall want you shortly, gentlemen,’ the oil-dealer 
continued, with an important air. ‘ It is to us that the 
honour of restoring order in IMassan.s is reserved.’ 

‘ You may rely upon us I ’ cried Vitillet, with an enthusiasm 
which disturbed F 61 icit 6 . 
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Time was pressing. These singular dofendors of Plassans, 
who hid themselves the better to protect the town, hastened 
away, to bury themselves in some hole or other. Pierre, on 
being left alone with his wife, advised her not to make the 
mistake of barricading herself indoors, but to reply, if anybody' 
came to question her, that he, Pierre, had simply gone on a 
short journey. And as she acted the simpleton, feigning 
terror and asking what all this was coming to, ho replied 
abruptly: ‘ It’s nothing to do witli you. Let nin manage our 
afl’airs alone. They’ll got on all the better.’ 

A few' minutes later he was rapidly threading his w’ay 
along the Rue de la Panne. On reaching the Cours Sauvaire, 
he saw' a band of armed workmen coming out of the old 
quarter and singing the ‘ JIarsoillaise.’ 

‘ The devil! ’ ho thought. ‘ It was quite time, indeed ; 
here’s the town itself in revolt now! ’ 

He quickened his steps in the direction of the Porte do 
Rome. Cold ))erspiralion came over him w’hilo ho waited 
there for the dilatory keeper to open the gate. Almost as soon 
as he set foot on the high road, ho perceived in the moonlight 
at the other end of the i''inibourg the column of insurgents, 
whose gun barn Is gleamed like white llames. So it was at a 
run that he dived into the Impasse Saint-Mittrc, and reached 
his mother’s house, which he had not visited for many a long 
year. 
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CHAPTER IV 

Antoine JIacquart hiid returned to Plassans after the fall of 
the first Napoleon. lie had had the incredible good fortune 
to escape all the final murderous campaigns of the Empire. 
He had moved from barracks to barracks, dragging on his 
brutifying military life. This mode of existence brought his 
natural vices to full development. His idleness became 
deliberate; his intemperance, which brought him countless 
punishmcnt-s, became, to his mind, a veritable religious duty. 
But that which above all made him the worst of scapegraces 
was the supercilious disdain which he entertained for the 
poor devils who had to earn their broad. 

‘ I’ve got money waiting for mo at homo,’ ho often said to 
Lis comrades; ‘ when I’ve served my lime, I shall be able to 
live like a gentleman.’ 

This belief, together with his stupid ignorance, prevented 
him from rising even to the grade of corporal. 

Since his departure he had never spent a day’s furlough 
at Plassans, his brother having invented a thousand pretexts 
to keep him at a distance. He was therefore completely 
Ignorant of the adroit manner in which Pierre had got pos¬ 
session of their mother’s fortune. Adelaide, with her pro¬ 
found indiftbrenco, did not even write to him three times to 
tell him how sho was going on. The silence which generally 
greeted his numerous requests for money did not awaken the 
least suspicion in him; Pierre’s stinginess sufficed to explain 
tho difficulty he experienced in securing from time to time a 
paltry twenty-franc piece. This, however, only increased his 
animosity towards his brother, who left him to languish in 
military service in spite of his formal promise to purchase his 
discharge. lie vowed to himself that on his return home he 
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would no longer submit like a child, but would flatly demand 
his sliare of the fortune to enable him to live as he pleased. 
In the diligence which conveyed him home he dreamed of 
a delightful life of idleness. The shattering of his castles in 
the air was terrible. When he reached the Faubourg, and- 
could no longer even recognise the Foui[Ucs’ plot of ground, 
he was stupefied, lie was compelled to ask for his mother’s 
new address. There a terrible .scene occurred. Adelaide 
calmly informed him of the sale of the ])roperty. lie Hew 
into a rage, and even raised his hand against her. 

The poor woman kept repeatihg: ‘ Your brother has 
taken everything ; it is understood that lie will take care 
of you.’ 

At last he left her and ran off to see Pierre, whom he had 
previously informed of his return, and who was prepared to 
receive him in such a way as to put an end to the matter at 
the first word of abu-.e. 

‘ Listen.' the oiLdca.h r said to him, ;i!fecling distant cold- 
nes.s : ‘ don't rouse my anger, or I’ll turn you out. As a 
matter of fact. I don't know you. We don't bear the .same 
name. It's (piito misfortuiu' enough for me that my mother 
misconducted lier.sclf, williout having her offspring coming 
here and insulting me. I was well disposed towards you, but 
.'-ince yoti a'ro insolent 1 shall do nothing for you, absolutely 
nothing.’ 

Antoine w'as almost choking with rage. 

‘ And what fibout ray money,’ he cried ; ‘ will you give it 
up, yoti thief, or shall I have to drag you before the judges' 

1 ‘ierre .shrugged his shoulders. 

‘ I’ve got no Jiiontfv of yours,’ lie replied, more calmly 
than ever. ‘ My mother disposed of her fortune as she 
thought proper. I am certainly not going to poke my nose 
into her business. I willingly renounced all hope of inheri¬ 
tance. I am quite safe from your foul accusations.’ 

And as his brother, exasperated by this composure, and 
not knowing what to think, muttered something, Pierre thrust 
Adelaide’s receipt under‘his nose. The reading of this scrap 
of paper completed Antoine’s dismay. 
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‘ Very well,’ lie said, in a calmer voice, ‘ I know now wliat 
I have to do.’ 

The truth was, however, lie did not know wluit to do. 
llis inability to hit upon any immediate expedient for obtain¬ 
ing his share of the money and satisfying his desire for 
revenge increased his fury. Ifc went back to his mother and 
subjected b.or to a disgraceful cross-examination. The 
wretched woman could do nothing but again refer him to 
Pierre. 

‘Do you think you are going to maJu! me run to and fro 
like a shuttle ' he cri’ed, insolently. ‘ I'll .soon find out 
which of you two has the hoard. You’ve already squandered 
it, perhaps '? ’ 

And making an allusion to her former misconduct ho 
asked her if the re Avcrc still not some low fellow to whom .she 
gave her last sous ■? lb- did not evtii.spare his father, that 
drunkard ]ilacquart. as he called him. Avho must have lived 
on her till the day of hi.s death, and Avho left his children in 
poverty. Tiie poor woman li--teni d with a ;tuiieJiod air; big 
tears rolled down her cheeks. She defended lierself with the 
terror of a child, rejdying to her son's ([uostions as though 
ho wi'i’e a judge ; she swon- that she was living respectably, 
and reiterated with empliusis that sbe had never bad a sou of 
the money, that I’ierre bad taken everything. Antoine almost 
came to bclitwe it at last. 

‘ .\li I the scoundrel! ’ ho muttered ; ‘ tliat's Avhy be 
wouldn’t purchase my discharge.’ 

• lie bad to .sloop at his motlior’s liouse. on a .straw inat- 
Iross tiling in a corner, lie had returned with his pockets 
perfectly empty, and tvas exasperated at finding himself 
destitute of resources, abandoned like a dog in the .streets, 
without hearth or home, while his brother, as ho thought^ 
Wits in a good Avay of business, and living on the fat of the 
land. As be had no money to buy clothes with, he went out 
on the following day in his regimental cap and trousers. He 
had the good fortune to find, at the bottom of a cupboard, an 
old yellowish velvotoon jacket, throatlliare and patched, tvhich 
had belonged to Macquart. In this strange attire he walked 
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about tlie town, relating bis story to everyone, and demand¬ 
ing justice. 

The people whom bo went to consult received him with a 
contempt which made him shed tears of rage. Provincial 
folks are inexorable towards fallen families. In the general 
opinion it was only natural that the Eougon-Macquarts 
should seek to devour each other ; the spectators, instead of 
separating them, were more inclined to urge them on. Pierre, 
however, was at that time already beginning to purify him¬ 
self of his early stains. People laughed at his roguery; some 
oven went so hir as to say that he had done quite right, if he 
really had taken possession of the money, and that it would 
be a good lesson to the dissolute folks of the town. 

Antoine returned home discouraged. A lawyer had 
advised him, in a scornful manner, to wash his dirty linen at 
home, though not until ho had skilfully ascertained whether 
Antoine possessed the requisite means to carry on a law¬ 
suit. According to this man, the case was very involved, the 
pleadings would be very lengthy, and success was doubtful. 
Moreover, it would require money, and plenty of it. 

Antoine treated his mother yet more harshly that evening. 
Not knowing on whom else to wreak his vengeance, he repeated 
his accusation of the previous day; he kept the wretched 
woman up till midnight, trembling with shame and fright. 
Adelaide having informed him that Pierre made her an 
allowance, ho now felt certain that his brother had pocketed 
the fifty thousand francs. But, in his irritation, he still 
affected to doubt it, and did not cease to question the poor 
woman, again and again reproaching her with misconduct. 

Antoine soon found out that, alone and without resources, 
he could not successfully carry on a contest with his brother, 
^le then endeavoured, to gain AdMaide to his cause; an 
accusation lodged by her might have serious consequences. 
But, at Antoine’s first suggestion of it, the poor, lazy, 
lethargic creature firmly refused to bring trouble on her 
eldest son. 

‘I am an unhappy w6man,’ she stammered; ‘it is quite 
right of you to get angry. But I should feel too much 
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remorse if I caused one of my sons to be sent to prison. No ; 
I’d rather let you beat me.’ 

He saw that he would get nothing but tears out of her, 
and contented himself with saying that she was justly 
punished, and that he had no pity for her. In the evening, 
upset by the continual quarrels which her son had sought 
with her, Adelaide had one of those nervous attacks which 
kept her as rigid as if she had been dead. The young man 
threw her on her bed, and then began to rummage the house 
to sec if the wretched woman had any savings hidden away. 
He found about forty francs. lie took possession of them, 
and, while his mother still lay there, rigid and scarce able to 
breathe, he quietly took the diligence to Marseilles. 

Ho had just bethought himself that Mouret, the journeyman 
hatter who had married his sister Ursule, must be indignant 
at Pierre’s roguery, and would no doubt be willing to defend 
his wife’s interests. But ho did not find in him the man he 
expected. Mouret plainly told him that ho had become 
accustomed to look upon Ursule as an orphan, and would 
have no contentions with her family at any price. Their 
affairs were prospering. Antoine was received so coldly that 
ho hastened to take the diligence homo again. But, before 
leaving, ho was anxious to revenge himself for the secret 
contempt which he read in the workman’s eyes ; and, observing 
that his sister appeared rather pale and dejected, he said to 
her husband, in a slyly cruel way, as he took his departure : 

‘ Have a care, my sister was always sickly, and I find her 
fhuch changed for the worse ; you may lose her altogether.’ 

The tears which rushed to Mouret’s eyes convinced him 
that he had touched a sore wound. But then those work¬ 
people made too great a display of their happiness. 

When ho was back again in Plassans, Antoine became the. 
more menacing from the conviction that his hands w’cre tied. 
During a whole-month ho was seen all over the place. He 
paraded the streets, recounting his story to all who would 
listen to him. Whenever ho succeeded in extorting a franc 
from his mother, he would drink it away at some tavern, w’hero 
he would revile his brother, declaring that the rascal should 
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shortly hear from him. In places like those, the good- 
natured fraternity which reigns among drunkai'ds procured 
him a sympathetic audience; all the scum of the town 
espoused his cause, and i)oured forth hitter im|)recations 
against that rascal llongon, who hd't a hrave soldier to starve; 
the discussion generally terminating with an indiscriminate 
condemnation of the rich. Antoine, the better lo revenge 
himself, coiuiimed to march about in his regimental cap 
and trousers and his old yellow velvit jacket, altliough his 
mother had olfercd to purchase some more l)ecoming clothe.s 
for him. Pnu no; ht‘ preferred to make a Jisjday of his rag.s, 
and paraded them on Sundays in the most frei\uented parts of 
the Cours Sauvaire. 

One of his most exijuisiie plea-'Ui'es was to i)ass Pierre’s 
shop ten limrs a day. lie would enlarge tin' holes in his 
jacket witli hi- lingt r.s, slacken his step, and sometimes sland 
talking in front <d' the door, so as to remain longer in tlu' 
street, t)n these <a'ca-ions, too, he Wi'idd bring oin* of his 
drunken fri; nds and go-,sip to him; telling him al'oul tin? 
tlud't rif the tifiy thoii.-aud fraiU''. aecohieanying his narrative 
with loud insults ami im.-n.ices, wliich could ho heard hy every¬ 
one in the street, and taking [eiriiciilar care tliat his ahu.se 
should reach the furlhe-t end of the .-.hop. 

‘He’ll linish hy coming to heg in front of our house,’ 
Feiicite used to .say in despair. 

'file vain little woman Huffered leirihly from this sciuidal. 
She even at this time felt some regret at ever basing married 
Kougoii ; hi i family connections Wi re ohjcctionahle. Sh'e 
would have given till she had in the world to prevent ,\nt<dnc 
from jtanuiiiig In.s rags. Pul Pierre, who was maddened hy 
Ills brother’s conduct, would not allow his name to he men¬ 
tioned. W hen hi.s wife Irii d to convince liim that it would 
perhaps lie better to free hiin.self from all annoyance hy 
giving Antoine a little money ; ‘No, nothing; not a sou,’ho 
cried with rage. ‘ Lot him starve ! ’ 

lie confessed, however, at last that Antoine’s demeanour 
was bi.'coniing intoleniljlc. One day Felieitd, de,siring to put 
an end to it, culled to ‘ that man,’ a.s sho styled him with a 
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disdainful curl on her lip. ‘ That man ’ was in the act of 
calling her a foul name in the middle of the street, where he 
stood with one of his friends, even more ragged than himself. 
They were both drunk. 

‘ Come, they want us in there,’ said Antoine to his com¬ 
panion in a jeering toiu!. 

] 3 ut Felicite drew hack, muttering: ‘ It’s you alone we 
wish to speak to.’ 

‘ Bah 1 ’ the young man replied, ‘ my friend’s a decent 
fellow. You ncedii’t inind him hearing. lie’ll be my 
witness.’ 

The witness sank heavily on a chair. He did not take off 
his hat, hut hegati to stare tiround him, with the maudlin, 
stupid grin of dntnkards and coarse people who know that they 
are insolent. Felicite was so ashamed that she stitoil in front 
of the shop door in order that people outside might not see 
what strange company she was receiving. Fortunately her 
Imsband eaino to the rescue. A violent quarrel ensued 
between him and his brother. The latter, after stammering 
instilts, reiterated his old grievances twenty times over. At 
last he oven began to cry, and his companion was near 
following his example. Pierre had defended himself in a very 
dignified manner. 

‘ Look here,’ he said at last, ‘ you’re unfortunate, and I 
pity you. Although you have cruelly insulted me, I can’t 
forget that we are children of the same mother. If I give you 
anytliing, however, you must understand I give it you out of 
. kindness, and not from fear. Would you like a hundred francs 
to help you out of your diliicnlties ? ’ 

This abrupt offer of a hundred francs dazzled Antoine's 
companion. He looked at the other with an air of delight, 
which clearly signified; ‘ As the gentleman offers a hundred 
francs, it is time to leave off abusing him.’ But Antoine was 
determined to speculate on his brother’s favourable disposition. 
He asked him wdiethcr he took him for a fool; It was his 
share, ten thousand francs, that he wanted. 

‘ Yoti’re wrong, you’re wrong,’ stuttered his friend. 

At last, as Pierre, losing all patience, was threatening to 
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turn them both out, Antoine lowered his demands and con¬ 
tented himself with claiming one thousand francs. They 
quarrelled for another quarter of an hour over this amount. 
Finally, Felicite interfered. A crowd was gathering round 
the shop. 

‘ Listen,’ she said, excitedly; ‘ iny liusband will give you 
two hundred francs. I’ll undertake to buy you a suit of 
clothes, and hire a room for a year for you.’ 

Kougon got angry at this. But Antoine’s comrade cried, 
with transports of delight: ‘ All right, it’s settled, then ; my 
friend accepts.’ 

Antoine did, in fact, declare, in a surly way, that ho would 
accept. He felt he would not bo able to get any more. It 
was arranged that the money and clothes should be sent to 
him on the following day, and that a few days later, as soon 
as Felicite should have found a room for him, ho would take 
up his quarters there. As they were leaving, the young man’s 
sottish companion became as respectful as he had previously 
been insolent. He bowed to the company more than a 
dozen times, in an awkward and humble manner, muttering 
many indistinct thanks, as if the Eougons’ gifts had been 
intended for himself. 

A week later Antoine occupied a large room in the old 
quarter, in which Felicite, exceeding her promises, had placed 
a bed, a table, and some chairs, on the young man formally 
undertaking not to molest them in future. Adelaide felt no 
regret at her son leaving her; the short stay ho had made 
with her had condemned her to broad and water for more 
than three months. However, Antoine had soon eaten and 
drunk the two hundred francs he received from I’icrro. Ho 
never for a moment thought of investing them in some little 
business which would have helped Iiim to live. When ho 
was again penniless, having no trade, and being, moreover, 
unwilling to work, ho again sought to slip a hand into the 
Rougons’ purse. Circumstances were not the same as before, 
however, and he failed to intimidate them. Pierre even took 
advantage of this opportunity to turn him out, and forbad 
him ever to set foot in his house again. It was of no avail 
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for Antoine to repeat his former accusations. The towns¬ 
people, who were acquainted with his brother’s munificence 
from the publicity which Felicity had given to it, declared 
him to be in the wrong, and called him a lazy, idle fellow. 
Meantime his hunger was pressing. Ho threatened to turn 
smuggler like his father, and perpetrate some crime which 
would dishonour his family. At this the Eougons shrugged 
their shoulders ; they know ho was too much of a coward to 
risk his neck. At last, blindly enraged against his relatives 
in particular and society jn general, Antoine made up his 
mind to seek some work. 

In a tavern of the Faubourg he had made the acquaintance 
of a basket-maker who worked at home. lie offered to help 
him. In a short time he learnt to plait baskets and hampers 
—a coarse and poorly-paid kind of labour which finds a 
ready market. lie was very soon able to work on his own 
account. This trade pleased him, as it was not over laborious, 
lie could still indulge his idleness, and that was what he 
chiefly cared for. He would only take to his work when he 
could no longer do otherwise; then he would hurriedly plait a 
dozen baskets and go and sell them in the market. As long 
as the money lasted he lounged about, visiting all the taverns 
and digesting his drink in the sunshine. Then, when ho had 
fasted a whole day, he w’ould once more take up his osier 
with a low growl and revile the wealthy who lived in idleness. 
The trade of a basket-maker, when followed in such a manner, 
is a thankless one. Antoine’s work would not have sufficed 
to' pay for his drinking bouts if bo had not contrived a means 
of procuring his osier at low cost. He never bought any 
at Plassans, but used to say that he went each month to pur¬ 
chase a stock at a neighbouring town, where he pretended it 
was sold cheaper. The truth, however, was that he supplied 
himself from the osier-grounds of the Viome on dark nights. 
A rural policeman even caught him once in the very act, and 
Antoine underwent a low days’ imprisonment in consequence. 
It was from that time forward that ho posed in the town as a 
fierce Republican. He declared that ho had been quietly 
smoking his pipe by the riverside when the rural policeman 

K 
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arrested him. And he added : ‘ They would like to get me 
out of the way because they know what my opinions ore. 
But I’m not afraid of them, those rich scoundrels.’ 

At last, at the cud of ton years of idleness, Antoine con¬ 
sidered that he had been working too hard, llis constant 
dream was to devise some expedient by which ho might live at 
his ease \^ithout having to do anything, llis idleness would 
never have rested content with bread and water; ho was not 
like certain lazy persons who arc willing to put up with 
hunger provided they can keep their hands in their pockets. 
He liked good feeding and nothing to do. He talked at ono 
time of taking a situation as servant in some nobleman’s 
house in the Saint-Marc cjuartor. But ono of his friends, a 
groom, frightened him by describing the exacting ways of his 
masters. Finally Maequart, sick of his baskets, and seeing 
the time approach when he would be compelled to purchase 
the requisite osier, was on the point of selling himself as an 
army sub titute and resuming bis military life, which ho pre¬ 
ferred a thousand times to that of an artisan, when ho made 
tlic acquaintance of a woman, an acquaintance which modified 
his plans. 

•losephine Gavaudan, who was known throughout the 
town by the familiar diminutive of Fine, was a tall, 
strapping wench of about thirty. With a square face of 
masculine proportions, and a few terribly long hairs about 
her chin and lips, she was cited as a doughty woman, ono who 
could make the weight of her fist felt. Her broad shoulders 
and huge arms consequently inspired the town urchins with 
inarvcllous respect; and they did not even dare to smile at 
her moustache. Notwitlistanding all this. Fine had a faint 
voice, weak and clear like that of a cliild. Those who were 
acquainted with her asserted that she was as gentle as a lamb, 
in spite of her formidable appearance. As she was very hard¬ 
working, she might have put sonic money aside if she had 
not had a partiality for liqueurs. Hho adored aniseed, and 
very often had to bo carried borne on Sunday evenings. 

On week days she would toil with the stubbornness of an 
animal. She had three or four different occupations j she 
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sold fruit or boiled chestnuts in the market, according to the 
season ; went out charing for a few well-to-do people; wa'-licd 
up plates and dish(>s at houses when parties were given, and 
employed her spare time in mending old chairs. She was 
more particuliirly known in the town as a chair-uionder. In 
the South lai’ge niimhers of straw-l)ottonied ehairs ai-c u-ed. 

Antoine Macquart formed an acquaintance willi I’ine at 
the market. When he went to sell his ha.skels in the winter 
ho would stand beside the stove on which she coolxd her 
chestnuts and warm himself. He was astonished r.t her 
courage, ho who was frighlonod of the least work, lly degrees 
he discerned, beneath the apparent roughness of thi-; strrqi- 
ping creature, signs of timidity and kindliness, lie freqiu ntly 
.saw her give handfuls of chestnuts to the ragged urchins 
who stood in ecstasy round her smoking pot. At otlu r times, 
when the market inspector hustled her, she very nearly begun 
to cry, apparently forgetting all about her hea.vy 11,-^ts. 
Antoine at last decided that she wa.s exactly the woman ho 
wanted. She would work for both and ho would lay down 
the law at home. She would bo hi.s beast of burden, an 
obedient, indefatigable animal. As for her partiality for 
liqueurs, he regarded this ns quite natural. After well weigh¬ 
ing the advantages of such an union, he declared himself to 
Fine, who was delighted with his proposal. No man had ever 
yet ventured to propose to her. Though she was told tliat 
Antoine was the most worthless of vagabonds, she lacked the 
courage to refuse matrimony. The very evening of the 
nuptials the young man took up hi.s abode in his wife’s 
lodgings ill the Hue Civadiero, near the market. The.'^o 
lodgings, consisting of three rooms, wore much more com¬ 
fortably furnished than bis own, and ho gave a sigh of satis¬ 
faction as he stretched himself out on the two excellent 
mattresses which covered the bedstead. 

Everything went on very well for the first few days. Fine 
attended to her various occupations as in the past; Antoine, 
seized with a sort of marital self-prido tyhicli astonished even 
himself, plaited in one week more baskets than ho had ever 
before done in a month. On the first Sunday, however, war 
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broke out. The couple had a goodly sura of money in the 
house, and they spent it freely. Daring the night, when they 
were both drunk, they beat each other outrageously, without 
being able to remeuiber on tho morrow how it was that the 
quarrel had commenced. They had remained on most affec¬ 
tionate terms until about ten o’clock, when Antoine had begun 
to beat Fine brutally, whereupon the latter, growing exas¬ 
perated and forgetting her meekness, had given him back as 
much as she received. Bhe went to work again bravely on 
tho following day, as though ^ nothing had happened. 
But her husband, with sullen rancour, rose late and passed 
tho remainder of the day smoking his pipe in the sunshine. 

From that time forward tho Macquarts adopted tho kind 
of life which tliey were destined to lead in tlie future. It 
became, as it were, tacitly understood between them that tho 
wife .should toil and moil to keep her husband. Fine, who 
had an instinctive liking for work, did not object to this. 
She was as patient as a saint, provided she had had no drink, 
thought it quite natural that her husband sliould remain idle, 
and even strove to spare him the most trilling labour. Her 
little weakness, aniseed, did not make her vicious, but just. 
On tho evenings svhen she had forgotten herself in the com¬ 
pany of a bottle of her favourite liqueur, if Antoine tried to 
pick a quarrel with her, she would set upon him with might 
and main, reproaching him with his idleness and ingratitude. 
Tho neighbours grew .accustomed to tlio disturbances 
which periodically broke out in the collide's room. The two 
battered each other conscientiously ; the wife slapped like a 
mother chastising a naughty child; but the husband, trea¬ 
cherous and spiteful as ho was, measured his blows, and, on 
several occasions, very nearly crippled the unfortunate 
woman. 

‘ You’ll be in a fine plight when you’ve broken one of my 
arms or legs,’ she would say to him. ‘ Who’ll keep you then, 
you lazy fellow ? ’ 

Excepting for thgso turbulent scenes, Antoine began to 
find his new mode of existence quite endurable. He was 
well clothed, and ate and drank his fill. Ho had laid aside 
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the basket work altogether ; sometiinos, when he was feeling 
over-bored, he would resolve to plait a dozen baskets for the 
next market day; but very often he did not even finish the 
first one. He kept, under a couch, a bundle of osier which 
he did not use up in twenty years. 

The Macquarts had three children, two girls and a boy. 
Lisa,' born the first, in I8i57, one year after the marriage, 
remained but little at homo. She was a fine, big, healthy, 
full-blooded child, greatly resembling her mother. She did 
not, however, inherit the lalter’s animal devotion and endur¬ 
ance. Macquart had impfanted in her a most decided longing 
for ease and comfort. While she was a child she would con¬ 
sent to work for a w hole day in return for a cake. When she 
was scarcely seven years ohl, the wife of the postmaster, who 
was a neighbour of the Macquarts, took a liking to her. 
She made a little maid of her. And when she lost her 
husband in 1839, and went to live in Paris, she took Lisa 
with her. The parents had almost given her their daughter. 

The second girl, Gervaisi ,- born the following year, was a 
cripple from birth. Her right thigh was smaller than the 
left and show'cd signs of curvature, a curious hereditary result 
of the brutality which her mother had to endure during her 
fierce drunken brawls with Macquart. (lervaise remained 
puny, and Fine, observing lier pallor and weakness, put her 
on a course of aniseed, under the pretext that she required 
something to strengthen her. But the poor child became 
still more emaciated. She was a tall, lank girl, whose frocks, 

• invariably too larg(', hung round her as if they had nothing 
under them. Above her deformed and puny body she had a 
sw’cet little doll-like head, a tiny round face, pale and ex¬ 
quisitely delicate. Ih'r infirmity almost became graceful. 
Her body swayed gently at every step with a sort of rhythmical 
swing. 

The Macquarts’ son, .Jean,'* w’as born three years later. 

' The pork-bntchcr’s wife in TjC Votin' dr Piiris (The T\it and the 
Thin). 

* The chief female character in L'Assommoir (The Dram-shop). 

> Figures prominently iu La Terre and La Debacle (The Downfall). 
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He was a robust child, in no respect recalling Gervaise. Like 
the eldest girl, be took after his mother, without having any 
physical ro'^eiublauce to her. lie was the first to import into 
the Rongon-iilacipiart stock a fat face with regular features, 
which showed all the coldness of a grave yet not over-intcl-' 
ligent nature. This boy grow up with the determination of 
some day malcing an independent position for himself. lie 
attended school diligently, and tortured his dull brain to force 
a little arithmetic and spelling into it. After that ho became 
an apprentice, repealing much the .same cllbrts with a perse¬ 
verance that was the more meritorious as it took him a whole 
day to learn what others acquired in an hour. 

As long as these poor little things remained a burden to 
the house, Antoine grumbled. They were useless mouths 
that 1' -sened his own share', lie vowed, lik(' his brother, that 
he would have no more children, those greedy creatures who 
bring their pan nts to penury. It was something to hear him 
bemoan his lot when they sat five at table, and the mother 
gave the be-.t morsels to .Jean, Lisa, and Gervaise. 

‘That’s right,’ ho would growl; ‘stuii them, make them 
burst! ’ 

Whenever Fine bought a garment or a pair of boots for 
them, he would sulk for days together. Ah! if he had only 
known, ho would never have had that pack of brats, who 
coinpc lied him to limit his .smoking to four .sous’ worth of 
tobacco 1'. dry, and too frequently obliged him to eat stowed 
potatoes for dinner, a dish which ho heartily detested. 

Later on, however, as soon as .Jean and Gervaiso earned 
their llr.st francs, ho found some good in children after all. 
Lisa was no longer there, lie lived upon the earnings of the 
two others without the least compunction, as ho had already 
lived upon tlicir mother. It was a well-planned speculation 
on his part. As soon as little Gervaiso was eight years old, 
she went to a neighbouring dealer’s to crack almonds; she 
there earned ten sous a day, which her father pocketed right 
royally, without oven ii, ([uestion from Fine as to what became 
of the money. The young girl was next apprenticed to a 
laundress, and as soon as she received two francs a day for 
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her work, the two francs strayed in a similar manner into 
Macquart’s hands. Jean, who had learnt the trade of a car¬ 
penter, was likewise despoiled on pay-days, whenever Macquart 
succeeded in catching him before ho had handed the money 
‘to his mother. If the money escaped Macquart, which 
sometimes happened, he became frightfiv'^y surly. He would 
glare at his wife and children for a whole week, picking a 
quarrel for nothing, although he was, as yet, ashamed to con¬ 
fess the real cause of his irritation. On the next pay-day, 
however, ho would station himself on the watch, and as soon as 
he had succeeded in pilfel’ing the youngster’s earnings, he dis¬ 
appeared for days together. 

Gervaise, beaten and brought up in the streets among all 
the lads of the neighbourhood, became a mother when she 
was fourteen years of ago. The father of her child was not 
eighteen years old. lie was a journeyman tanner named 
Lantier. At first Macquart was furious, but he calmed down 
.somewhat when he learnt that Lantier’s mother, a worthy 
woman, was willing to take charge of the child. lie kept 
Gervaise, however; she was then already earning twenty-five 
sous a day, and he therefore avoided all question of a marriage. 
Four years later she had a second child, which was likewise 
taken in by Lanticr’s mother. This time Macquart shut his 
eyes altogether. And when Fine timidly suggested that it 
was time to come to some understanding with the tanner, in 
order to end a state of things which made people cliatter, he 
flatly declared that his daughter should not leave him, and 
■ that ho would give her to her lover later on, ‘ when he was 
worthy of her, and had enough money to furnish a home.’ 

This was a fine time for Antoine Macquart. He dressed 
like a gentleman, in frock-coats and trousers of the finest 
cloth. Cleanly shaved, and almost fat, he was no longer the 
emaciated ragged vagabond who had been wont to frequent 
the taverns. Ho dropped into cafes, read the papers, and 
strolled on the Cours Bauvaire. He played the gentleman as 
long as ho had any money in his pocket. At times of im- 
peouniosity ho remained at home, Exasperated at being kept 
in his hovel and prevented from taking his customary cup of 
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coffee. On such occasions ho would reproach the whole human 
race with his poverty, making himself ill with rage and envy, 
until Fine, out of pity, would often give him the last silver 
coin in the house'so that ho might spend his evening at the 
cafe. This dear fellow was fiercely selfish. Gervaise, who’ 
brought homo as m-'ch as sixty francs a month, wore only 
thin cotton frocks, while ho had black satin waistcoats made 
for him by one of the best tailors in Plassaus. 

Jean, the big lad who earned throe or four francs a day, 
was perhaps robbed even more impudently. The cafe where 
his father passed entire days was just opposite his master’s 
workshop, and while he had plane or saw in hand ho could 
see ‘ Monsieur ’ Maeguart on the other side of the way, 
sweetening his coffee or playing picpiet with some petty 
annuitant. It was his money that the lazy old fellow was 
gambling away, lie, Jean, never stepped inside a cafe, ho 
never had so much as five sous to pay for a drink. Antoine 
treated him like a little girl, never leaving him a centime, and 
always demanding an exact account of the manner in which 
he had employed his time. If the unfortunate lad, led away 
by some of his mates, wasted a day somewhere in the country, 
on the hanks of the Viorne, or on the slopes of tlio Garrigues, 
his father would storm and raise his hand, and long bear him 
a grudge on account of the four francs loss that ho received 
at the end of the fortnight, lie thus held his son in a state 
of dependence, sometimes even looking upon the sweethearts 
whom the young carpenter courted as his own. Several of 
Gervaise’s friends used to come to the Macquarts’ house, 
work-girls from sixteen to eighteen years of age, bold and 
boisterous girls who, on certain evenings, filled the room with 
youth and gaiety. Poor Jean, deprived of all pleasures, over 
kept at hoiiie by tlie lack of money, looked at these gdrls with 
longing eyes ; hut the ehildi'h life which he was compelled to 
lead had implanted invincihle shyness in him; in playing 
with his sister’s friends, he was hardly bold enotigh to touch 
them with the tips of his fingers. Macquart used to shrug 
his shoulders with pity. 
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‘ What a simpleton I ’ he would mutter, with an air of ironi¬ 
cal superiority. 

And it was he who would kiss the girls, when his wife’s 
back was turned. He carried his attentions even further 
with a little laundress whom Jean pursued rather more 
earnestly than the others. One fine evening he stole her 
almost from his arms. The old rogue prided himself on hi.s 
gallantry. 

There are some men who live upon their mistresses. 
Antoine Macquart lived on his wife and children with as much 
shamelessness and impudence, lie did not feel the least com¬ 
punction in pillaging the home and going out to enjoy himself 
when the house was bare, lie still assumed a supercilious 
air, returning from the cafe only to rail against the poverty 
and wretchedness that awaited him at homo. lie found the 
dinner detestable, he called Gervaiso a blockhead, and declared 
that Jean would never bo a man. Immersed in his own 
selfish indulgence, ho rubbed his hands whenever ho had 
eaten the best piece in the dish ; and then ho smoked his pipe, 
puffing slowly, while the two poor children, overcome with 
fatigue, went to sleep with their heads resting on the table. 
Tlius Macquart passed his days in lazy enjoyment. It seemed 
to him quite natural that he should be kept in idleness like a 
girl, to sprawl about on the benches of some tavern, or stroll 
in the cool of the day along the Cours or the Mail. At last 
he went so far as to relate his amorous escapades in the 
presence of his son, who listened witli glistening eyes. The 
dhildren never protested, accustomed as they were to see their 
mother humble herself before her husband. 

Fine, that strapping woman who drubbed him soundly 
when they were both intoxicated, always trembled before him 
when she was sober, and allowed him to rule despotically at 
home. lie robbed her in the night of the coppers which she 
had earned during the day at the market, but she never dared 
to protest, excepting by veiled rebukes. Sometimes, when he 
had squandered the week’s money in i^dvance, he accused her, 
poor thing, who w'orked herself to death, of being stupid and 
not knowing how to manage. Fine, as gentle as a lamb, 
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replied, in her soft, clear voice, which contrasted so strangely 
with her big figure, that she was no longer twenty years old, 
and that money was becoming hard to earn. In order to 
console herself, she would buy a pint of aniseed, and drink little 
glassfuls of it with her daughter of an evening, after Antoine' 
had gone back to the cafd. That was their dissipation. Jean 
wont to bed, while the two women remained at the table, 
listening attentively in order to remove the bottle and glasses 
at the first sound. 

■When Macquart was late, they often became intoxicated by 
the many ‘ nips ’ they thus thoughtlessly imbibed. Stupefied 
and gazing at each other with vague smiles, this mother and 
daiightor would end by stuttering, lied patches appeared on 
Gervaise's cheeks; her delicate doll-like face assumed a look 
of maudlin beatitude. Nothing could bo more heart-rending 
than to see this wretched, pale child, aglow with drink 
and wearing the idiotic smile of a confirmed sot about her 
moist lips, b ine, huddled up on her chair, became heavy 
and drowsy. They sometimes forgot to kei‘p watch, or even 
lacked the strength to remove the bottle and glasses when 
Antoine’s footsteps were heard on the stairs. On those 
occasions blows were freely exchanged among the Macquarts. 
Jean had to get up to separate his father and mother and 
make his sister go to bed, as otherwise she would have .slept 
on the floor. 

Every political party numbers its grotesques and its villains. 
Antoine Macquart, devoured by envy and hatred, and 
meditating revenge against society in general, welcomed th6 
Republic as a happy era when he would bo allowed to fill his 
pockets from his neighbour’s cash-box, and even strangle the 
neighbour if the latter manifested any displeasure, llis cafe 
life and all the newspaper articles he had read Avithout 
understanding them had made him a terrible ranter who 
enunciated the strangest of political theories. It is nccc.ssary 
to have heard one of those malcontents who ill digest wliat 
they read, haranguing ^thc company in some provincial tap- 
room, in order to conceive the degree of hateful tolly at which 
Macquart had arrived. As he talked a good deal, bad seen 
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active service, and was naturally regarded as a man of energy 
and spirit, he was much sought after and listened to by 
simpletons. Although ho was not the chief of any party, he 
liad succeeded in collecting round him a small group of work¬ 
men who took his jealous ravings for expressions of honest 
and conscientious indignation. 

Directly after the ilevolution of February ’ 48 , he per¬ 
suaded himself that Plassans was his own, and, as he strolled 
along the streets, the jeering manner in which he regarded 
the little retail traders who stood terrified at their shop doors 
clearly signified: ‘ Our day has come, my little lambs ; we 
are going to lead you a fine dance ! ’ lie had grown insolent 
beyond belief; he acted tlie part of a victorious despot to such 
a degree that he ceased to pay for his drinks at the cafe, and 
the landlord, a simpleton wlio trembled whenever Antoine 
rolled his eyes, dared not present his bill. The number of 
cups of cotlee he consumed during this period was incalculable ; 
sometimes ho invited his friends, and shouted for hours 
together that the people were dying of hunger, and that the 
rich ought to share their wealth with them. lie himself 
would never have given a sou to a beggar. 

That which chielly converted him into a fierce Republican 
was the hope of at last being able to revenge himself on the 
Eougons, who had openly ranged themselves on the side of 
the reactionary party. Ah, what a triumph if he could only 
hold Fierro and Fdlicit^ at his mercy 1 Although the latter 
had not succeeded over well in business, they had at last 
■become gentlefolks, while he, iSf.acquart, had still remained a 
working-man. That exasperated him. Perhaps he was still 
more mortified because one of their sons was a barrister, 
another a doctor, and the third a clerk, while his son Jean 
merely worked at a carpenter’s shop, and his daughter 
Gervaise at a washerwoman’s. AVhen ho compared the 
Macquarts with the Rougons, he was still more ashamed to 
see his •wife soiling chestnuts in the market, and mending the 
greasy old straw-seated chairs of tlyj neighbourhood in the 
evening. Pierre, after all, was but his brother, and had no 
more right than himself to live fatly on his income. More- 
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over, this brother was actually playing the gentleman with 
money stolen from him. "Whenever Macquart touched upon 
this subject, ho became fiercely enraged; he clamoured for 
hours together, incessantly repeating his old accusations, 
and never wearying of exclaiming : ‘ If my brother was where' 
he ought to be, I should be the moneyed man at the present 
time! ’ 

And when anyone asked him where his brother ought 
to be, ho would reply, ‘ At the galleys! ’ in a formidable 
voice. 

Ills hatred further increased when the Rougons had 
gathered the Conservatives round them, and thus acquired a 
certain influence in I’lassans. 'Ihe famous yellow drawing¬ 
room became, in his hare-brained chatter at the cafe, a cave 
of bandits, an assembly of villains who every evening swore 
on their daggers that they would murder the people. In 
order to incite the starvelings against Pierre, Macquart went 
80 far as to circulate a report that the retired oil-dealer was 
not so poor as ho pretended, but that he concealed his 
treasures through avarice and fear of robbery. Ilis tactics 
thus tended to rouse the poor people by a repetition ot absurdly 
ridictilous tales, which he often came to believe in himself. 
His personal animosity and his desire for revenge were ill 
concealed beneath his professions of patriotism ; but he was 
heard so frequently, and he had such a loud voice, that no 
one would have dared to doubt the genuineness of his con¬ 
victions. 

At bottom, all the members of this family had the same' 
brutish passions. Felicitd, who clearly understood that Mac- 
quart’s wild theories were simply the fruit of restr.ained rage 
and embittered envy, would much have liked to purchase his 
silence. Unfortunately, she was short of money, and did not 
dare to interest him in the dangerous game which her 
husband was playing. Antoine now injured them very much 
among the well-to-do people of the new town. It .sufticed 
that he was a relation of theirs. Clranoux and Roudier 
often scornfully reproached them for having such a man in 
their family. Fclicitd consequently asked herself with 
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anguish how they could manage to cleanse themselves of such 
a stain. 

It seemed to her monstrous and indecent that Monsieur 
Eougon should have a brother whose wife sold chestnuts, and 
who himself lived in crapulous idleness. She at last even 
trembled for the success of their secret intrigues, so long as 
Antoine seemingly took pleasure in compromising them. 
When the diatribes which he levelled at the yellow drawing- 
rooin were reported to her, she .shuddered at the thought that 
ho was capable of becoming desperate and ruining all their 
hopes by force of scandal. 

Antoine knew what consternation his demeanour must 
cause the Rougons, and it was solely for the purpose of 
exhausting their patience that ho from day to day affected 
fiercer opinions. At the cafe he frequented he used to speak 
of ‘ my brother Pierre ’ in a voice wliich made everybody 
turn round; and if ho happened to meet some reactionary 
from the yellow drawing-room in the street, ho would mutter 
some low abuse which the worthy citizen, amazed at such 
audacity, would repeat to the Rougons in the evening, as 
though to make them responsible for his disagreeable en¬ 
counter. 

One day Granoux arrived in a state of fury. 

‘ Really,’ ho exclaimed, when scarcely across the threshold, 

‘ it's intolerable; one can’t move a step without being in¬ 
sulted.’ Then, addressing Pierre, he added : ‘ When one has 
a brother like yours, sir, one should rid society of him. I 
was just quietly walking past the Sub-Prefecture, when that 
rascal passed me muttering something in which I could 
clearly distinguish the words “ old rogue.” ’ 

Felicit6 turned pale, and felt it necessary to apologise to 
Granoux, but he refused to accept any excuses, and threatened 
to leave altogether. The marquis, however, exerted himself 
to arrange matters. 

‘ It is very strange,' ho said, ‘ that the wretched fellow 
should have called you an old rogue. Arc you sure that ho 
intended the insult for you ? ’ 

Granoux was perplexed; ho admitted at last, however, 
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that Antoine might have muttered : ‘ So you are again going 
to that old rogue’s ? ’ 

At this Monsieur de Carnavant stroked his cliin to conceal 
the smile which rose to his lips in spite of himself. 

Then Rougon, with superb composure, replied; ‘ I thouglit 
as much; the “ old rogue ” was no doubt intended for me. 
I’m very glad that this misunderstanding is now cleared 
up. Gentlemen, pray avoid the man in question, whom I 
formally repudiate.’ 

P( 51 ieite, howavor, did not take matters so coolly ; every 
fresh scandal caused by Macquart made her more and more 
uneasy; she would sometimes pass the whole night wondering 
what those gentlemen must think of the matter. 

A few months before the Coup d’l-'.tat, the Rougon s 
received an anonymous letter, three pages of foul insults, in 
which they were warned that if their party sliould ever 
triumph, the scandalous story of Adelaide’s amours would be 
published in .some newspaper, together with an account of the 
robbery perpetrated by Pierre, when he had comjwlled his 
mother, driven out of her senses by debauchery, to sign a receipt 
for fifty thousand francs. This letter was a heavy blow for 
Rougon himself. Felicite coidd not refrain from reproaching 
her huisband with his disreputable family; for the husband 
and wife never for a moment doubted that this letter was 
Antoine’s work. 

‘ We shall have to get rid of the blackguard at any price,’ 
said Pierre in a gloomy tone. ‘ Ile’.s becoming too troublesome 
by far.’ 

In the meantime, Macquart, resorting to his former tactics, 
looked round among his own relatives for accomplices who 
would join him against the Rougons. He had counted upon 
Aristide at first, on reading his terrible articles in the ‘ Ind( 5 - 
pendant.’ But the young man, in spite of all his jealous 
rage, was not so foolish as to make common cause with such 
a feUow as his uncle. He never even minced matters with 
him, but invariably kept him at a distance, a circum¬ 
stance which induced Antoine to regard him suspiciously. 
In the taverns, where Macquart reigned supreme, people 
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went so far as to say the journalist was paid to provoke disturb¬ 
ances. 

Baffled on this side, Wacquart had no allernative but to 
sound his sister Ursulo’s cliildren. Ursulc had died in 183 b, 
thus fulfilling her brother’s evil propliecy. The nervous 
affection which she liad inherited from her mother had turned 
into slow consumption, which gradually killed lier. Sho left 
three children: a daughter, eighteen years of age, named 
] 1616 nc, who married a clerk, and two boys, the elder, Fran9ois, 
a young man of twenty-three, and the younger, a sickly little 
fellow scarcely six years nld, named Silvere. Tlie death of 
his wife, whom ho adored, proved a thunderbolt to Mouret. 
lie dragged on his existence for another year, neglecting 
his business and losing all the money ho had saved. Then, 
one morning, ho was found hanging in a cupboard whore 
Ursule’sdresscs wcrestill suspended. 1 lis elder son, who had re¬ 
ceived a good commercial training, took a situation in the house 
of his uncle llougon, where ho replaced Aristide, who had 
just left. 

Rougon.in spite of his profound hatred for the Macquarts, 
gladly w'elcomcd this nephew, whom ho knew to be industrious 
and sober. Ho was in want of a youth whom ho could trust, 
and who w’ould help him to retrieve his affairs. Moreover, 
during the time of Mouret’s prosperity, ho had learnt to esteem 
the young couple, who knew how to make money, and thus he 
had soon become reconciled with his sister. Perhaps he 
thought ho was making Francois some compensation by 
taking him into his business; having robbed the mother, ho 
would shield himself from remorse by giving employment to 
the son; even rogues make honest calculations sometimes. 
It was, however, a good thing for him. If the house of Kou- 
gon did not make a fortune at this time, it was certainly 
through no fault of that quiet, punctilious youth, Fran9ois, 
who seemed born to pass his life behind a grocer’s counter, 
between a jar of oil and a bundle of dried cod-fish. Although 
he physically resembled his mother, he inherited from 
his father a just if narrow mind, witt air instinctive liking 



144 the fortune OF THE ROUGONS 

for a methodical life and the safe speculations of a small 
business. 

Three months after liis arrival, Piorro, pursuing his system 
of compensation, married him to his young daughter Marthe,* 
whom ho did not know how to dispose of. The two young 
people fell in love with each other quite suddenly, in a few 
days. A peculiar circumstance had doubtless determined and 
enhanced their mutual affection. There was a remarkably 
close resemblance between them, suggesting that of brother 
and sister. Frum/ois inherited, through Ursule, tho face of 
his grandmother Adelaide. Marthe’s case was still more 
curious: she was an equally exact portrait of Adelaide, 
although Pierre Kougon had none of his mother's features 
distinctly marked; the physical resemblance had, as it were, 
passed over Pierre, to reappear in his daughter. The simi- 
larity between husband and wife went, however, no further 
than their faces; if the worthy son of a .steady matter- 
of-fact hatter was distinguishable in Francois, Marthe showed 
the nervousness and mental weakness of her grandmother. 
Perhaps it was this combination of physical resemblance 
and moral dissimilarity which threw tho young people mto 
each other’s arms. From 1840 to 1844 they had three 
children. Fran9ois remained in his uncle’s employ until tho 
latter retired. Pierre had desired to sell him tho business, 
but tho young man know what small chance there was of 
making a fortune in trade at Plassans; so ho declined tho 
offer and repaired to Marseilles, whore ho established himself 
with his little savings. 

Macquart soon had to abandon all hope of dragging this 
big industrious fellow into his campaign against tho Rougons ; 
whereupon, with all the spite of a lazybones, ho regarded 
him as a cunning miser. Ho fancied, however, that ho had 
discovered the accomplice ho was seeking in Mourot’s second 
son, a lad of fifteen years of ago. Young Silvero had never 
even been to school at the time when Mouret was found hanging 
among his wife's skitts. His elder brother, not knowing 

* Both Frangoia and Martho figure largely in Tho Conquest of 
Plassans. 
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what to do with him, took him also to his uncle’s. The latter 
made a wry face on beholding the child; he had no intention 
of carrying his compensation so far as to feed a useless mouth. 
Thus Silvere, to whom Fulicitc also took a dislike, was growing 
up in tears, like an unfortunate little outcast, when his grand¬ 
mother Adelaide, during one of the rare visits she paid the 
Eougons, took pity on him, and expressed a wish to have 
him with her. Pierre was delighted; ho let the child go, 
without even suggesting an increase of the paltry allowance 
that he made Adelaide, and which henceforward would have 
to suffice for two. * 

Adelaide was then nearly seventy-five years of ago. 
Grown old while leading a cloistered existence, she was no 
longer the lanky ardent girl who formerly ran to eml)race the 
smuggler ]\lac([uart. She had stiffened and hardened in her 
hovel in the ImpaS'C Saint-Mittre, that dislnal silent hole 
where she lived entirely alone on potatoes and dry vegetables, 
and which she did not leave once in the course of a month. 
On seeing her pass, you might hav(> thought her to be one of 
those delicately white old nuns with automatic gait, whom 
the cloister has kept apart from all the concerns of this world. 
Her ]ialc face, always scrupulously girt Avith a Avhitc cap, 
looked like that of a dying Avoman; a vague, calm countenance 
it AA'as, Avearing an air of supreme indifference. Prolonged 
taciturnity had made her dumb ; the darkness of her dAvelling 
and the continual sight of the same objects had dulled her 
glance and given her eyes the limpidity of spring Avater. 
Absolute renunciation, slow physical and moral death, had 
little by little couAcrted this cra/.y amorosa into a grave 
matron. When, as oftcji happened, a blank stare came into 
her eyes, and she gazed before her without seeing anything, 
one could detect utter, internal void through those deep 
bright cavities. 

Nothing noAV remained of her former A'oluptuous ardour 
but Aveariness of the flesh and a senile tremor of the hands. 
She had once loved like a she-Avolf, but Avas noAV Avasted, 
already sufficiently worn out for the grave. There had boon 
strange workings of her nerves during her long years of 
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chastity. A dissolute life would perhaps have wrecked her 
less than the slow hidden ravages of unsatisfied fever which 
had modified her organism. 

Sometimes, even now, this moribund, pale old woman, who 
seemed to have no blood left in her, was seized with nervous 
fits like electric shocks, which galvanised her, and for an hour 
brought licr atrocious intensity of life. She would lie on her 
bed rigid, with her eyes open; then hiccoughs would como 
upon her and she Avould writhe and struggle, acquiring the 
frightful strength of those hysterical madwomen whom one 
has to tie doAvn in order to prevent them from breaking their 
heads against a Avail. This return to former vigour, these 
sudden attacks, gave her a terrible shock. When she came to 
again, she AA'ould stagger about Avith such a scared, stupefied 
look, that tiie gossips of the Faubourg u.sed to say: ‘ yiio’s 
been drinking, tlie crazy old thing! ’ 

Little Silvere’s childish smile Avas for her the last palo 
ray which brought some AA’armth to her frozen limbs. Weary 
of solitude, and frightened at the thought of dying alone in 
one of her fits, she had asked to haA'e the child. With this 
little fidlow I'unning about near her, she felt secure against 
di ath. Without relinquishing her habits of taciturnity, 
or seeking to vender her automatic )novements more supple, 
she conceived inexpressible affection for him. Btiff and 
speechless, she Avould Avatch him playing for hours together, 
li.stening Avith delight to the intolerable noise Avith Avhich ho 
filled the old hovel. That tomb had resounded Avith uproar 
ever since Silvere had been running about it, bestriding 
broomsticks, Imocking up against the doors, and shouting and 
crying. TT(! brought Adelaide back to the Avorld, as it were ; 
she looked after him Avith the mo.st adorable aAvlavardnoss; 
she Avho, in her youth, had neglected the duties of a mother, 
noAV felt the diA'ino pleasures of maternity in washing his 
fac(!, dressing hijii, and Avatching over his sickly life. It was 
a rcaAvakening of love, a last soothing passion which heaven 
had granted to this Avoman Avho bad been so ravaged by the 
want of some one to love: the touching agony of a heart that 
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had lived amidst the most acute desires, and which was now 
dying full of love for a child. 

She was already too far gone to pour forth the babble of 
good plump grandmothers; she adoi’cd the child in secret 
with the bashfulness of a young girl, without knowing how to 
fondle him. Sometimes she took him on her knees, and 
gazed at him for a long time with her pale eyes. When the 
little one, frightened by her mute white visage, began to cry, 
she seemed perplexed by what she had done, and quickly 
put him down upon the floor without even kissing him. 
Perhaps she recognised *iu him a faint resemblance to 
Macquart the poacher. 

Silvere grew up, over tcle-d-lctc with Adelaide. With 
childish cajolery he used to call her aunt Dido, a name which 
ultimately clung to the old woman ; the word ‘ aunt ’ employed 
in this way is simply a term of endearment in Provence. The 
child entertained singular affection, not unmixed with 
respectful terror, for his grandmother. During her nervous 
fits, when ho was <[uite a little boy, he ran away from her, 
crying, terrified by her disfigured countenance ; and ho came 
back very timidly after the attack, rcsuly to run away again, 
as though the old woman were disposed to beat him. Later 
on, however, when he was twelve years old, ho would stop 
there bravely and watch in order that she might not hurt 
herself by falling off the bed. lie stood for hours holding he)’ 
tightly in his arms to subdue the rude shocks which distorted 
her. During intervals of calmness he would gaze with jiity 
•on her convulsed featui’cs and withered frame, over which 
her skirts lay like a shroud. These hidden dramas, which 
I'ocurred every month, this old woiiuin as rigid as a coi’pse, 
this child bent over her, silently watching foi- the I’eturn 
of consciousness, made up amidst the darkness of the hovel 
a strange picture of mournful hoi’ror and broken-hearted 
tenderness. 

When aunt Dide came round, she would get up v.’ith 
difficulty, and set about her work in J,he hovel without even 
questioning Silvere. She remembered nothing, and the child, 
from a sort of instinctive prudence, avoided the least allusion 
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to what had taken place. These recurring fits, more than 
anything else, strengthened Silv6re’s deep attachment for his 
grandmother. In the same manner as she adored him with¬ 
out any garrulous effusiveness, he felt a secret, almost 
bashful, affection for her. While he was really very grateful 
to her for having taken him in and brought him up, he could 
not help regarding her as an extraordinary creature, a prey to 
some strange malady, whom he ought to pity and respect. 
No doubt there was not sufficient life left in Adelaide; she 
was too white and too stiff for Silv^re to throw himself on her 
neck. Thus they lived together hmidst melancholy silence, 
in the depths of which they felt the tremor of boundless 
love. 

The sad, solemn atmosphere, which ho had breathed from 
childhood, gave Silvfiro a strong heart, in which gathered 
every form of enthusiasm. He early became a serious, 
thoughtful little man, seeking instruction with a kind of 
stubbornness. He only learnt a little spelling and arithmetic 
at the school of the Christian Brothers, which ho was com¬ 
pelled to leave when he was but twelve years old, on account 
of his apprenticeship. He never acquired the first rudiments 
of knowledge. However, he read all the odd volumes which 
fell into his hands, and thus provided himself with strange 
equipment; he had some notions of a multitude of sub¬ 
jects, ill-digested notions, which he could never classify 
distinctly in his head. When ho was quite young, he had 
been in the habit of playing in the workshop of a master 
wheelwright, a worthy man named Vian, who lived at th§ 
entrance of the blind-alley in front of the Aire Saint-Mittre 
where he stored his timber. Silvere used to jump up on the 
wheels of the tilted carts undergoing repair, and amuse him¬ 
self by dragging about the heavy tools which his tiny 
hands could scarcely lift. One of his greatest pleasures, too, 
was to assist the workmen by holding some piece of wood for 
them, or bringing them the iron-work which they required. 
When he had grown .older he naturally became apprenticed 
to Vian. The latter had taken a liking to the little fellow 
who was always kicking about his heels, and asked Adelaide 
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to let him come, refusing to take anything for his board and 
lodging. Silvcre eagerly accepted, already foreseeing the 
time when ho would be able to make his poor aunt Dide some 
return for all she had spent upon him. 

• In a short time he became an excellent workman. He 
cherished, however, much higher ambitions. Having once 
seen, at a coachbuilder’s at Plassans, a line new carriage, 
shining with varnish, he vowed that he would one day 
build such carriages himself. Ho remembered this carriage 
as a rare and unique work of art, an ideal towards which his 
aspirations should tend. The tilted carts at which he worked 
in Vian’s shop, those carts which he had lovingly cherished, 
now seemed unworthy of his affections. He began to attend 
the local drawing-school, where ho formed a connection with a 
youngster who had left college, and who lent liim an old 
treatise on geometry. lie plunged into this study without a 
guide, racking his brains for weeks together in order to grasp 
the simplest problem in the world. In this manner ho 
gradually became one of those learned workmen who can 
hardly sign their name and yet talk about algebra as though 
it were an intimate friend. 

Nothing unsettles the mind so much a.s this desultory 
kind of education, which reposes on no firm basis. Most 
frequently such scraps of knowledge convoy an absolutely 
false idea of the highest truths, and render persons of limited 
intellect insufferably stupid. In Silvere’s case, however, his 
scraps of stolen knowledge only augmented his liberal aspira¬ 
tions. Ho was conscious of horizons which at present 
remained closed to him. Ho formed for himself divine 
conceptions of things beyond his reach, and lived on, regarding 
in a deep, innocent, religious way the noble thoughts and 
grand conceptions towards which ho was raising himself, but 
which he did not as yet comprehend. He was one of the 
simple-minded, one whose simplicity was divine, and who had 
remained on the threshold of the temple, kneeling before the 
tapers which from a distance ho took foi^ stars. 

The hovel in the Impasse Saint-Mittre consisted, in the 
first place, of a large room into which the street door opened. 
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The only "pieces of furniture in this room, which had a stone 
floor, and served botli as a kitchen and a dining-room, were 
some straw-seated chairs, a table on trestles, and an old coffer 
which Ad 61 aido had converted into a sofa, by spreading a 
piece of woollen stuff over the lid. In the left hand corner of 
the large fireplace stood a plaster image of the Holy Virgin, 
surrounded by artificial flowers ; she is the traditional good 
mother of all old Provencal women, however irreligious 
they may be. A passage led from the room into a yard 
situated at the rear of the house; in this yard there was a 
well. Aunt Hide’s bedroom was on the loft side of the 
passage; it was a little apartment containing an iron bed¬ 
stead and one chair ; Bilvere slept in a still smaller room on 
the right hand side, just large enough for a trestle bedstead; 
and he had been obliged to plan a sot of shelves, reaching up 
to the ceiling, to keep by him all those dear odd volumes 
which he saved his sous to purchase from a neighbouring 
general dealer. When ho read at night-time, ho would 
hang his lamp on a nail at the head of tho bed. If his grand¬ 
mother had an attack, he merely had to leap out at the first 
gasp to bo at her side in a moment. 

The young man led the life of a child. He passed his 
existence in this lonely spot. Like his father, ho felt a 
dislike for taverns and Sunday strolling. His mates wounded 
his delicate susceptibilities by their coarse jokes. He preferred 
to read, to rack his brain over some simple geometrical 
problem. Since aunt Hide had entrusted him with the little 
household commissions she did not go out at all, but ceased 
all intercourse even with her family. The young man 
sometimes thought of her forlornness ; ho reflected that the 
poor old woman lived but a few steps from the children 
who strove to forget her, as though she wore dead; and this 
made him love her all the more, for himself and for the 
others. When ho at times entertained a vague idea that aunt 
Hide might be expiating some former transgressions, he would 
say to himself: ‘ I was born to pardon her.’ 

A nature such as' Silvero’s, ardent yet self-restrained, 
naturally cherished the most exalted republican ideas. At 
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night, in his little hovel, Silv^sre would again and again read a 
work of Eousseau’s which he had picked up at the neigh¬ 
bouring dealer’s among a number of old locks. The rending 
of this book kept him awake till daybreak. Amidst his 
dream of universal happiness so dear to the poor, the words 
liberty, equality, fraternity, rang in his ears like those 
sonorous sacred calls of the bells, at the sound of which the 
faithful fall upon their knees. When, therefore, he learnt 
that the Eopublic had ju.st been proclaimed in France ho 
fancied that the whole world would enjoy a life of celestial 
beatitude. His knowledge, though imperfect, made him see 
farther than other workmenhis aspirations did not stop at 
daily bread; but his extreme ingenuousness, his complete 
ignorance of mankind, kept him in the dreamland of theory, 
a Garden of Eden where universal justice reigned. Ilis 
paradise was for a long time a delightful spot in which ho 
forgot himself. 

When he came to perceive that tilings did not go on quite 
satisfactorily in the best of republics he was sorely grieved, 
and indulged in another dream, that of compelling men to be 
happy even by force. Every act which seemed to him pre¬ 
judicial to the interest of the people roused him to revengeful 
indignation. Though he was as gentle as a child, he cherished 
the fiercest political animosity. lie would not have killed a 
fly, and yet he was for ever talking of a call to arms. 
Liberty was his passion, an unreasoning, absolute passion, to 
which he gave all the feverish ardour of his blood. Blinded 
by enthusiasm, ho was both too ignorant and too learned to 
be tolerant, and would not allow for men’s weaknesses; ho 
required an ideal government of perfect justice and perfect 
liberty. It was at this period that Antoine Bfacquart thought 
of settmg him against the Rougons. He fancied that this young 
enthusiast would work terrible havoc if he were only exas¬ 
perated to the proper pitch. This calculation was not alto¬ 
gether devoid of shrewdness. 

Such being Antoine’s scheme, ho triifd to induce Silvfire to 
visit him, by professing inordinate admiration for the young 
man’s ideas. But he very nearly compromised the whole 
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matter at the outset. He had a way of regarding the triumph 
of the Eopublic as a question of personal interest, as an era 
of happy idleness and endless junketing, which chilled his 
nephew’s purely moral aspirations. However, he perceived 
that he was on the wrong track, and plunged into strange 
bathos, a string of empty hut high-sounding words, which 
Silvero accepted as a satisfactory proof of his civism. Before 
long the uncle and nephew saw each other two or three 
times a week. During their long discussions, in which the 
fate of the country was flatly settled, Antoine endeavoured to 
persuade the young man that the Rougons’ drawing-room was 
the chief obstacle to the welfare of France. But he again 
made a false move by calling his mother ‘ old jade ’ in 
Silvere’s presence, lie even repeated to him the early 
scandals about the poor woman. The young man blushed 
for shame, but listened without interruption. He had not 
asked his uncle for this information; ho felt heart-broken by 
such confidences, which wounded his feeling of respectful 
affection for aunt Bide. From that time forward bo 
lavished yet more attention lipon his grandmother, greeting 
her always with pleasant smiles and looks of forgiveness. 
However, Macqnart felt that he had acted foolishly, and 
strove to take advantage of Silvere’s affection for Adelaide by 
charging the Rougons with her forlornncss and poverty. 
According to him, ho had always been the best of sons, 
whereas his brother had behaved disgracefully; Pierre had 
robbed his mother, and now, when she was penniless, ho 
was ashamed of her. Ho never ceased descanting on this 
subject. Silvers thereupon became indignant with his uncle 
Pierre, much to the satisfaction of his uncle Antoine. 

The scene was much the same every time the young man 
called. He used to come in the evening, while the Macquarts 
were at dinner. The father would bo swallowing some potato 
stew with a growl, picking out the pieces of bacon, and 
watching the dish when it passed into the hands of Jean and 
Gervaise. 

‘ You see. Silvers,’ he would say with a sullen rage which 
was ill-concealed beneath his air of cynical indifference, ‘ more 
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potatoes, always potatoes I Wo never cat anything else now. 
Meat is only for rich people. It’s getting quite impossible to 
make both ends meet with children who have the devil’s 
appetite and their own too.’ 

• Gervaise and Jean bent over their plates, no longer even 
daring to cut some bread. Silvire, who in his dream lived in 
heaven, did not grasp the situation. In a calm voice he pro¬ 
nounced these storm-laden words: 

‘ But you should work, uncle.’ 

‘ Ah! yes,’ sneered Macquart, stung to the quick. ‘ You 
want me to work, eh 1 Talct those beggars, the rich folk, con¬ 
tinue to prey upon me. I should earn probably twenty sous 
a day, and ruin my constitution. It’s worth while, isn’t it ? ’ 

‘Everyone earns what he can,’ the young man replied. 
‘ Twenty sous are twenty sous; and all helps in a home. 
Besides, you’re an old soldier, why don’t you seek some 
employment ? ’ 

Fine would tlion interpose, with a thoughtlessness of 
which she soon repented. 

‘ That’s what I’m always telling him,’ said she. ‘ The 
market inspector wants an assistant; I mentioned my husband 
to him, and he seems well disposed towards us.’ 

But Macquart interrupted her with a fulminating glance. 
‘ Eh ! hold your tongue,’ he growled with suppressed anger. 
‘ Women never know what they’re talking about I Nobody 
would have mo; my opinions are too well-known.’ 

Every time that he was offered employment he displayed 
similar irritation. He did not cease, however, to ask for 
situations, though he always refused such as were found for 
him, assigning the most extraordinary reasons. When pressed 
upon the point he became terrible. 

If Joan were to take up a newspaper after dinner he would 
at once exclaim; ‘ You’d better go to bed. You’ll be getting 
up late to-morrow, and that’ll be another day lost. To think 
of that young rascal coming homo with eight francs short 
last week 1 However, I’ve requested fiis master not to give 
him his money in future; I’ll call for it myself.’ 

Jean would go to bed to avoid his father’s recriminations. 



1 54 THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS 

Ho had but little sympathy with Silvke ; politics bored him, 
and he thought his cousin ‘ cracked.’ When only the women 
remained, if they unfortunately started some whispered 
converse after clearing the table, Macquart would cry: 

‘ Now, you idlers 1 Is there nothing that requires mending?- 
We’re all in rags. Look here, Gervaiso, I was at your 
mistress’s to-day, and I learnt some fine things. You’re a 
good-for-nothing, a gad-about.’ 

Gervaise, now a grown girl of more than twenty, coloured 
up at thus being scolded in the presence of Silvere, who him¬ 
self felt uncomfortable. One evening, having come rather 
late, when his uncle was not at homo, he had found the mother 
and daughter intoxicated before an empty bottle. From that 
time he could never see his cousin without recalling the 
disgraceful spectacle she had presented, with a maudlin grin 
and large red patches on her poor, pale, puny face. Ho was 
not less shocked by the nasty stories that circulated with 
regard to her. He sometimes looked at her stealthily, with 
the timid surprise of a schoolboy in the presence of a dis¬ 
reputable character. 

When the two women had taken up their needles, and 
were ruining their eyesight in order to mend his old shirts, 
Macquart, taking the best seat, would throw himself back with 
an air of delicious comfort, and sip and smoke like a man 
who relishes his laziness. This was the time when the old 
rogue generally railed against the wealthy for living on the 
sweat of the poor man’s brow. Ho was superbly indignant 
with the gentlemen of the new town, who lived so idly, and 
compelled the poor to keep them in luxury. The fragments 
of communistic notions which he culled from the newspapers 
in the morning became grotesque and monstrous on falling 
from his lips. He would talk of a time near at hand when 
no one would be obliged to work. Ho always, however,' 
kept liis fiercest animosity for the Rougons. He never could 
digest the potatoes ho had eaten. 

‘ I saw that vile erfiaturo I'Y'licito buying a chicken in the 
market this morning,’ he would say. ‘ Those robbers of 
inheritances must eat chicken, forsooth I ’ 
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‘ Aunt Dide,’ interposed Silvore, ‘ says that uncle Pierre 
was very kind to you when you left the army. Didn’t he 
spend a large sum of money in lodging and clothing you ? ’ 

‘ A large sum of money I ’ roared Macquart in exaspera¬ 
tion ; ‘ your grandmother is mad. It was those thieves who 
spread those reports themselves, so as to close my mouth. I 
never had anything.’ 

Fine again foolishly interfered, reminding him that he had 
received two hundred francs, besides a suit of clothes and a 
year’s rent. Antoine thereupon shouted to her to hold her 
tongue, and continued, with increasing fury : ‘ Two hundred 
francs 1 a fine thing! I want my due, ten thousand 
francs. Ah ! yes, talk of the hole they shoved me into like a 
dog, and the old frock-coat which Pierre gave me because he 
was ashamed to wear it any longer himself, it was so dirty 
and ragged! ’ 

Ho was not speaking the truth; but, seeing the rage that 
he was in, nobody ventured to protest any further. Then, 
turning towards Bilvere : ‘ It’s very stupid of you to defend 
them t ’ he added. ‘ They robbed your mother, who, good 
woman, would be alive now if she had had the means of 
taking care of herself.’ 

‘ Oh ! you’re not just, uncle,’ the young man said; ‘ my 
mother did not die for want of attention, and I’m certain 
my father would never have accepted a sou from his wife’s 
family I ’ 

‘ Pooh I don’t talk to me I your father would have taken 
the money jirst like anybody else. We were disgracefully 
plundered, and it’s high time wo had our rights.’ 

Then Macquart, for the hundredth time, began to recount 
the story of the fifty thousand francs. His nephew, who 
know it by heart, and all the variations with which ho embel¬ 
lished it, listened to him rather impatiently. 

‘ If you were a man,’ Antoine would say in conclusion, 
‘ you would come some day with me, and we would kick up a 
nice row at the Eougons. We would ndt leave without having 
some money given us.’ 

Silvore, however, grew serious, and frankly replied : ‘ If 
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those wretches robbed us, so much the worse for them. I 
don’t want their money. You see, uncle, it’s not for us to 
fall on our relatives. If they’ve done wrong, well, one of 
these days they’ll be severely punished for it.’ 

‘ Ah ! what a big simpleton you arc ! ’ the uncle cried.- 
‘ When wo have the upper hand, you’ll see whether I shan’t 
settle my own little affairs myself. God cares a lot about us 
indeed I What a foul family ours is I Even if I were starving 
to death, not one of those scoundrels would throw mo a dry 
crust.’ 

Whenever Macquart touched upon this subject, he proved 
inexhaustible. He bared all his bleeding wounds of envy and 
covetousness. He grew mad with rage when ho came to think 
that he was the only unlucky one in the family, and was forced 
to eat potatoes, while the others had meat to their heart’s 
content. Ho would pass all his relations in review, even his 
grand-nephews, and find some grievance and reason for 
threatening every one of them. 

‘ Yes, yes,’ ho repeated bitterly, ‘ they’d leave me to die 
like a dog.’ 

Gervaise, without raising her head or ceasing to ply her 
needle, would sometimes say timidly : ‘ Still, father, cousin 
Pascal was very kind to us, last year, when you were ill.’ 

‘ He attended you without charging a sou,’ continued Fine, 
coming to her daughter’s aid, ‘ and ho often slipped a five- 
franc piece into my hand to make you some broth.’ 

‘ lie! he’d have killed mo if I hadn’t had a strong constitu¬ 
tion ! ’ Macquart retorted. ‘ Hold your tongues, you fools 1 
You’d let yourselves be twisted about like children. They’d 
all like to see me dead. When I’m ill again, I beg you not to 
go and fetch my nephew, for I didn’t feel at all comfortable in 
his hands. He’s only a twopenny-halfpenny doctor, and 
hasn’t got a decent patient in all his practice.’ 

When once Macquart was fully launched, he could not stop. 

‘ It’s like that little viper, Aristide,’ he would say, ‘ a false 
brother, a traitor. Afe ^^you taken in by his articles in the 
“ Independant,” Silvere ? You would bo a fine fool if you 
were. They’re not even written in good French; I’ve always 
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maintained that this contraband Eepublican is in league with 
his worthy father to humbug us. You’ll see how he’ll turn 
his coat. And his brother, the illustrious Eugene, that big 
blockhead of whom the Kougons make such a fuss! why, 
they’ve got the impudence to assert that he occupies a good 
position in Paris! I know something about his position; he’s 
employed at the Rue de Jerusalem ; he’s a police spy.’ 

‘ Who told you so ? You know nothing about it,’ inter¬ 
rupted Silvere, whoso upright spirit at last felt hurt by his 
uncle’s lying accusations. 

‘ Ah 1 I know nothing about it ? Do you think so ? I 
toll you ho is a police spy. You’ll bo shorn like a lamb one of 
these days, with your benevolence. You’re not manly enough. 
I don’t want to say anything against your brother Fran9ois; 
but, if I were in your place, I shouldn’t like the scurvy manner 
in which ho treats you. lie earns a heap of money at Marseilles, 
and yet ho never sends you a paltry twenty-franc piece for 
pocket-money. If ever you become poor, I shouldn’t advise 
you to look to him for anything.’ 

‘ I’ve no need of anybody,’ the young man replied in a 
proud and slightly injured tone of voice. ‘ My own work 
suffices for aunt Dido and myself. You’re cruel, uncle.’ 

‘ I only say what’s true, that’s all. I should like to open 
your eyes. Our family is a disreputable lot; it’s sad but 
true. Even that little Maxime, Aristide’s son, that little nine- 
year-old brat, pokes his tongue out at mo when he meets me. 
That child will some day beat his owm mother, and a good 
job too! Say what you like, all those folks don’t deserve 
their luck ; but it’s always like this in families, the good ones 
suffer while the bad ones make their fortunes.’ 

All this dirty linen, which Maeguart washed with such 
complacency before his nephew, profoundly disgusted the 
young man. lie would have liked to soar back into his dream. 
As soon as he began to show unmistakable signs of impatience, 
Antoine would employ strong expedients to exasperate him 
against their relatives. ^ 

‘ Defend them ! defend them ! ’ he would say, appearing 
to calm down. ‘ I, for my part, liave arranged to have nothing 
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more to do with them. I only mention the matter ont of pity 
for my poor mother, whom all that gang treat in a most 
revolting manner.’ 

‘ They are wretches ! ’ Silvero murmured. 

‘ Oh! you don’t know, you don’t undoretand. These 
llougons pour all sorts of insults and abuse on the good 
woman. Aristide has forbidden bis son even to recognise her. 
Felicitc talks of having her placed in a lunatic asylum.’ 

The young man, as white as a sheet, abnrptly interrupted 
his uncle ; ‘ Enough ! ’ he cried. ‘ I don’t want to know any 
more about it. There will have to be an end to all this.’ 

‘ I’ll hold my tongue, since it annoys you,’ the old rascal 
replied, feigning a good-natured manner. ‘ Still, there are some 
things that you ought not to be ignorant of, unless you want 
to play the part of a fool.’ 

klacquart, while exerting himself to set Silvero against the 
Kougons, experienced the keenest pleasure on drawing tears 
of anguish from the young man’s eyes, lie detested him, per¬ 
haps, more than ho did the others, and this because he was 
an excellent workman and never drank, lie brought all his 
instincts of refined cruelty into play, in order to invent atro¬ 
cious falsehoods which should sting the poor lad to the heart; 
then he revelled in his pa llor, his trembling hands and his heart¬ 
rending looks, with the, delight of some evil spirit who measures 
his stabs and finds that he has struck his victim in the right 
place. When ho t'nought that ho had wounded and exasperated 
Silvero sufficiently, ho would at last touch upon politics. 

‘ I’ve been assured,’ he would say, loweiing his voice, 

‘ that the Kougons are preparing some treachery.’ 

‘Treachery?’ Silvero asked, becoming attentive. 

‘ Yes, one of these nights they arc going to sei/.o all the 
good citizens of the town and throw them into prison.’ 

The young man was at first disposed to doubt it, but his 
uncle gave precise details; he spoke of lists that had been 
drawn up, he mentioned the persons whoso names were on 
these lists, he indicated in what manner, at what hour, and 
under what circumstances the plot would be carried into 
effect. Silvero gradually allowed himself to be taken in by 
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this old woman’s tale, and was soon raving against the enemies 
of the Eepublic. 

‘ It’s they that wo shall have to reduce to impotence if 
they persist in betraying the country ! ’ he cried. ‘ And what 
do they intend to do with the citizens whom they arrest ? ’ 

‘ What do they intend to do with them ? AVliy, they will 
shoot them in the lowest dungeons of the prison, of course,’ 
replied Maccpiart, with a hoarse laugh. And as the young 
man, stupefied withdiorror, looked at him without knowing 
what to say : ‘ This will not be the first lot to bo assassinated 
there,’ he continued. ‘ You need only go and prowl about 
tho Palais do Justice of an ovening to hear the shots and 
groans.’ 

‘ Oh, the wretches! ’ Silvore murmured. 

Thereupon uncle and nephew launched out into high 
politics. Pine and Gcrvaisc, on finding them hotly dchating 
things, quietly went to bed without attracting their attention. 
Then tho two men remained together till midnight, comment¬ 
ing on the news from Paris and discussing tho approaching 
and inevitable struggle. Macquart bitterly denounced the 
men of his own party, Silvere dreamed his dream of ideal 
liherty aloud, and for himself only. Strange conversations 
these w'cre, during which tho uncle poured out many a little 
nip for himself, and from which the nephew emerged quite 
intoxicated with enthusiasm. Antoine, however, never suc¬ 
ceeded in obtaining from tho young Eepublican any perfidious 
suggestion or plan of warfare against tho Eougons. In vain 
ho tried to goad him on; he seldom heard him suggest aught 
but an appeal to eternal justice, which sooner or later would 
punish the evil-doers. 

Tho ingenuous youth did indeed speak warmly of taking 
up arms and massacring the enemies of the Eepublic ; but, as 
soon as those enemies strayed out of his dream or became per¬ 
sonified in his uncle Pierre or any other person of his acquaint¬ 
ance, ho relied upon heaven to spare him the horror of shedding 
blood. It is very probable that ho w;ould have ceased visiting 
Macquart, whose jealous fury made him so uncomfortable, if 
he had not tasted the pleasure of being able to speak freely of 
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his dear Republic there. In the end, however, his uncle exercised 
decisive influence over his destiny; he irritated his nerves 
by his everlasting diatribes, and succeeded in making him 
eager for an armed struggle, the conquest of universal 
happiness by violence. 

When Silvore reached his sixteenth year, Macquart had 
him admitted into the secret society of the Montagnards, a 
powerful association whose influence extended throughout 
Southern France. From that moment the young Republican 
gazed with longing eyes at the smuggler’s carbine, which 
Adelaide had hung over her chimney-piece. One night, while 
his grandmother was asleep, he cleaned and put it in proper 
condition. Then he replaced it on its nail and waited, in¬ 
dulging in brilliant reveries, fancying gigantic epics, Homeric 
struggles, and knightly tournaments, whence the defenders of 
liberty would emerge victorious and acclaimed by the whole 
world. 

Macquart meantime was not discouraged, lie said to 
himself that ho would bo able to strangle the Rougons alone 
if he could ever get them into a corner. His envious rage 
and slothful greed were increased by certain successive acci¬ 
dents which compelled him to resume work. In the early 
part of 1850 Fine died, almost suddenly, from inflammation 
of the lungs, which she had caught by going one evening to 
wash the family linen in the Vionio, and carrying it home 
wet on her back. She returned soaked with water and per¬ 
spiration, bowed down by her load, which was terribly heavy, 
and she never recovered. 

Her death filled Macquart with consternation. His most 
reliable source of income was gone. When, a few days later, 
he sold the caldron in which his wife had boiled her chest¬ 
nuts, and the wooden horse which she had used in reseating old 
chairs, he foully accused the Divinity of having robbed him 
of that strong strapping woman of whom ho had ofteii felt 
ashamed, but whose real worth he now appreciated. He now 
also fell upon his children’s earnings with greater avidity than 
over. Hut, a month later, Gervaise, tired of his continual 
exactions, ran away with her two children and Lantier, whose 
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mother was dead. The lovers took refuge in Paris. Antoine, 
overwhelmed, vented his rage against his daughter by express¬ 
ing the hope that she might die in hospital like most of her 
kind. This abuse did not, however, improve the situation, 
which was decidedly becoming bad. Jean soon followed his 
sister’s example. lie waited for pay-day to come round, and 
then contrived to receive the money himself. As he was 
leaving he told one of his friends, who repeated it to Antoine, 
that he would no longer keep his lazy father, and that if the 
latter should take it into his head to have him brought back 
by the gendarmes he would, touch neither saw nor plane. 

On the morrow, when Antoine, having vainly sought him, 
found himself alone and penniless in the house where for 
twenty years he had been comfortably kept, ho flew into the 
most frantic rage, kicked the furniture about, and yelled the 
vilest imprecations. Then he sank down exhausted, and 
began to drag himself about and moan like a convalescent. 
The fear of having to earn his bread made him positively ill. 
When Silvere came to see him, he complained, with tears, of 
his children’s ingratitude. Had ho not always been a good 
father to them ? Jean and Gervaise were monsters, who had 
made him an evil return for all he had done for them. Now 
they abandoned him because he was old, and they could not 
got anything more out of him ! 

‘ But, uncle,’ said Silvere, ‘ you arc not yet too old to 
work 1 ’ 

Macquart, coughing and stooping, shook his head mourn¬ 
fully, as if to say that ho could not bear the least fatigue for 
any length of time. Just as his nephew was about to with¬ 
draw, ho borrowed ten francs of him. Then for a month he 
lived by taking his children’s old clothes, one by one, to a 
second-hand dealer’s, and in the same way, little by little, ho 
sold all the small articles in the house. Soon nothing 
remained but a table, a chair, his bed, and the clothes on his 
back. lie ended by exchanging the walnut-wood bedstead 
for a plain strap one. When he hat? exhausted all his 
resources, ho cried with rage ; and, witli the fierce pallor of a 
man who is resigned to suicide, he went to look for the 
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bundle of osier that he had forgotten in some corner for it 
quarter of a century past. As he took it up ho seemed to 
be lifting a mountain. However, he again began to plait 
baskets and hampers, while denouncing the human race for 
their neglect. 

It was particularly at this time that he talked of dividing 
and sharing the riches of the wealthy. He showed himself 
terrible. His speeches kept up a constant conflagration in 
the tavern, where his furious looks secured him unlimited 
credit. Moreo\er, he only worked when he had been unable 
to get a five-franc piece out of Bilvere or a comrade. He was 
no longer ‘ Monsieur ’ Macquart, the clean-shaven workman, 
who wore his Sunday clothes every day and played the gentle¬ 
man : he again became the big slovenly devil who had once 
speculated on his rags. Folicito did not dare to go to market 
now that he was so often coming there to sell his baskets. 
He once had a violent quarrel with her there. His hatred 
against the Rougons grew with his wretchedness. He swore, 
with horrible threats, that he would wreak justice himself, 
since the rich were leagued together to compel him to toil. 

In this slate of mind, he welcomed the Coup d’Ftat with 
the ardent, obstreperous delight of a hound scenting the 
quarry. As the few honest Liberals in the town had failed to 
arrive at an understanding amongst themselves, and therefore 
kept apart, ho became naturally one of the most prominent 
agents of the insurrection. The working classes, notwith¬ 
standing the unfavourable opinion which they at last 
entertained of this lazy fellow, would, when the time arrived, 
have to accept him as a rallying flag. On the first few days, 
however, the town remained quiet, and Macquart thought 
that his plans were frustrated. It was not until the nows 
arrived of the rising of the rural districts that he recovered 
hope. For his own part he would not have left Plassans for 
all the world ; accordingly he invented some pretext for not 
following those workmen who, on the Sunday morning, set 
off to join the insurrectionary band of La Palud and Saint- 
Martin-de-Vaulx. 

On the evening of the same day he was sitting m some 
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disreputable tavern of the old quarter with a few friends, 
when a comrade came to inform him that tlie insurgents were 
only a few miles from Plassans. This news had just been 
brought by an express, who had succeeded in making his way 
into the town, and had been charged to got the gates opened 
for the column. There was an outburst of triumph. Mac- 
quart, especially, appeared to be delirious with enthusiasm. 
The unforeseen arrival of the insurgents seemed to him a 
delicate attention of Providence for his own particular benefit. 
His hands trembled at the idea that he would soon hold the 
Eougons by the throat. 

He hastily quitted the tavern with his friends. All the 
Republicans who had not yet left the town were soon assembled 
on the Cours Sauvaire. It was this band that Rougon had 
perceived as he was hastening to conceal liimself in his 
mother’s house. When the band had reached the top of the 
Eire de la Banue, Macquart, who had stationed liimself at tho 
rear, detained four of his companions, big fellows who were 
not over-burdened with brains and whom he swayed by his 
tavern bluster. He easily persuaded them that the enemies 
of the Republic must be arrested immediately if they wished 
to prevent the greatest calamities. The truth was that ho 
feared Pierre might escape him in tho midst of the confusion 
which the entry of tho insurgents would produce. However, tho 
four big fellows followed him with exemplary docility, and 
knocked violently at tho door of tho Eougons’ abode. 
In this critical situation Felicite dis})layed admirable cour- 
i}ge. She went down and opened the street door herself. 

‘ We want to go upstairs into your rooms,’ Macquart said 
to her brutally. 

‘Very well, gentlemen, walk up,’ she replied Avith ironical 
politeness, pretending that she did not recognise her bi'other- 
in-law. 

Once upstairs, Macquart ordered her to fetch her 
husband. 

‘ My husband is not here,’ she said with perfect calmness; 
‘ he is travelling on business. Ho took tho diligence for 
Marseilles at six o’clock this evening.’ 
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Antoine at this declaration, which Fdlicitd uttered in a 
clear voice, made a gesture ot rage. Ho rushed through the 
drawing-room, and then into the bedroom, turned the bed up, 
looked behind the curtains and under the furniture. The four 
big follows assisted him. They searched the place for-a 
quarter of an hour. Felicitd meantime quietly seated 
herself on the drawing-room sofa, and began to fasten the 
strings of her petticoats, like a person who has been surprised 
in her sleep and has not had time to dress properly. 

‘ It’s true then, he’s run away, the coward!' Macquart 
muttered on returning to the drawing-room. 

Nevertheless, he continued to look about him with a sus¬ 
picious air. He felt a presentiment that Pierre could irot 
have given up the game at the decisive moment. At last he 
approached Felicite, who was yawning : ‘ Show us the place 
where your husband is hidden,’ he said to her, ‘ and I promise 
that no harm shall bo done to him.’ 

‘ I have told you the trutli,’ she replied impatiently. ‘ I 
can’t deliver my husband to you, as he’s not here. You 
have searched everywhere, haven’t you? Then leave me 
alone now.’ 

Macquart, exasperated by her composure, was just 
going to strike her, when a rumbling noise arose from the 
street. It was the column of insurgents entering the Hue do 
la Banno. 

He then had to leave the yellow drawing-room, after 
shaking liis fist at his sister-in-law, calling her an old jade, 
and threatening that he would soon return. At the foot of 
the staircase, he took one of the men who accompanied him, 
a navvy named Cassoute, the most wooden-headed of the 
four, and ordered him to sit on the first step, and remain 
there. 

‘ You must come and inform me,’ he said to him, ‘ if you 
see the scoundrel from upstairs return.’ 

The man sat dojvn Lc'avily. When Macquart reached the 
pavement, he raised Ips eyes and observed Felicite leaning out 
of the window of the yellow drawing-room, watching the 
marc^ past of the insurgents, as if it was nothing but a 
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regiment passing through the town to the strains of its band. 
This last sign of perfect composure irritated him to such a 
degree that he was almost tempted to go up again and throw 
the old woman into the street. However, he followed the 
column, muttering in a hoarse voice : ‘ Yes, yes, look at us 
passing. We’ll see whether you will station yourself at your 
balcony to-morrow'.’ 

It was nearly eleven o’clock at night when the insurgents 
entered the town by the Porto de Eomo. The workmen 
remaining in Plassans had opened the gate for them, in spite 
of the wailings of the kdfeper, from whom they could only 
wrest the keys by force. This man, very jealous of his office, 
stood dumbfoundoredin the presence of the surging erow'd. To 
think of it! he, who never allowed more than one person to 
pass in at a time, and then only after a prolonged examination 
of his face! And he murmured that ho was dishonoured. 
The men of Plassans wore still marching at the head of the 
column by way of guiding the others ; Jlietto, who was in tho 
front rank, with Silvers on her left, held up her banner more 
proudly than ever now that she could divine behind the closed 
blinds the scared looks of well-to-do bourgeois startled out of 
their sleep. The insurgents passed along tho Hue de Home 
and the Hue de la Banuo slowly and warily; at every crossway, 
although they well knew the quiet disposition of tho inhabit¬ 
ants, they feared they might be received with bullets. Tho 
town seemed lifeless, however; there was scarcely a stifled 
exclamation to be heard at the windows. Only live or six 
.shutters opened. Some old householder then appeared in his 
night-shirt, candle in hand, and leant out to obtain a better 
view ; but as soon as he distinguished tho tall red girl who 
appeared to be drawing that crowd of black demons behind 
her, he hastily closed his window again, terrifled by such a 
diabolical apparition. 

The silence of tho slumbering town reassured the insur¬ 
gents, who ventured to make their way,through the lanes of 
the old quarter, and thus reached th^ market-place and the 
Place do I’Hotel-de-Villo, which are connected by a short but 
broad street. These open spaces, planted with slend^ trees. 
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were brilliantly illumined by the moon. Against the clear 
sky the recently restored town-liall appeared like a large 
patch of crude whiteness, the fine black lines of the wrought- 
iron arabesques of the first-floor balcony showing in bold 
relief. Several persons could bo plainly distinguished 
standing on this balcony, the mayor. Commander Sicardot, 
three or four municipal councillors, and other functionaries. 
The doors below were closed. The three thousand Eepublicans, 
who covered both open spaces, halted with upraised heads, 
ready to force the doors with a single push. 

The arrival of the insurrectionary column at such an hour 
took the authorities by surprise. Before repairing to the 
mayor’s. Commander Sicardot had taken time to don his 
uniform. lie then had to run and rouse the mayor. When 
the keeper of the Porte do Home, who had been left free by the 
insurgents, came to announce that the villains wore already 
in the town, the commander had so far only managed to 
assemble a score of the national guards. The gendarmes, 
though their barracks were close by, could not even bo warned. 
It was necessary to shut the town-hall doors in all haste, in 
order to deliberate. Five minutes later a low continuous 
rumbling announced the approach of the column. 

Monsieur Gargonnet, out of hatred to tlie Eopublic, would 
have greatly liked to offer resistance. But he was of a prudent 
nature, and comprehended the futility of a struggle on finding 
only a few pale men, who were scarcely atvake, around him. 
So the deliberations did not last long. Sicardot alone was 
obstinate; he wanted to fight, asserting that tw'enty men 
would suffice to bring those three thousand villains to reason. 
At this Monsieur Gargonnet shrugged his shoulders, and 
declared that the only step to take was to make an honourable 
capitulation. As the uproar of the mob increased, he went 
out on the balcony, followed by all the persons present. 
Silence was gradually obtained. Below, among the black, 
quivering mass of insurgents, the guns and scythes glittered 
in the moonlight. , 

‘ Who are you, and what do you want ? ’ cried the mayor 
in a lo;xd voice. 
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Thereupon a man in a greatcoat, a landowner of La Palud, 
stepped forward. 

‘ Open the doors,’ he said, without replying to Monsieur 
Gar^onnet’s question. ‘ Avoid a fratricidal conflict.’ 

• ‘ I call upon you to withdraw,’ the mayor continued. ‘ I 
protest in the name of the law.’ 

These words provoked deafening shouts from the crowd. 
When the tumult had somewhat abated, vehement calls 
ascended to the balcony. Voices shouted: ‘ It is in the name 
of the law that we have come here! ’ 

‘ Your duty as a functienary is to secure respect for the 
fundamental law of the land, the constitution, which has just 
been outrageously violated.’ 

‘ Long live the constitution ! Long live the Republic! ’ 

Then as Monsieur Gai’Qonnct endeavoured to make himself 
heard, and continued to invoke his official dignity, the land- 
owner of La Palud, who was standing under the balcony, 
interrupted him with great vehemence: ‘ You arc now nothing 
but the functionary of a fallen functionary; we have come to 
dismiss you from your office.' 

Hitherto, Commander Sicai-dot had been ragefully biting 
his moustache, and muttering insulting words. The sight of 
the cudgels and scythes exasperated him; and he made 
desperate efforts to restrain himself from treating these 
twopenny-halfpenny soldiers, who had not even a gun apiece, 
as they deserved. But when he heard a gentleman in a mere 
greatcoat speak of deposing a mayor girded with his scarf, ha 
could no longer contain himself and shouted: 'You pack 
of rascals! If I only had four men and a corporal, I'd 
come down and pull your ears for you, and make you behave 
yourselves 1 ’ 

Less than this was needed to raise a serious disturbance. 
A long shout rose from the mob as it made a rush for the doors. 
Monsieur Gar^onnet, in consternation, hastily quitted the 
balcony, entreating Sicardot to be reasonable miless he wished 
to have them massacred. But in two^minutes the doors gave 
way, the people invaded the building and disarmed the 
natiopal guards:. The mayor and the other func^ionarieg 
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present were arrested. Sicardot, who declined to surrender 
his sword, had to bo protected from the fury of some insurgents 
by the chief of the contingent from Les Tulettes, a man 
of great self-possession. When the town-hall was in the 
hands of the Bopublicans, they led their prisoners to -a 
small cafe in the market-place, and there kept them closely 
watched. 

The insurrectionary army would have avoided marching 
through Plassans if its leaders had not decided that a little 
food and a few hours’ rest were absolutely necessary for the 
men. Instead of pushing forward* direct to the chief town of 
the department, the column, owing to the inexcusable weakness 
and the inexperience of the impronsed general who com¬ 
manded it, was now diverging to the loft, making a lUtoiir 
which was destined, ultimately, to lead it to destruction. It 
was bound for the heights of Sainte-Eoure, still about ten 
leagues distant, and it was in view of this long march that it 
had been decided to pass through Plassans, notwithstanding 
the lateness of the hour. It was now about half-past eleven. 

When Monsieur Gar9onnet learnt that the band was in 
quest of provisions, ho offered his services to procure them. 
This functionary formed, under very difficult circumstances, 
a proper estimate of the situation. Those throe thousand 
starving men would have to bo satisfied; it would never do 
for Plassans, on waking up, to find them still squatting on 
the pavements; if they withdrew before daybreak they would 
simply have passed through the slumbering town like an evil 
dream, like one of those nightmares which depart with the 
arrival of dawn. And so, although he remained a prisoner. 
Monsieur Gar9onnet, followed by two guards, went about 
knocking at the bakers’ doors, and had all the provisions that 
ho could find distributed among the insurgents. 

Towards one o’clock the three thousand men began to eat, 
squatting on the ground, with their weapons between their 
legs. The markot-plfice and the neighbourhood of the town- 
hall were turned into vast open-air refectories. In spite of 
the bitter cold, humorous sallies were exchanged among the 
swarmipg multitude, the smallest groups of which showed 
/ 
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forth in the brilliant moonlight. The poor famished fellows 
eagerly devoured their portions while breathing on their 
fingers to warm them; and, from the depths of adjoining 
streets, where vague black forms sat on the white thresholds 
of the houses, there came sudden bursts of laughter. At the 
windows emboldened, inquisitive women, with silk handker¬ 
chiefs tied round their heads, watched the repast of those 
terrible insurgents, those blood-suckers who went in turn to 
the market pump to drink a little water in tho hollows of 
their hands. 

While the town-hall was. being invaded, the gendarmes’ 
barracks, situated a few steps away, in the Rue Canquoin, 
which loads to tho market, had also fallen into the hands of 
the mob. The gendarmes were sui'prised in their beds and dis¬ 
armed in a few minutes. Tho impetus of the crowd had 
carried Miette and Silvero along in this direction. The girl, 
who still clasped her flagstaff to her breast, was pushed against 
the wall of tho barracks, while tho young man, carried away 
by the human wave, penetrated into the interior, and helped 
his comrades to wrest from the gendarmes the carbines which 
they had hastily caught up. Silvdre, w'axing' ferocious, intoxi¬ 
cated by the onslaught, attacked a big devil of a gendarme 
named Rongade, with whom for a few moments ho struggled. 
At last, by a sudden jerk, he succeeded in wresting his carbine 
from him. Rut the barrel struck Rengade a violent blow in 
tho face, which put his right eye out. Blood flowed, and, some 
of it splashing Silvere’s hands, quickly brought him to his 
senses. He looked at his hands, dropped tho carbine, and ran 
out, in a state of frenzy, shaking his fingers. 

‘ You are wounded ! ’ cried Miette. 

‘No, no,’ he replied in a stifled voice, ‘I’ve just killed a 
gendarme.’ 

‘ Is he really dead ? ’ asked Miette. 

‘ I don’t know,’ replied SiMre, ‘ his face was all covered 
with blood. Come quickly.’ ^ 

Then he hurried the girl away. Qn reaching the market, 
he made her sit down on a stone bench, and told her to wait 
there for him. Ho was still looking at his hands, n^uttering 
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something at the same time. Miette at last understood from 
his disjointed words that he wished to go and kiss his grand¬ 
mother before leaving. 

‘ Well, go,’ she said; ‘ don’t trouble yourself about me. 
Wash your hands.’ 

But he went away quickly, keeping his fingers apart, with¬ 
out thinking of washing them at the pump which he passed. 
Since he had felt Eengade’a warm blood on his skin, he had 
been possessed by one idea, that of running to aunt Dido’s and 
dipping his hands in the well-trough at the back of the little 
yard. There only, he thought, would ho bo able to wash off 
the stain of that blood. Moreover, all his calm, gentle child¬ 
hood seemed to return to him; he felt an in-esistible longing 
to take refuge in his grandmother’s skirts, if only for a minute. 
He arrived quite out of breath. Aunt Dide had not gone to 
bed, a circumstance which at any other time would have greatly 
surprised Silvere. But on entering ho did not even see his 
uncle Eougon, who was seated in a corner on the old chest. 
He did not wait for the poor old wo)nan’s questions. ‘ Grand¬ 
mother,’ ho said quickly, ‘ you must forgive mo; I’m going 
to leave with the others. You sec I’ve got blood on mo. I 
believe I’ve killed a gendarme.’ 

‘You’ve killed a gendarme?’ aunt Dide repeated in a 
strange voice. 

Her eyes gleamed brightly as she fixed them on the rod 
stains. And suddenly she turned towards the chimney-piece. 
‘ You’ve taken the gun,’ she said ; ‘ where’s the gun ? ’ 

Silvere, who had left the weapon with Miette, swore to her 
that it was quite safe. And, for the very first time, Adelaide 
made an allusion to the smuggler Macquart in her grandson’s 
presence. 

‘ You’ll bring the gun back ? You promise mo! ’ she said 
with singular energy. ‘ It’s all I have left of him. You’ve 
killed a gendarme; ah, it was the gendarmes who killed him! ’ 

She continued gazdng fixedly at Silvere with an air of cruel 
satisfaction, and apparently without thought of detaining him. 
She never asked him for any explanation, nor wept like those 
good grpjidmotbers who always imagme, at sight of the least 



THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS 171 

poratch, that their grandchildren are dying. All her nature 
was concentrated in one unique thought, to which she at last 
gave exj^ression with ardent curiosity: ‘Did you kill the 
gendarme with the gun ? ’ 

• Either Silvero did not quite catch what she said, or else 
he misunderstood her, 

‘ Yes ! ’ he replied. ‘ I’m going to wash my hands.’ 

It was only on returning from the well that he perceived 
his uncle, Pierre had turned pale on hearing the young man’s 
words. Felicite was indeed right; his family took a pleasure 
in compromising him. Oiie of his nephews had now killed a 
gendarme! He would never got the post of receiver of taxes, 
if he did not prevent this foolish madman from rejoining the 
insurgents. Hq he planted himself in front of the door, deter¬ 
mined to prevent Silvere from going out. 

‘Listen,’ he said to the young fellow, who was greatly 
surprised to find him there, ‘ I am the head of the family, and 
I forbid you to leave this house. You’re risking both your 
own honour and ours. To-morrow I will try to get you across 
the frontier.’ 

But Bilvero shrugged his shoulders. ‘Let me pass,’ ho 
calmly replied. ‘ I’m not a policc-sj)y; I shall not reveal your 
hiding-place, never fear.’ And as llougon continued to speak 
of the family dignity and the authority with which his seniority 
invested him: ‘ Do I belong to your family ? ’ the young man 
continued. ‘You have always disowned me. To-day, fear 
has driven you here, because you feel that the day of judg¬ 
ment has arrived. Come, make way ! I don’t hide myself; 
I have a duty to perform.’ 

Eougon’^d not stir. But aunt Dide, who had listened 
with a sort of delight to Silvere’s vehement language, laid her 
withered hand on her son’s arm. ‘Get out of the way, 
Pierre,’ she said ; ‘ the lad must go.’ 

The young man gave his uncle a slight shove, and dashed 
outside. Then Rougon, having carefuyy shut the door again, 
said to his mother in an angry, threaljpning tone : ‘ If any mis¬ 
chief happens to Bfm it will bo your fault. You’re an old 
mad- woman; you don’t know what you’ve just done^’ 
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Ad 61 aide, however, did not appear to hear him. She went 
and threw some vino-branches on the fire, which was going 
out, and murmured with a vague smile: ‘ I’m used to it. He 
would remain away for months together, and then come back 
to mo in much better health.’ 

She was no doubt speaking of Macquart. 

In the meantime, Silvi^ro hastily regained the market-place. 
As he approached the spot where ho had left Miette, he heard 
a loud uproar of voices and saw a crowd which made him 
quicken his steps. A cruel scone had just occurred. Some 
inquisitive people were walking among the insurgents, while 
the latter quietly partook of their meal. Amongst these on¬ 
lookers was Justin Rebufat, the son of the farmer of the Jas- 
Meiffren, a youth of twenty years old, a sickly, squint-eyed 
creature, ^iho harboured implacable hatred against his cousin 
Miette. Arhome he grudged her the bread she ate, and 
treated her like a beggar picked up from the gutter out of 
charity. It is probable that the young girl had rejected his 
advances. Lank and pale, with ill-proportioned limbs and 
face all awry, he revenged himself upon her for his own ugli¬ 
ness, and tlie contempt which the handsome, vigorous girl 
must have evinced for him. He ardently longed to induce 
his father to send her about her business; and for this reason 
he was always spying upon her. For some time past, he had 
become aware of her meetings with Silverc, and had only 
awaited a decisive opportunity to reveal everything to his father, 
Rebufat. 

On the evening in question, having seen her leave homo 
at about eight o’clock, Justin’s hatred had overpowered him, 
and he had been unable to keep silent any longer. Rebufat, on 
hearing his story, fell into a terrible rage, and declared that 
he would kick the gadabout out of his house should she have 
the audacity to return, Justin then went to bed, relishing 
beforehand the fine scene which would take place on the 
morrow. Then, howqver, a burning desire came upon him 
for some immediate foretaste of liis revenge. So he dressed 
himself again and went out. Perhaps he"might meet Miette. 
In that fiase he was resolved to treat her insolently. This is 
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how he came to witness the arrival of the insurgents, whom 
ho followed to the town-hall with a vague presentiment that 
he would find the lovers there. And, indeed, he at last caught 
sight of his cousin on the seat where she was waiting for 
Silvere. Seeing her wrapped in her long pelisse, with the red 
flag at her side, resting against a market pillar, he began to 
sneer and deride her in foul language. The girl, thunder¬ 
struck at seeing him, was unable to speak. She wept beneath 
his abuse, and whilst she was overcome by sobbing, bowing 
her head and hiding her face, Justin called her a convict’s 
daughter, and shouted that old Rebufat would give her a good 
thrashing should she over dare to return to the Jas-Meiffren. 

For a quarter of an hour he thus kept her smarting and 
trembling. Some people had gathered round, and grinned 
stupidly at the painful scene. At last a few insurgents inter¬ 
fered, and threatened the young man with exemplary chastise¬ 
ment if ho did not leave Miettc alone. But Justin, although 
he retreated, declared that ho was not afraid of them. It was 
just at this moment that Silvere came up. Young Rebufat, 
on catching sight of him, made a sudden bound, as if to take 
flight; for he was afraid of him, knowing that he was much 
stronger than himself. He could not, however, resist the 
temptation to cast a parting insult on the girl in her lover’s 
presence. 

‘ Ah 1 I knew very well,’ he cried, ‘ that the wheelwright 
could not bo far off! You left us to run after that crack- 
brained fellow, oh ? You wretched girl! When’s the baptism 
, to be ? ’ 

'Then he retreated a few steps further on seeing Silvere 
clench his fists. 

‘ And mind,’ he continued, with a vile sneer, ‘ don’t come 
to our house again. My father will kick you out if you do ! 
Do you hear ? ’ 

But he ran away howling, with bruised visage. For 
Silvere had bounded upon him and dqfilt him a blow full in 
the face. The young man did notjiursue him. When he 
returned to MicttB^io found her standing up, feverishly 
wiping her tears away with the palm of her hand. « And as 
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he gazed at her tenderly, in order to console her, she made a 
sudden energetic gesture. ‘ No,’ she said, ‘ I’m not going to 
cry any more, you’ll see. I’m very glad of it. I don’t feel 
any regret now for having left home. I am free.’ 

She took up tho flag and led Silvoro back into the midst 
of tho insurgents. It was now nearly two o’clock in tho 
morning. The cold was becoming so intense that the repub¬ 
licans had risen to their feet and were marching to and fro 
in order to warm themselves while they finished their bread. 
At last their leaders gave orders for departure. Tho column 
formed again. The prisoners were •placed in the middle of it. 
Besides Monsieur Gar9onnet and Commander Bicardot, the 
insurgents had arrested Monsieur Peirotte, the receiver of 
taxes, and several other functionaries, all of whom they led 
away. 

At this moment Aristide was observed walking about 
among the groups. In presence of this formidable rising, the 
dear fellow had thought it imprudent not to remain on friendly 
terms with tho llopublicans; but as, on tho other hand, he 
did not desire to compromise himself too much, he had como 
to bid them farewell with his arm in a sling, complaining 
bitterly of the accursed injury which prevented him from 
carrying a weapon. As he walked through tho crowd ho 
came across his brother Pascal, provided with a case of sur¬ 
gical instruments and a little portable medicine chest. The 
doctor informed him, in his quiet way, that ho intended to 
follow the insurgents. At this Aristide inwardly pronounced 
him a great fool. At last he himself slunk away, fearing lest 
the others should entrust the care of the town to him, a post 
which ho deemed exceptionally perilous. 

The insurgents could not think of keeping Plassans in 
their power. The town was animated by so reactionary a 
spirit that it seemed impossible even to establish a democratic 
municipal commission there, as had already boon done in 
other places. So thojr would simply have gone off without 
taking any further steps if Macquart, prompted and em¬ 
boldened by his own private animosities', had not offered to 
hold Plassans in awe, on condition that they left him twenty 
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determined men. These men were given him, and at their 
head he marched off triumphantly to take possession of the 
town-hall. Meantime the column of insurgents was wending 
its way along the Cours Sauvaire, and making its exit by the 
Grand’ Porte, leaving the streets, which it had traversed like 
a tempest, silent and deserted in its rear. The high road, 
whitened by the moonshine, stretched far into the distance. 
Miette had refused the support of Silv6re’s arm; she marched 
on bravely, steady and upright, holding the red flag aloft 
with both hands, without complaining of the cold which was 
turning her fingers blue. 
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CHAPTER V 

The high roads stretched far away, white with moonlight. 

The insurrectionary army was continuing its heroic march 
through the cold, clear country. It was like a mighty wave 
of enthusiasm. The thrill of patriotism, which transported 
Mictte and Silvere, big children that they were, eager for 
love and liberty, sped, with generous fervour, athwart the 
sordid intrigues of the Macquarts and the Rougons. At 
intervals the trumpet-voice of the people rose and drowned 
the prattle of the yellow drawing-room and the hateful dis¬ 
courses of uncle Antoine. And vulgar, ignoble farce was 
turned into a great historical drama. 

On quitting Plassans, the insurgents had taken the road 
to Orch6res. They expected to roach that town at about ten 
o’clock in the morning. The road skirts the course of the 
Viorne, following at some height the windings of the hillocks, 
below which the torrent flows. On the left, the plain spreads 
out like an immense green carpet, dotted hero and there Avith 
grey villages. On the right, the chain of the Garrigues roars 
its desolate peaks, its plateaux of stones, its huge rusty 
boulders that look as though they had been reddened by the 
sun. The high road, embanked along the riverside, passes 
on amidst enormous rocks, between which glimpses of the 
valley are caught at every step. Nothing could be wilder or 
more strikingly grand than this road cut out of the hillside. 
At night time, especially, it inspires one with a feeling of 
deep awe. The insurgents advanced under the pale light, 
along what seemed the chief street of some ruined town, 
bordered on either side with fragments of temples. The 
moon jiurned each rock into a broken column, crumbling 
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capital, or stretch of wall pierced with mysterious arches 
On high slumbered the mass of the Giiriigues, sull’iisod with 
a milky tinge, and resembling some immense Cyclopean city 
whose towers, obelisks, houses and high terraces hid one 
half of the heavens ; and in the depths below, on the side of 
the plain, was a spreading ocean of diffused light, vague and 
limitless, over which floated masses of luminous liaze. The 
insurrectionary force might well have thought tlnsy were 
following some gigantic causeway, making their rounds along 
some military road built on the shore of a phosphorescent 
sea, and circling some unknown Babel. 

On the night in question, the Viorno roared hoarsely at 
the foot of the rocks bordering the route. Amidst the con¬ 
tinuous rumbling of the torrent, the insurgents could dis¬ 
tinguish the sharp, wailing notes of the tocsin. The villages 
scattered about the plain, on the other side of the river, were 
rising, sounding alarm-bells, and lighting signal-fires. Till 
daybreak the marching column, which the persistent tolling 
of a mournful knell seemed to pursue in the darkness, thus 
beheld the insurrection spreading along the valley, like a 
train of powder. The fires showed in the darkness like stains 
of blood: echoes of distant songs were wafted to them; 
the whole vague distance, blurred by the whitish vapours of 
the moon, stirred confusedly, and suddenly broke into a spasm 
of anger. For leagues and leagues the scene remained the 
same. 

These men, marching on under the blind impetus of the 
fever with which the events in Paris had inspired ilepublican 
hearts, became elated at seeing that long stretch of country 
quivering with revolt. Intoxicated with enthusiastic belief 
in the general insurrection of which they dreamed, they 
fancied that Franco was following them; on the other side of 
the Viorne, in that vast ocean of diffused light, they imagined 
there were endless files of men rushing like themselves to 
the defence of the Eepublic. All simplicity and delusion, as 
multitudes so often are,Jihoy imagined,* in their uncultured 
minds, that victory was easy and certain. They would have 
seized and shot as a traitor any one who had then, asserted 
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that they wore the only ones who had the courage of their 
duty, and that the rest of the country, overwhelmed with 
fright, was pusillanimously allowing itself to bo garrotted. 

They derived fresh courage, too, from the welcome accorded 
to them by the few localities that lay along their route on 
the slopes of the Ciarrigues. The inhabitants rose en masse 
immediately the little army drew near; women ran to meet 
them, wishing them a speedy victory, while men, half clad, 
seized the first weapons they could find and rushed to join 
their ranks. There was a fresh ovation at every village, 
shouts of welcome and farewell nmny times reiterated. 

Towards daybreak the moon disappeared behind the 
Garrigues and the insurgents continued their rapid march 
amidst the dense darkness of a winter night. They were now 
unable to distinguish the valley or the hills ; they heard only 
the hoarse plaints of the bells, sounding through the deep 
obscurity like invisible drums, hidden they know not where, 
but ever goading them on with despairing calls. 

Mietto and Silverc went on, all eagerness like the others.' 
Towards daybreak, the girl suffered greatly from fatigue ; she 
could only walk with short hurried stops, and was unable to 
keep up with the long strides of the men who surrounded her. 
Nevertheless she courageously strove to suppress all complaints; 
it would have cost her too much to confess that she was not 
as strong as a boy. During the first few leagues of the march 
Silvere gave her his arm; then, seeing that the standard was 
gradually slipping from her benumbed hands, he tried to take 
it in order to relievo her; but she grow' angry, and would only 
allow him to hold it with one hand while she continued to 
carry it on her shoulder. She thus maintained her heroic 
demeanour wdth childish stubbornness, smiling at the young 
man each time ho gave her a glance of loving anxiety. At 
last, when the moon hid itself, she gave way in the sheltering 
darkness. Silvire felt her leaning more heavily on his arm. 
He now had to carny the flag, and hold her round the waist to 
prevent her from stumbling. Nevertheless she still made no 
complaint. 

‘ Are you very tired, poor Miette ? ’ Silvere asked her. 
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' Yes, a little tired,’ she replied in a weary tone. 

‘ Would you like to rest a bit ? ’ 

She made no reply ; but ho realised that she was stagger¬ 
ing. He thereupon handed the flag to one of the insurgents 
and quitted the ranks, almost carrying the girl in his arms. 
She struggled a little, she felt so distressed at appearing such 
a child. But he calmed her, tolling her that he knew of a 
cross-road which shortened the distance by one half. They 
would bo able t.o take a good hour’s rest and reach Orcheres 
at the same time as the others. 

It was then about six o'clock. There must have been a 
slight mist rising from the Yiorno, for the darkness seemed to 
be growing denser. The young people groped their way along 
the slope of the Garrigucs, till they came to a rock on which 
they sat down. Around them lay an abyss of darkness. 
They were stranded, as it were, on some reef above a dense 
void. And athwart that void, when the dull tramp of the 
little army had died away, they only heard two bells, the one 
clear toned and ringing doubtless at their feet, in some village 
across the road ; and the other far-oif and faint, responding, 
as it were, with distant sobs to the feverish plaints of the first. 
One might have thought that these bells were recounting to 
each other, through the empty waste, the sinister story of a 
perishing world. 

Miette and Silvers, warmed by their quick march, did not 
at first feel the cold. They remained silent, listening in great 
dejection to the sounds of the tocsin, which made the darkness 
-quiver. They could not even see one another. Miette felt 
frightened, and, seeking for Silvere’s hand, clasped it in her 
own. Alter the feverish enthusiasm which for several hours 
had carried them along with the others, this sudden halt and 
the solitude in which they found themselves side by side left 
them exhausted and bewildered as though they had suddenly 
awakened from a strange dream. They felt as if a wave had 
oast them beside the highway, then Sbbed back and left 
them stranded. Irresistible reaction plunged them into listless 
stupor ; they forgot their enthusiasm ; they thought no more 
of the men whom they had to rejoin; they surrendered 
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themselves to the melancholy sweetness of finding themselves 
alone, hand in hand, in the midst of the wild darkness. 

‘ You arc not angry with me ? ’ the girl at length inquired. 
‘ I could easily walk the whole night long with you ; but they 
were running too quickly, I could hardly breathe.’ 

‘ Why should I be angry with you ? ’ the young man said. 

‘ I don’t know. I was afraid you might not love me any 
longer. I wish I could have taken long strides like you, and 
have walked along without stopping. You will think I am a 
child.’ 

Silv^re smiled, and Miotte, though the darkness prevented 
her from seeing him, guessed that he was doing so. Then 
she continued with determination; ‘ You must not always 
treat me like a sister. I want to be your wife some day.’ 

Forthwith she clasped Silvcrc to her bosom, and, still with 
her arms about him, murmured: ‘We shall grow so cold; 
come close to me that we may be warm.’ 

Then they lapsed into silence. Until that troublous hour, 
they had loved one another with the affection of brother and 
sister. In their ignorance they still mistook their feelings for 
tender friendship, although beneath their guileless love their 
ardent blood surged more wildly day by day. Given age and 
experience, a violent passion of southern intensity would at 
last spring from this idyll. Every girl who hangs on a 
youth’s nock is already a woman, a woman unconsciously, 
whom a caress may awaken to conscious womanhood. When 
lovers kiss on the cheeks, it is because they are searching, 
feeling for one another’s lips. Lovers are made by a kiss. It 
was on that dark and cold December night, amid the bitter 
wailing of the tocsin, that Mietto and Silvcrc exchanged one 
of those kisses that bring oil the heart’s blood to the lips. 

They remained silent, close to one another. A gentle 
glow soon penetrated them, languor overcame them, and 
stooped them in feverish drowsiness. They were quite warm 
at last, and lights seemed to flit before their closed eyelids, 
while a buzzing mounted to their grains. This state of 
painful ecstasy, which lasted some minutes, seemed endless to 
them. ^ Then, in a kind of dream, their lips met. The kiss 
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they exchanged was long and greedy. It seemed to them as 
if they had never kissed before. Yet their embrace was 
fraught with suffering and they released one another. And 
the chilliness of the night having cooled their fever, they 
remained in great confusion at some distance one from the 
other. 

Meantime the bells wore keeping up their sinister converse 
in the dark abyss which surrounded the young people. Miette, 
trembling and frightened, did not dare to draw near to Silvcre 
again. She did not oven know if he were still there, for she 
could no longer hear him ijiove. The stinging sweetness of 
their kiss still clung to their lips, to which passionate phrases 
surged, and they longed to kiss once more. But shame re¬ 
strained them from the expression of any such desire. They 
felt that they would rather never taste that bliss again tlian 
speak of it aloud. If their blood had not been lashed by their 
rapid march, if the darkness had not offered complicity, they 
would, for a long time yet, have continued kissing each other 
on the cheeks like old playfellows. Feelings of modesty were 
coming to Miette. She remembered Justin’s coarseness. A 
few hours previously she had listened, without a blush, to that 
fellow who called her a shameless girl. She had wept without 
understanding his meaning, she had wept simply because she 
guessed that what he spoke of must be base. Now that she 
was becoming a woman, she wondered in a last innocent 
transport whether that kiss, whose burning smart she could 
still feel, would not perhaps suffice to cover her with the shame 
to which her cousin had referred. Thereupon she was seized 
with remorse, and burst into sobs. 

‘ What is the matter; why are you crying ? ’ asked Silvere 
in an anxious voice. 

‘ Oh, leave me,’ she faltered, ‘ I do not know.’ 

Then in spite of herself, as it were, she continued amidst 
her tears : ‘ Ah! what an unfortunate creature I am! When 
I was ten years old people used to thro^^ stones at mo. To¬ 
day I am treated as the vilest of creatures. Justin did right 
to despise me before’ovtSrybody. Wo have been doing wrong, 
Silvere.’ 
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The young man, quite dismayed, clasped her in his - arms 
again, trying to console hor. ‘ I love you,’ he -whispered, ‘ I am 
your brother. Why say that we have been doing wrong? 
We kissed each other because we were cold. You know very 
well that we used to kiss each other every evening before 
separating.’ 

‘ Oh! not as we did just now,’ she whispered. ‘ It must be 
wrong, for a strange feeling came over me. The men will 
laugh at me now as I pass, and they will be right in doing so. 
I shall not be able to defend myself.’ 

The young fellow remained silent, unable to find a word 
to calm the agitation of this big child, trembling at her first 
kiss of love. He clasped her gently, imagining that he might 
calm her by his embrace. She struggled, however, and 
continued: ‘ If you like, we will go away; we will leave the 
province, I can never return to Plassans ; my uncle would 
beat me; all the townspeople would point their fingers at 

me-’ And then, as if seized with sudden irritation, she 

added : ‘ But no ! I am cursed 1 I forbid you to leave aunt 
Hide to follow me. You must leave mo on the highway.’ 

‘ Miette, Miette I ’ Silv^re implored; ‘ don’t talk like that.’ 

‘Yes. I want to rolea.se you. Bo reasonable. They 
have turned me out like a vagabond. If I went back with 
you, you would always be fighting for my sake, and I don’t 
want that.’ 

At this the young man again pressed a kiss upon hor lips, 
murmuring: ‘ You shall bo my wife, and nobody will then 
dare to hurt you.’ 

‘ Oh! please, I entreat you 1 ’ she said, with a stifled cry ; 
‘ don’t kiss me so. You hurt mo,’ 

Then, after a short silence; ‘ You know quite well that I 
cannot be your wife now. We are too young. You would 
have to wait for me, and meanwhile I should die of shame. 
You are wrong in protesting ; you will bo forced to leave me 
in some corner.’ ^ 

At this Silvers, his fortitude exhausted, began to cry. 
A man’s sobs are fraught with distressing Loarsenees. Miette, 
quite frightened as she felt the poor follow shaking in her 
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arms, kissed him on the face, forgetting she was burning her 
lips. But it was all her fault. She was a little simideton to 
have let a kiss upset her so completely. She now clasped her 
lover to her bosom as if to beg forgiveness for having p;iined 
him. These weeping children, so anxiously clasping one another, 
made the dark night yet more woeful than before. In the 
distance, the bells continued to complain unceasingly in 
panting accents. 

‘ It is better to die,’ repeated Silviro, amidst his sobs ; ‘ it 
is better to die.’ 

‘ Don’t cry; forgive ni£,’ stammered Miotte. ‘ I will bo 
bravo; I will do all you wish.’ 

When the young man had dried his tears : ‘ You are right,’ 
he said ; ‘ we cannot return to Plassans. But the time for 
cowardice has not yet cemo. If we come out of the struggle 
triumphant, I will go for aunt Dido, and we will take her ever 
so far away with us. If we are beaten-’ 

He stopped. 

‘ If we are beaten ? ’ rex^eated Mietto, softly. 

‘ Then be it as God wills ! ’ continued 8ilv6rc, in a softer 
voice. ‘ I most likely shall not be there. You will comfort 
the poor old woman. That would be bettor.’ 

‘Ah ! as you said just now,’ the young girl murmured, ‘ it 
would bo better to die.’ 

At this longing for death they tightened their embrace. 
Mietto relied upon dying with Silverc ; lie had only spoken of 
himself, but she felt that he would gladly take her with him 
into the earth. They would there bo able to love each other 
more freely than under the sun. Aunt Dido would die like¬ 
wise and join them. It was, so to say, a rapid presentiment, 
a desire for some strange voluptuousness, to which Heaven, by 
the mournful accents of the tocsin, was promising early 
gratification. To die! To die! The bells repeated these 
words with increasing passion, and the lovers yielded to the 
calls of the darkness; they fancied tl’cy-exporienced a fore¬ 
taste of the last slcej), in the dro^^siness into which they 
again sank, whilsrtheir lips met once more. 

Miette no longer turned away. It was she, new, who 
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pressed her lips to Silvire’s, who sought with mute ardour 
for the delight whoso stinging smart she had not at first been 
able to endure. The thought of approaching death had 
excited her; she no longer felt herself blushing, but hung 
upon her lover, while he in faltering voice repeated; ‘ I love 
you ! I love you ! ’ 

But at tills Miotte shook her head, as if to say it was not 
true. With her free and ardent nature she had a secret 
instinct of the meaning and purposes of life, and though she 
was right willing to die she would fain have known life first. 
At last, growing calmer, she gcntlj rested her head on the 
young man’s shoulder, without uttering a word. Silvere 
kissed her again. She tasted tho.se kisses slowly, seeking 
their meaning, their hidden sweetness. As she felt them course 
through her veins, she interrogated them, asking if they were 
all love, all passion. But languor at last overcame her, and 
she fell into gentle slumber. Silvere had enveloped her in 
her pelisse, drawing the skirt around himself at the same time. 
They no longer felt cold. The young man rejoiced to find, 
from the regularity of her breathing, that the girl was now 
asleep; this repose would enable them to proceed on their way 
with spirit. He resolved to let her slumber for an hour. 
The sky was still black, and the approach of day was but 
faintly indicated by a whitish line in the east. Behind the 
lovers there must have been a pine wood whoso musical 
awakening it was that the, young man heard amidst tho 
morning breezes. And meantime the wailing of tho bells 
grow more sonorous in the quivering atmosphere, lulling 
Miette’s slumber oven as it had accompanied her passionate 
fever. 

Until that troublous night these young people had lived 
through one of those innocent idylls that blossom among the 
toiling masses, those outcasts and folks of simple mind amidst 
whom one may yet occasionally find amours as primitive as 
those of the ancient Greek romances. 

Mietto had been scarcely nine years old at the time when 
her father was sent to the galleys for bhoe-iing a gendarme. 
Tho trial of Ohantcgreil had remained a memorable 
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case in the province. The poacher boldly confessed that 
he had killed the gendarme, but he swore that the latter 
had been taking aim at him. ‘ I only anticipated him,’ ho said, 
‘ I defended myself; it was a duel, not a murder.’ He 
never desisted from this line of argument. The pre¬ 
siding Judge of the Assizes could not make him under¬ 
stand that, although a gendarme has the right to fire 
upon a poacher, a poacher has no right to fire upon a 
gendarme. Chantegreil escaped the guillotine, owing to his 
obviously sincere belief in his own innocence, and his previous 
good character. The man.wept like a child when his daughter 
was brought to him prior to his departure for Toulon. The 
little tiling, who had lost her mother in her infancy, dwelt at 
this time with her grandfather at Chavanoz, a village in the 
passes of the Seille. When the poacher was no longer there, 
the old man and the girl lived upon alms. The inhabitants 
of Chavanoz, all sportsmen and poachers, came to the assist¬ 
ance of the poor creatures whom the convict had left behind 
him. After a w'hilo, however, the old man died of grief, and 
Mietto, left alone by herself, would have had to beg on the 
high roads, if the neighbours had not remembered that she 
had an aunt at Plassans. A charitable soul was kind enough 
to take her to this aunt, who did not, however, receive her 
very kindly. 

Eulalio Chantegreil, the spouse of vicgcr ' E6bufat, was a 
big, dark, stubborn creature, who ruled the home. She led 
her husband by the nose, said the people of the Faubourg of 
Plassans. The truth was, Rdbufat, avaricious and eager for 
work and gain, felt a sort of respect for this big creature, who 
combined uncommon vigour with strict sobriety and economy. 

Thanks to her, the household thrived. The miger grumbled 
one evening when, on returning home from work, he found 
Miette installed there. But his wife closed his mouth by 
saying in her gruff voice: ‘ Bah, the little thing’s strongly 
built, she’ll do for a servant; we’l) keep her and save 
wages.’ 

This calculatimi pleased Kdbufat. He went so far as to 
' See ante, note, p. 30 . 
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feel-the little thing’s arms, and declared with satisfaction that 
she was sturdy for her age. Miotte was then nine years old. 
From the very next day ho made use of her. The work of 
the peasant-women hi the South of France is much lighter 
than in the North. One seldom sees them employed in dig¬ 
ging the ground, carrying loads, or doing other kinds of men’s 
work. They bind sheaves, gather olives and mulberry leaves; 
perhaps their most laborious work is that of wooding. Mietto 
worked away willingly. Open-air life was her delight, her 
health. So long as her aunt lived she was always smiling. 
The good woman, in spite of her, roughness, at last loved 
her as her own child; she forbade her doing the hard work 
which her husband sometimes tried to force upon her, saying 
to the latter: 

‘ Ah 1 you’re a clever fellow ! You don’t understand, you 
fool, that if you tiro her too much to-day, she won’t be able 
to do anything to-morrow ! ’ 

This argument was decisive. Eebufat bowed his head, 
and carried the load which ho had desired to set on the young 
girl’s shoulders. 

The latter would have lived in perfect happiness under 
the secret protection of her aunt Eulalie, but for the teasing 
of her cousin, who was then a lad of sixteen, and employed 
his idle hours in hating and persecuting her. Justin’s 
happiest moments were those when by means of some gross 
falsehood ho succeeded in getting her scolded. Whenever 
he could tread on her feet, or push her roughly, pretending 
not to have seen her, he laughed and felt the deliglit of those 
crafty folks who rejoice at other people’s misfortunes. Mietto, 
however, would stare at him with her large black childish 
eyes gleaming with anger and silent scorn, which checked 
the cowardly youngster’s sneers. In reality he was terribly 
afraid of his cousin. 

The young girl was just attaining her eleventh year when 
her aunt Eulalie suddenly died. From that day everything 
changed in the house. Itcbufat gradually came to treat her 
like a farm-labourer. He overwhelmed'her'with all sorts of 
rough work, and made use of her as a beast of burden. She 
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never even complained, however, thinking that she had a 
debt of gratitude to repay him. In the evening, when she was 
worn out with fatigue, she mourned for her aunt, that terrible 
woman whoso latent kindliness she now realised. However, 
it was not the hard work that distressed her, for she delighted 
in her strength, and took a pride in her big arms and broad 
shoulders. What distressed her was her uncle’s distrustful 
surveillance, his continual reproaches, and the irritated em¬ 
ployer-like manner he assumed towards her. She had now 
become a stranger in the house. Yet oven a stranger would 
not have been so badly ireated as she was. Eebufat took 
the most unscrupulous advantage of this poor little relative, 
whom ho pretended to keep out of charity. She repaid his 
harsh hospitality ten times over with her work, and yet 
never a day passed but ho grudged her the bread she ate. 
Justin especially excelled in wounding her. Since his mother 
had been dead, seeing her without a protector, he had brought 
all his evil instincts into play in trying to make the house 
intolerable to her. The most ingenious torture which ho 
invented was to speak to Mietto of her father. The poor 
girl, living away from the world, under the protection of her 
aunt, who had forbidden any one ever to mention the words 
‘ galleys ’ or ‘ convict ’ before her, hardly understood their 
meaning. It was Justin who explained it to her by relating, 
in his own manner, the story of the murder of the gendarme, 
and Chantegreil’s conviction. There was no end to the 
horrible particulars ho supplied: the convicts had a cannon¬ 
ball fastened to one ankle by a chain, they worked fifteen 
hours a day, and all died under their punishment; their 
prison, too, was a frightful place, the horrors of which he 
described minutely. Miette listened to him, stupefied, her 
eyes full of tears. Sometimes she w’as roused to sudden 
violence, and Justin quickly retired before her clenched fists. 
However, he took a savage delight in thus instructing her as 
to the nature of prison life. When ^is father flow into a 
passion with the child for any little nggligence, ho chimed in, 
glad to be able W insult her without danger. And if she 
attempted to defend herself, he would exclaim; * Bah I bad 
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blood always shows itself. You’ll end at the galleys like your 
father.’ 

At this Miette sobbed, stung to the heart, powerless and 
overwhelmed with shame. 

She was already growing to womanhood at this period. 
Of precocious nature, she endured her martyrdom with ex¬ 
traordinary fortitude. She rarely gave way, excepting when 
her natural pride succumbed to her cousin’s outrages. Soon 
even, she was able to bear, without a tear, the incessant 
insults of this cowardly fellow, who ever watched her while 
he spoke, for fear lest she should fly at his face. Then, too, 
she learnt to silence him by staring at him fixedly. She had 
several times felt inclined to run away from the Jas-Meiffren; 
but she did not do so, as her courage could not brook the idea 
of confessing that she was vanquished by the persecution she 
endured. She certainly earned her bread, she did not steal 
the R6bufats’ hospitality; and this conviction satisfied her 
pride. So she remained there to continue the struggle, 
stiffening herself and living on with the one thought of re¬ 
sistance. Her plan was to do her work in silence, and 
revenge herself for all harsh treatment by mute contempt. 
She knew that her uncle derived too much advantage from 
her to listen readily to the insinuations of Justin, who longed 
to get her turned out of doors. And in a defiant spirit she 
resolved that she would not go away of her own accord. 

Her continuous voluntary silence was full of strange 
fancies. Passing her days in the enclosure, isolated from all 
the world, she formed ideas for herself which would havo 
strangely shocked the good people of the Faubourg. Her 
father’s fate particularly occupied her thoughts. All Justin’s 
abuse recurred to her; and she ended by accepting the charge 
of murder, saying to herself, however, that her father had 
done well to kill the gendarme who had tried to kill him. 
She had learnt the real story from a labourer who had worked 
for a time at the Jas-iMeiffren. From that moment, on the 
few occasions when she.went out, she no longer even turned 
if the ragamuffins of the Faubourg followed her, crying; ‘ Eh ! 
La Chaote^eil I ’ 
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She simply hastened her steps homeward, with lips com¬ 
pressed, and black, fierce eyes. Then after shutting the gate, 
she perhaps cast one long glance at the gang of urchins. 
She would have become vicious, have lapsed into fierce 
pariah savagery, if her childishness had not sometimes gained 
the mastery. Her extreme youth brought her little girlish 
weaknesses which relieved her. She would then cry with 
shame for herself and her father. She would hide herself in 
a stable so that she might sob to her heart’s content, for she 
knew that, if the others saw her crying, they would torment 
her all the more. And wben she had wept sufficiently, she 
would bathe her eyes in the kitchen, and then again subside 
into uncomplaining silence. It was not interest alone, how¬ 
ever, which pronjpted her to hide herself; she carried her 
pride in her precocious strength so far that she was unwilling 
to appear a child. In time she would have become very un¬ 
happy. Fortunately she was saved by discovering the latent 
tenderness of her loving nature. 

The well in the yard of the house occupied by aunt Hide 
and Silvere was a party-well. The wall of the Jas-Meiffren 
cut it in halves. Formerly, before the Fouques’ property was 
united to the neighbouring estate, the market-gardeners had 
used this well daily. Since the transfer of the Fouques’ 
ground, however, as it was at some distance from the out¬ 
houses, the inmates of the Jas, who had large cisterns at 
their disposal, did not draw a pail of water from it in a 
month. On the other side, one could hear the grating 
of the pulley every morning when Silvere drew the water for 
aunt Dido. 

One day the pulley broke. The young wheelwright made 
a good strong one of oak, and put it up in the evening after 
his day’s work. To do this he had to climb upon the wall. 
When he had finished the job he remained resting astride the 
coping, and surveyed with curiosity the large expanse of the 
Jas-Meiffren. At last a peasant-girl, who was weeding the 
ground a few feet from him, attracted his attention. It was 
in July, and the* air’was broiling, although the sun had 
already sunk to the horizon. The peasant-girl had taken off 



190 


THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS 


her jacket. In a white bodice, with a coloured neckerchief 
tied over her shoxilders, and the sleeves of her chemise turned 
up as far as her elbows, she was S(2uatting amid the folds of 
her blue cotton skirt, which was secured to a pair of braces 
crossed behind her back. She crawled about on her knees as 
she pulled up the tares and threw them into a basket. The 
young man could only see her bare, sun-tanned arms stretch¬ 
ing out right and left to seize some overlooked weed. He 
followed this rapid play of her arms complacently, deriving a 
singular pleasure from seeing them so firm and quick. The 
young person had slightly raised herself on noticing that ho 
was no longer at work, but had again lowered her head before 
ho could distinguish her features. This shyness kept him in 
suspense. Like an inquisitive lad he wondered who this 
weeder could bo, and while he lingered there, whistling 
and beating time with a chisel, the latter suddenly slijiped 
out of his hand. It fell into the .Jas-Meiffron, striking the 
curb of the well, and then bounding a few feet from the wall. 
Silvere looked at it, leaning forward and hesitating to get 
over. But the peasant-girl must have been watching the 
young man askance, for slie jumped up without saying any¬ 
thing, picked up the chisel, and handed it to Silv6re, who 
then perceived that she was a mere child, lie was surprised 
and rather intimidated. The young girl raised herself 
towards him in the red glare of the simset. The wall at this 
spot was low, but nevertheless too high for her to reach him. 
So he bent low over the coping, while she still raised her¬ 
self on tiptoes. They did not speak, but looked at each other 
with an air of smiling confusion. .The young man would 
indeed have liked to keep the girl in that position. She 
turned to him a charming head, with handsome black eyes, 
and rod lips, which quite astonished and stirred him. He 
had never before seen a girl so near; he had not known that 
lips and eyes could bo so pleasant to look at. Everything 
about the girl seemed to possess a strange fascination for him 
—her coloured neckerchief, her white jjodiee, her blue cotton 
skirt hanging from braces which stretched ^Mth the motion of 
her shoidders. Then his glance glided along the arm which 
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was handing him the tool; as far as the elbow this arm was 
of a golden brown, as though clothed with sun-burn ; but 
higher up, in the shadow of the tucked-up sleeve, Silvero per¬ 
ceived a bare, milk-white roundness. At this he felt con¬ 
fused ; however, he leant further over, and at last managed 
to grasp the chisel. The little peasant-girl was becoming 
embarrassed. Still they remained there, smiling at each 
other, the child beneath with upturned face, and the lad half 
reclining on the coping of the wall. They could not part 
from each other. Bo far they had not exchanged a word, and 
Silvere oven forgot to say ‘Thank you.’ 

‘ What’s your name ? ’ he asked. 

‘ Marie,’ replied the peasant-girl; ‘ but everybody calls 
mo Miette.’ 

Again she raised herself slightly, and in a clear voice in¬ 
quired in her turn : ‘ And yours ? ’ 

‘ My name is Silvere,’ the young workman replied. 

A pause ensued, during which they seemed to bo listening 
complacently to the music of their names. 

‘ I’m fifteen years old,’ resumed Silvere. ‘ And you ? ’ 

‘ I! ’ said Miette; ‘ oh, I shall be eleven on All Saints’ 
Day.’ 

The young workman made a gesture of surprise. ‘ Ah | 
really! ’ he said, laughing, ‘ and to think I took you for a 
woman I You’ve such big arms.’ 

She also began to laugh, as she lowered her eyes to her 
arms. Then they ceased speaking. They remained for 
another moment gazing and smiling at each other. And 
finally, as Silvere seemingly had no more questions to 
ask her, Miette quietly withdrew and went on plucking her 
weeds, without raising her head. The lad for his part 
remained on the wall for a while. The sun was setting; a 
stream of oblique rays poured over the yellow soil of the Jaa- 
Meiftren, which seemed to bo all ablaze—one would have 
said that a fire was running along tho ground—and, in the 
midst of the flaming expanse, Silvere still saw the little 
stooping peasant-girl, whose bare arms had resumed their 
rapid motion. The blue cotton skirt was now becoming white; 
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and rays of light streamed over the child’s copper-coloured 
arms. At last Silvere felt somewhat ashamed of remaining 
there, and accordingly got off the wall. 

In the evening, preoccupied with his adventure, he en¬ 
deavoured to question aunt Dide. Perhaps she would know 
who this Miette was who had such black eyes and such red 
lips. But, since she had lived in the house in the alley, the 
old woman had never once given a look behind the wall of 
the little yard. It was, to her, like an impassable rampart, 
which shut off her past. She did not know—she did not 
want to know—what there might pow be on the other side of - 
that wall, in that old enclosure of the Fouques, whore she had 
buried her love, her heart and her flesh. As soon as Silvere 
began to question her she looked at him with childish terror. 
Was he, then, going to stir up the ashes of those days now 
dead and gone, and make her weep like her son Antoine had 
done ? 

‘ I don’t know,’ she said in a hasty voice; ‘ I no longer go 
out, I never see anybody.’ 

Silvere awaited the morrow with considerable impatience. 
And as soon as he got to his master’s workshop, ho drew his 
fellow-workmen into conversation. lie did not say anything 
about his interview with Miette ; but spoke vaguely of a girl 
whom he had seen from a distance in the Jas-Meifiren. 

‘ Oh! that’s La Chantegreil! ’ cried one of the workmen. 

There was no necessity for Silvere to question them 
further, for they told him the story of the poacher Chante¬ 
greil and his daughter Miette, with that unreasoning spite 
Avhich is felt for social outcasts. The girl, in particular, they 
treated in a foul manner; and the insulting gibe of 
‘ daughter of a galley-slave ’ constantly rose to their lips like 
an incontestable reason for condemning the poor, dear 
innocent creature to eternal disgrace. 

However, wheelwright Vian, an honest, worthy fellow, at 
last silenced his men. 

‘ Hold your tongues,,you foul mouths 1 ’ he said, as ho let 
fall the shaft of a cart that he had been examining. ‘ You ought 
to bo ashumed of yourselves for being so hard upon the child. 
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I’ve seen her, the little thing looks a very good girl. Besides, 
I’m told she doesn’t mind work, and already does as much as 
any woman of thirty. There are some lazy fellows here who 
aren’t a match for her. I hope, later on, that she’ll get a 
good husband who’ll stop this evil talk.’ 

Silvere, who had been chilled by the workmen’s gross 
jests and insults, felt tears rise to his eyes_ at the last words 
spoken by Vian. However, he did not open his lips. 
He took up his hammer, which he had laid down near him, 
and began with all his might to strike the nave of a wheel 
which he was binding with»iron. 

In the evening, as soon as ho had returned home from the 
workshop, he ran to the wall and climbed upon it. He found 
Miette engaged upon the same labour as the day before. He 
called her. She came to him, with her smile of embarrass¬ 
ment, and the charming shyness of a child who from infancy 
had grown up in tears. 

‘ You’re La Chantegreil, aren’t you ? ’ ho asked her, 
abruptly. 

She recoiled, she ceased smiling, and her eyes turned 
sternly black, gleaming with defiance. So this lad was going 
to insult her, like the others ! She was turning her back 
upon him, without giving an answer, when Silvere, per¬ 
plexed by her sudden change of countenance, hastened to 
add: ‘ Stay, I beg you—I don’t want to pai)i you—I’ve got 
so many things to tell you! ’ 

She turned round, still distrustful. Silvere, whose heart 
was full, and who had resolved to relieve it, remained for a 
moment speechless, not knowing how to continue, for he 
feared lest he should commit a fresh blunder. At last he put 
his whole heart in one phrase: ‘ Would you like me to be your 
friend ? ’ he said, in a voice full of emotion. And as Miette, in 
surprise, raised her eyes, which were again moist and smiling, 
he continued with animation: ‘ I know that people try to 
vox you. It’s time to put a stop to it. * I will be your pro¬ 
tector now. Shall I ? ’ 

The child beamed with delight. This proffered friendship 
roused her from all her evil dreams of taciturn hatred. Still 
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she shook her head and answered : ‘ No, I don’t want you to 
fight on my account. You’d have too much to do. Besides 
which, there are persons from whom you cannot protect me.’ 

Silvere wished to declare that he would defend her 
against the whole world, but she closed his mouth with a 
coaxing gesture, as she added: ‘ I am satisfied to have you 
as a friend.’ 

They then conversed together for a few minutes, lowering 
their voices as much as possible. Mictte spoke to Silv6re of 
her uncle and her cousin. For all the world she would not 
have liked them to catch him asJ;;ido the coping of the wall. 
Justin would be implacable with such a weapon against her. 
She spoke of her misgivings wuth the fright of a schoolgirl 
on meeting a friend with whom her mother has forbidden 
her to associate. Silvere merely understood, however, that 
ho would not be able to see Miotte at his pleasure. This 
made him very sad. Still, he promised that he would not 
climh upon the wall any more. They were both endeavour¬ 
ing to find some expedient for seeing each other again, when 
Miette suddenly bogged him to go away ; she had just caught 
sight of Justin, who was cros.sing the grounds in the direc¬ 
tion of the well. Silvere quickly descended. When he was 
in the little yard again, he remained by the wall to listen, 
irritated by his flight. After a few minutes he ventured to 
climb again and cast a glance into the Jas-Meiffren, but ho 
saw Justin speaking with Miette, and quickly withdrew his 
head. On the, following day he could see nothing of his 
friend, not even in the distance ; she must have finished her 
work in that part of the Jas. A week passed in this fashion, 
and the young people had no opportunity of exchanging a 
single word. Silvere was in despair; he thought of boldly 
going to the Eebufats to ask for Miette. 

The party-well was a large one, but not very deep. On 
either side of the wall the curb formed a large semicircle. 
The water was onlylicn or twelve feet down at the utmost. 
This slumbering water reflected the two apertures of the 
well, two half-moons between which' the shadow of the wall 
cast a black streak. On leaning over, one might have fancied 
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in the vague light that the half-moons were two mirrors of 
singular clearness and brilliance. Under the morning sun¬ 
shine, when the dripping of the ropes did not clisturl) the 
surface of the water, these mirrors, these reflections of the 
heavens, showed like white patches on the green water, and in 
them the leaves of the ivy which had spread along the wall 
over the well were repeated with marvellous exactness. 

One morning, at an early hour, Silvere, as he came to 
draw water for aunt Didc, bent over the well mechanically, 
just as he was taking hold of the rope. He started, and then 
stood motionless, still leanmg over. He had fancied that he 
could distinguish in the well the face of a young girl who 
was looking at him with a smile; however, he had shakcui 
the rope, and the disturbed water was now but a dim mirror 
that no longer reflected anything clearly. Bilvere, wIjo did 
not venture to stir, and whoso heart beat rapidly, then waited 
for the water to settle. As its ripples gradually widened and 
died away, he perceived the image reappearing. It oscilbited 
for a long time, with a swing which lent a vague, phantom-liko 
grace to its features, but at last it remained stationary. It 
was the smiling countenance of Miette, with her head and 
shoulders, her coloured neckerchief, her white bodice, and her 
blue braces. Bilvere next perceived his own image in the 
other mirror. Then, knowing that they could see each other, 
they nodded their heads. For the first moment, they did not 
even think of speaking. At last they exchanged greetings. 

‘ Good morning, Bilvere.’ 

‘ Good morning, Miette.’ 

They were surprised by the strange sound of tlieir voices, 
which became singularly soft and sweet in that damp hole. 
The sound seemed, indeed, to come from a distance, like the 
soft music of voices heard of an evening in the country. They 
understood that it would suffice to speak in a whisper in 
order to hear each other. The well echoed the faintest breath. 
Leaning over its brink, they conversed while gazing at one 
another’s reflection. Miette related howsad she had been the 
last week. She was now working at the other end of the Jas, 
and could only get out early in the morning. Then she*made 

o2 
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a pout of annoyance which Silvero distinguished perfectly, 
and to which he replied by nodding his head with an air of 
vexation. They were exchanging confidences, as though they 
were face to face, employing all those gestures and facial 
expressions that speech entails. They cared but little for the 
wall which separated them now that they could see each other 
in those hidden depths. 

‘ I knew,’ continued Miette, with a knowing look, ‘ that 
you came here to draw water every morning at the same hour. 
I can hear the grating of the pulley from tlie house. So I 
made an excuse, I pretended tha*^ the water in this well boiled 
the vegetables better. I thought that I might come here 
every morning to draw water at the same time as you, so as 
to say good morning to you without anyone suspecting it.’ 

She smiled innocently, as tliough well pleased with her 
device, and ended by saying; ‘ But I did not imagine we 
should see each other in the water.’ 

It was, in fact, this unhoped-for pleasure which so delighted 
them. They only spoke to see tlioir lips move, so greatly did 
this new frolic amuse their childish natures. And they 
resolved to use all means in their power to meet here every 
morning. "When ^liettc had said that she must go away, she 
told Silv6re that ho could draw his pail of water. But 
he did not dare to shake the rope; Miette was still leaning 
over—he could see her smiling face, and it was too painful to 
him to dispel that smile. As he slightly stirred his pail, 
the water murmured, and the smile faded. Then he stopped, 
seized with a strange fear; ho fancied that he had vexed 
her and made her cry. But the child called to him, ‘ Go 
on! go on r with a laugh which the echo prolonged and 
rendered more sonorous. She herself then noisily sent down 
a pail. There was a perfect tempest. Everything dis¬ 
appeared under the black water. And Silv6ro made up his 
mind to fill his two pitchers, while listening to the retreating 
steps of Miette on ttie other side of the wall. 

From that day,, the young people never missed their 
assignations. The slumbering water, the white mirrors in 
which they gazed at one another, imparted to their interviews 
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a charm which long snfliced their playful, childish imagina¬ 
tions. They had no desire to see each other face to face; it 
seemed much more amusing to them to use the well as a 
mirror, and confide their morning greetings to its echo. They 
soon came to look upon the well as an old friend. They 
loved to bond over the motionless water that resembled molten 
silver. A greenish glimmer hovered below, in a mysterious 
halt light, and seemed to change the damp hole into some 
hiding-place in the depths of a wood. They saw each other 
in a sort of greenish nest bedecked with moss, in the midst of 
fresh water and foliage. Aud all the strangeness of the deep 
spring, the hollow tower over which they bent, trembling with 
fascination, added unconfessed and delightful fe.ar to their 
merry laughter. The wild idea occurred to them of going 
down and seating themselves on a row of largo stones which 
formed a kind of circular bench at a few inches above the 
water. They would dip their foot in the latter, converse 
there for hours, and no one would think of coming to look for 
them in such a spot. But when they asked each otlier what 
there might be down there, their vague fears returned; they 
thought it quite sufficient to let their reflected images descend 
into the depths amidst those green glimmers which tinged 
the stones with strange moire-like reflections, and amidst 
those mysterious noises which rose from dark corners. Those 
sounds issuing from the invisible made them particularly 
uneasy; they often fancied that voices were replying to their 
own ; and then they would remain silent, detecting a thousand 
faint plaints which they could not understand. These came 
from the secret travail of the moisture, the sighs of the atmos¬ 
phere, the dropsithat glided over the stones, and fell below with 
the sonorousness of sobs. They would nod affectionately to 
each other in order to reassure themselves. Thus the 
attraction which kept them leaning over the brink had a tinge 
of secret terror, like all poignant charms. But the well still 
remained their old friend. It was suclf* an excellent pretext 
for meeting ! Justin, w^o watched Miptte’s every movement, 
never suspected the cause of her eagerness to go and draw 
some water every morning. At times, ho saw her from the 
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distance, leaning over and loitering. ‘ Ah I the lazy thing I ’ 
he muttered; ‘ how fond she is of dawdling about! ’ How 
could he suspect that, on the other side of the wall, there 
was a wooer contemplating the girl’s smile in the water, 
and saying to her: ‘If that red-haired donkey Justi-n 
should illtreat you, just tell me of it, and ho shall hear from 
me! ’ 

This amusement lasted for move than a month. It was 
July then; the mornings were sultry; the sun shone brightly, 
and it was quite a pleasure to come to that damp spot. It 
was delightful to feel the cold breath of the well on one’s 
face, and make love amidst this spring water while the skies 
were kindling their fires. Miotto would arrive out of breath 
after crossing the stubble fields; as she ran along, her hair 
fell down over her forehead and temples; and it was with 
flushed face and dishevelled locks that she would lean over, 
shaking with laughter, almost before she had had time to set 
her pitcher down. Silvcj'e, who was almost always the first 
at the welt, felt, as he suddenly saw her smiling face in tho 
water, as keen a joy as ho would have experienced had she 
suddenly thrown herself into his arms at tho bond of a path¬ 
way. Around them tho radiant morning hummed with 
mirth; a wave of warm light, sonorous with tho buzzing of 
insects, beat against the old wall, the posts, and the curb¬ 
stone. They, however, no longer saw tho shower of morning 
sumshine, nor heard tho thousand sounds rising from the 
ground ; they were in tho depths of their green hiding-place, 
under tho earth, in that mysterious and awesome cavity, and 
quivered with pleasure as they lingered there enjoying its 
fresh coolness and dim light. 

On some mornings, Miette, who by nature could not long 
maintain a contemplative attitude, began to tease; she would 
shake tho rope, and make drops of water fall in order to ripple 
the mirrors and deface the reflections. Bilvero would then 
entreat her to remaih still; he, whose fprvour was deeper 
than hers, knew no keener pleasure tjian that of gazing at his 
love’s image reflected so distinctly in every feature. But she 
would not listen to him ; she would joke and feign a rough 
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old bogey’s voice, to which the echo imparted a raucous 
melodiousness. 

‘ No, no,’ she would say in chiding fashion ; ‘ I don’t love 
you to-day! I’m making faces at you ; see how ugly I am.’ 

• And she laughed at seeing the fantastic forms which 
their spreading faces assumed as they danced upon the dis¬ 
turbed water. 

One morning she got angry in real earnest. She did not 
find Silv^rc at tlio trysting-place, and waited for him for 
nearly a quarter of an hour, vainly making the pulley grate. 
She was just about to depart in a rage when be arrived. As 
soon as she perceived him she let a perfect tempest loose in 
the well, shook her pail in an ii-ritated manner, and made 
the blackish water whirl and splash against the stones. In 
vain did Silvere try to explain that aunt Dide had detained 
him. To all his excuses she replied : ‘ You’ve vexed me ; I 
don’t want to see you.’ 

The poor lad, in despair, vainly questioned that sombre 
cavity, now so full of lamentable sounds, where, on other 
days, such a bright vision usually awaited him amid the 
silence of the stagnant water. He had to go away without 
seeing Miette. On the morrow, arriving before the time, ho 
gazed sadly into the well, hearing nothing, and thinking that 
the obstinate girl would not come, when she, who was already 
on the other side slyly watching his arrival, bent over suddenly 
with a burst of laughter. All was at once forgotten. 

In this wise the well was the scene of many a little drama 
and comedy. That happy cavity, with its gleaming mirrors 
and musical echoes, quickly ripened their love. They en¬ 
dowed it with such strange life, so filled it with their 
youthful love, that, long after they had ceased to come and 
lean over the brink, Silv6re, as he drew water every morning, 
would fancy he could see Miette’s smiling face in the dim 
light that still quivered with the joy they had set there. 

That month of playful love rescued^Miette from her mute 
despair. She felt a revival of her .affections, her happy 
childish carelessness, which had been held in check by the 
hateful loneliness in which she lived. The certainty ihat she 



200 


THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS 


was loved by somebody, and that she was no longer alone in 
the world, enabled her to endure the persecutions of Justin 
and the Faubourg urchins. A song of joy, whose glad notes 
drowned their bootings, now sounded in her heart. She 
thought of her father with tender compassion, and did not 
HOW' so frequently yield to dreams of bitter vengeance. Her 
dawning love cooled her feverish broodings like the fresh 
breezes of the dawn. At the same time she acquired the 
instinctive cunning of a young girl in love. She felt that 
she must maintain her usual silent and rebellious demeanour 
if she W’ero to escape Justin’s svuspicions. But, in spite of 
her efforts, her eyes retained a' sw’eet unruffled expression 
when the lad bullied her; she was no longer able to pirt on 
her old black look of indignant anger. One morning he 
heard her humming to herself at breakfast-time. 

‘ You seem very gay, Chantegreil! ’ he said to her sus¬ 
piciously, glancing keenly at her from his lowering eyes. ‘ I 
bet you’ve been up to some of your tricks again ! ’ 

She shrugged her shoulders, but she trembled imvardly ; 
and she did all she could to regain her old appearance of 
rebellious martyrdom. However, though Justin suspected 
some secret happiness, it was long before he w'as able to 
discover how his victim had escaped him. 

Silvere, on his side, enjoyed profound happiness. His 
daily meetings with Mietto made his idle hours pass plea¬ 
santly away. During his long silent companionship with 
aunt Dido, he recalled one by one his remembrances of the 
moj ihng, revelling in their most trifling details. From that 
time forward, the fulness of his heart cloistered him yet 
more in the lonely existence which he had adopted with his 
grandmother. He was naturally fond of hidden spots, of 
solitary retirement, where ho could give himself up to his 
thoughts. At this period already he had eagerly begun to 
read all the old odd volumes which he could pick up at brokers’ 
shops in the Faubourg, and which were destined to lead him 
to a strange and generous social religion and morality. His 
reading—ill-digested and lacking all solid foundation—gave 
him glimpses of the world’s vanities and pleasures, especially 
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with regard to women, which would have seriously troubled his 
mind if his heart had not been contented. When Miette 
came, ho received her at first as a companion, then as the joy 
and ambition of his life. In the evening, when he had 
retired to the little nook where he slept, and hung his lamp 
at the head of his strap-bedstead, he would find Miette on 
every page of the dusty old volume which he had taken at 
random from a shelf above his head and was reading devoutly. 
Ho never came across a young girl, a good and beautiful 
creature, in his reading, without immediately identifying her 
Avith his sweetheart. Apd ho would set himself in the 
narrative as well. If ho Avere reading a love story, it Avas he 
Avho married Miette at the end, or died Avith her. If, on the 
contrary, he Avere perusing some political pamphlet, some 
grave dissertation on social economy, works which lie pre¬ 
ferred to romances, for ho had that singular partiality for 
difficult subjects Avhich characterises persons of imperfect 
scholarship, ho still found some means of associating her with 
the tedious themes Avhich frequently he could not even under¬ 
stand. For instance, he tried to persuade himself that he Avas 
learning how to be good and kind to her when they Avere 
married. He thus associated her with all his visionary 
dreamings. Protected by the purity of his affection against the 
obscenity of certain eighteenth-century tales which fell into his 
hands, he found particular pleasure in shutting himself up with 
her in those humanitarian Utopias which some great minds 
of our own time, infatuated by visions of universal happiness, 
have imagined. Miette, in his mind, became quite essential 
to the abolition of pauperism and the definitive triumph of the 
principles of the Eevolution. There were nights of feverish 
reading, when his mind could not tear itself from his book, 
which ho Avould lay down and take up at least a score of 
times, nights of voluptuous weariness which he enjoyed till 
daybreak like some secret orgie, cramped up in that tiny 
room, his eyes troubled by the llickeriiig yellow light, while 
he yielded to the fevejj of insomnia^ and schemed out new 
social schemes of the most absurdly ingenuous nature, in 
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which woman, always personified by Miette, was worshipped 
by the nations on their knees. 

He was predisposed to Utopian ideas by certain hereditary 
influences; his grandmother’s nervous disorders became in 
him so much chronic enthusiasm, striving after everything 
that was grandiose and impossible. His lonely childhood, 
his imperfect education, had developed his natural tendencies 
in a singular manner. However, he had not yet reached the 
age when the fixed idea plants itself in a man’s mind. In 
the morning, after he had dipped his head in a bucket of 
water, ho remembered his thoughts and visions of the night 
but vaguely; nothing remained of his dreams save a child¬ 
like innocence, full of trustful confidence and yearning 
tenderness. He felt like a child again. He ran to the well, 
solely desirous of meeting his sweetlieart’s smile, and tasting 
the delights of the radiant morning. And during the day, 
when thoughts of the future sometimes made him silent and 
dreamy, he would often, prompted by some sudden impulse, 
spring up and kiss aunt Hide on both cheeks, whereat the old 
woman would gaze at him anxiously, perturbed at seeing his 
eyes so bright, and gleaming with a joy which she thought 
she could divine. 

At last, as time wont on, Miette and Silvers began to tire 
of only seeing one another’s reflection. The novelty of their 
play was gone, and now they began to dream of keener 
pleasures than the well could afford them. In this longing 
for reality which came upon them, there was the wish to see 
each other face to face, to run through the open fields, and 
return out of breath with their arms around each other’s 
waist, clinging closely together in order that they might the 
better feel each other’s love. One morning Silvero spoke of 
climbing over the wall, and walking in the Jas with Miette. 
But the child implored him not to perpetrate such folly, which 
would place her at Justin’s mercy. Ho then promised to seek 
some other moans. 

The wall in which the well was sci made a sudden bend 
a few paces further on, thereby forming a sort of recess, 
where th6 lovers would be free from observation, if they were 
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to take shelter there. The question was how to reach this 
recess. Silv^re could no longer entertain the idea of climbing 
over, as Miette had appeared so afraid. He secretly thought 
of another plan. The little door which Macquart and 
Adelaide had set up one night long years previously had 
remained forgotten in this remote corner. The owner of the 
Jas-Mciffron had not even thought of blocking it up. 
Blackened by damp and green with moss, ifs lock and hinges 
eaten away with rust, it leoked like a part of the old wall. 
Doubtless the key was lost; the grass growing beside the 
lower boards, against whiclj slight mounds had formed, amply 
proved that no one had passed that way for many a long year. 
However, it was the lost key that Silvore hoped to find. He 
knew with what devotion his aunt Dide allowed the relics of 
the past to lie rotting w'herever they might be. lie searched 
the house for a week without any result, and went stealthily 
night by night to see if ho had at last put his hand on the 
right key during the daytime. In this way he tried more 
than thirty keys which had doubtless come from the old 
property of the Fouques, and which ho found all over the 
place, against the walls, on the floors, and at the bottom of 
drawers. Ho was becoming disheartened, when all at once 
bo found the precious key. It was simply tied by a string to 
the street door latch-key, which always remained in the lock. 
It had hung there for nearly forty years. Aunt Dido must 
every day have touched it with her hand, without ever making 
up her mind to throw it away, although it could now only 
carry her back sorrowfully into the past. When Silvcrc had 
convinced himself that it really opened the little door, he 
awaited the ensuing day, dreaming of the joyful surprise 
which ho was preparing for Miette. He had not told her for 
what he had boon searching. 

On the morrow, as soon as he heard the girl set her pitcher 
down, he gently opened the door, sweeping away with a push 
the tall weeds which covered the threshold. Stretching out 
his head, he saw Miett^leaning over, the brink of the well, 
looking into the water, absorbed in expectation. Thereupon, 
in a couple of strides, he reached the recess formsd by the 
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wall, and thonco called, ‘ Miette I Mietto! ’ in a soft voice, 
which made her tremble. She raised her head, thinking he 
was on the coping of the wall. But when she saw him in the 
Jas, at a few steps from her, she gave a faint cry of surprise, 
and ran up to him. They took each other’s hand, and looked 
at one another, delighted to be so near, thinking themselves 
far handsomer like this, in the warm sunshine. It was the 
middle of August, the Feast of the Assumption. In the 
distance, the bells were pealing in the limpid atmosphere that 
so often accompanies great days of festival, an atmosphere 
full of bright gaiety. 

‘ Good morning, Silvere ! ’ 

‘ Good morning, Jlietto ! ’ 

The voices in which they exchanged their morning greet¬ 
ing sounded strange to them. They knew only the muflled 
accents transmitted by the echo of the well. And now their 
voices seemed to them as clear as the notes of a lark. 
And ah! how delightful it was in tliat warm corner, in that 
holiday atmosphere! They still held each other’s hands, 
Silvere leaning against the Avail, Mietto with her figure 
slightly throAvn backwards. They were about to tell each 
other all the soft things which they had not dared to confide 
to the reverberations of the well, when Silv6rc, hearing a 
slight noise, started, and, turning pale, dropped Miette’s 
hands, lie had just seen aunt Bide standing before him 
erect and motioiiless on the threshold of the doorway. 

The grandmother had come to the well by chance. And 
on perceiving, in the old black wall, the white gap formed by 
the doorway whicli Silvere had left wide open, she had 
experienced a violent shock. That open gap seemed to her 
like a gulf of light violently illumining her past. She once 
more saw herself running to the door amidst the morning 
brightness, and crossing the threshold full of the transports of 
her nervous love. And Macquart was there awaiting her. 
She hung upon his neda and pressed against his bosom, whilst 
the rising sun, following her through<<the doorway, which she 
had left open in her hurry, enveloped them with radiance. 
It was a sudden vision which roused her cruelly from the 
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slumber of old age, like some supreme chastisement, and 
awakened a multitude of bitter memories within her. Had 
the well, had the entire wall, disappeared beneath the earth, 
she would not have been more stupefied. She had never 
thought that this door would open again. In her mind it had 
been walled up ever since the hour of Macquart’s death. And 
amidst her amazement she felt angrj% indignant with the 
sacrilegious band that had perpetrated this violation, and left 
that white open space agape like a yawning tomb. She 
stopped forward, yielding to a kind of fascination, and halted 
erect within the framewoijj of the door. 

Then she gazed out before her, with a feeling of dolorous 
surprise. She had certainly been told'that the old enclosure 
of the Fouques was now joined to the Jas-Meiffren ; but she 
would never have thought the associations of her youth could 
have vanished so completely. It seemed as though some 
tempest had carried off everything that her memory cherished. 
The old dwelling, the large kitchen-garden, the beds of green 
vegetables, all had disappeared. Not a stone, not a tree of. 
former times remained. And instead of the scene amidst 
which she had grown up, and which in her mind’s eye she 
had seen but yesterday, there lay a strip of barren soil, a 
broad patch of stubbles, bare like a desert. Henceforward, 
when, on closing her eyes, she might try to recall the 
objects of the past, that stubble would always appear to 
her like a shroud of yellowish drugget spread over the soil, 
in which her youth lay buried. In the presence of that 
unfamiliar commonplace scone her heart died, as it wore, 
a second time. Now all was completely, finally ended. 
She was robbed even of her dreams of the past. Then she 
began to regret that she had yielded to the attraction of that 
white opening, of that doorway gaping upon the days which 
were now for ever lost. 

She was about to retire and close the accursed door, 
without even seeking to discover whfl had opened it, when she 
suddenly perceived M^tte and Silv^e. And the sight of the 
two young lovers, who, with hanging heads, nervously awaited 
her glance, kept her on the threshold, quivering with yet 
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keener pain. She now understood all. To the very end, she 
was destined to picture herself there, clasped in Macquart’s 
arms in the bright sunshine. Yet a second time had the 
door served as an accomplice. Where love had once passed, 
there was it passing again. ’Twas the eternal and endles's 
renewal, with present joys and future tears. Aunt Dide 
could only sec the, tears, and a sudden presentiment showed 
her the two children bleeding, with stricken hearts. Over¬ 
whelmed by the recollection of her life’s sorrow, which this 
spot had just awakened within her, she grieved for her dear 
Silv^re. She alone was guilty ; if she had not formerly had 
that door made SihAre would not now be at a girl’s feet in that 
lonely nook, intoxicatmg himself with a bliss which prompts 
and angers the jealousy of death. 

After a brief pause, she wont up to the young man, and, 
without a word, took him by the band. She might, perhaps, 
have left them there, chattering under the wall, had she not 
felt that she herself was, to some extent, an accomplice in 
this fatal love. As she came back with Silvbre, she turned on 
hearing the light footfall of Miette, who, having quickly taken 
up her pitcher, was hastening across the stubble. She was 
running wildly, glad at having escaped so easily. And aunt 
Dide smiled involuntarily as she watched her bound over the 
ground like a runaway goat. 

‘ She is very young,’ she murmured, ‘ she has plenty of 
time.’ 

She meant, no doubt, that Miette had plenty of time 
before her to suffer and weep. Then, turning her eyes upon 
Silvere, who with a glance of ecstasy had followed the child 
as she ran off in the bright sunshine, she simply added : 

‘ Take care, my boy; this sort of thing sometimes kills one.’ 

These were the only words she spoke with reference to the 
incident which had awakened all the sorrows that lay slumber¬ 
ing in the depths of her being. Silence had become a real 
religion with her. When Silvere came in, she double-locked 
the door, and threw the key down the'well. In this wise she 
felt certain that the door would no longer make her an accom¬ 
plice. She examined it for a moment, glad at seeing it 
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reassume its usual gloomy, barrier-like aspect. The tomb 
was closed once more; the wliite gap was for over boarded up 
with that damp-stained mossy timber over which the snails 
had shed silvery tears. 

• In the evening, aunt Dido had another of those nervous 
attacks which came upon her at intervals. At these times 
she would often talk aloud and ramble incoherently, as though 
she was suffering from nightmare. That evening, while 
Silvcre held her down on her bed, he heard her stammer in a 
panting voice such words as ‘ custom-house officer,’ ‘ fire,’ 
and ‘murder.’ And she struggled, and begged for mercy, 
and dreamed aloud of vengeance. At last, as always happened 
when the attack was drawing to a close, she foil into a strange 
fright, her teeth chattering, while her limbs quivered with 
abject terror. Finally, after raising herself into a sitting 
posture, she cast a haggard look of astonishment at one and 
another corner of the room, and then fell back upon the 
pillow, heaving deep sighs. She was, doubtless, a prey to some 
hallucination. However, she drew Silvero to her bosom, and 
seemed in some degree to recognise him, though ever and 
anon she confused him with someone else. 

‘ There they are! ’ she stammered. ‘ Do you see ? They 
are going to take you, they will kill you again. I don’t want 
them to—Send them away, toll them I won’t; tell them they 
are hurting me, staring at me like that-’ 

Then she turned to the wall, to avoid seeing the people of 
whom she was talking. And after an interval of silence, she 
continued: ‘ You are near me, my child, aren’t you ? You 
must not leave me. I thought I was going to die just now. 
We did wrong to make an opening in the wall. I have 
suffered ever since. I was certain that door would bring us 
further misfortune—Oh 1 the innocent darlings, what sorrow I 
They will kill them as well, they will be shot down like 
dogs.’ 

Then she relapsed into catalepsy ; she was no longer even 
aware of Silv^re’l presc^e. Suddenly, however, she sat up, 
and gazed at the foot of her bed, with a fearful expression of 
terror. 
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‘ Why didn’t you send them away ?' she cried, hiding her 
white head against the young man’s breast. ‘ They are still 
there. The one with the gun is making signs that he is going 
to fire.’ 

Shortly afterwards she fell into the heavy slumber that 
usually terminated those attacks. On the next day, she 
seemed to have forgotten everything. She never again spoke 
to Silvi^re of the morning on which she had found him with 
a sweetheart behind the wall. 

The young people did not see each other for a couple of 
days. When Miette ventured {o return to the well, they 
resolved not to recommence the pranks which had upset aunt 
Dide. However, the meeting which had been so strangely 
interrupted had filled them with a keen desire to meet again 
in some happy solitude. Weary of the delights afforded by 
the well, and unwilling to vex aunt Dide by seeing Miette 
again on the other side of the wall, Silvere begged the girl 
to meet him somewhere else. She required but little 
pressing ; she received the proposal with the willing smile 
of a frolicsome lass who has no thought of evil. What 
made her smile was the idea of outwitting that spy of a 
Justin. When the lovers had come to agreement, they 
discussed at length the choice of a favourable spot. Silvere 
proposed the most impossible trysting-places. He planned 
regular journeys, and even suggested meeting the young 
girl at midnight in the barns of the Jas-Meiffren. Miette, 
who was much more practical, shrugged her shoulders, 
declaring she would try to think of some spot. On the 
morrow, she tarried but a minute at the well, just time 
enough to smile at Silvere and tell him to be at the far end 
of the Aire Saint-Mittro at about ten o’clock in the evening. 
One may be sure that the young man was punctual. All day 
long Miette’s choice had puzzled him, and his curiosity 
increased when he found himself in the narrow lane formed 
by the piles of planks at the end of the plot of ground. ‘ She 
will come that way,’, he said to l^imself, looking along the 
road to Nice. But he suddenly heard a loud shaking of 
bought behind the wall, and saw a laughing head, with 
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tumbled hair, appear above the coping, whilst a joyous voice 
called out: ‘ It’s mo 1 ’ 

And it was, in fact, Miette, who had climbed like an urchin 
up one of the mulberry-trees, which even nowadays still 
border the boundary of the Jas-Meiffren. In a couple of leaps 
she reached the tombstone, half buried in the corner at the 
end of the lane. Silvere watched her descend with delight 
and surprise, without even thinking of helping her. As soon 
as she had alighted, however, he took both her hands in his, 
and said : ‘ How nimble you are !—you climb better than I do.’ 

It was thus that they met for the first time in that 
hidden corner where they wete destined to pass such happy 
hours. From that evening forwJkd they saw each other 
there nearly every night, 'i’hey now only used the well to 
warn each other of unforeseen obstacles to their meetings, 
of a change of time, and of all the trifling little news that 
seemed important in their eyes, and allowed of no delay. 
It sufficed for the one who had a communication to make 
to set the pulley in motion, for its creaking noise could bo 
heard a long way oil'. Hut although, on certain days, they 
summoned one another two or three times in succession to 
speak of trifles of immense importance, it was only in the 
evening in that lonely little passage that they tasted real 
happiness. Miette was c.vceptioually punctual. She for¬ 
tunately slept over the kitchen, in a room where the winter 
provisions had been kept before her arrival, and which was 
reached by a little private staircase. She was thus able to 
go out at all hours, without being seen by Eebufat or JuStin. 
Moreover, if the latter should ever see her returning she 
intended to tell him some tale or other, staring at him the 
while with that stern look which always reduced him to 
silence. 

Ah ! how happy those warm evenings were 1 The lovers 
had now reached the first days of September, a mouth of 
bright sunshine in Provence. It was* hardly possible for 
them to join each other .before nine o’clock. Miette arrived 
from over the wall, in surmounting which she soon acquired 
such dexterity that she was almost always on the old tomb- 
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stone before Silv^re had time to stretch out his arms. She 
would laugh at her own strength and agility as, for a moment, 
with her hair in disorder, she remained almost breathless, 
tapping her skirt to make it fall. Her sweetheart laughingly 
called her an impudent urchin. In reality he much admired 
her pluck. He watched her jump over the wall with the 
complacency of an elder brother supervising the exercises of 
a younger one. Indeed, there was yet much that was child¬ 
like in their growing love. On several occasions they spoke 
of going on some bird’s-nesting expedition on the banks of 
the Viorne. 

‘ You’ll see how I can climb,’ said Mietto proudly. 

‘ AYhen I lived at Chavanoz, I used to go right up to the 
top of old Andre’s walnut-trees. Have you over taken a 
magpie’s nest ? It’s very difficult! ’ 

Then a discussion arose as to how one ought to climb a 
poplar. Miettc stated her opinions, with all a boy’s con¬ 
fidence. 

However, Silvere, clasping lier round the knees, had by 
this time lifted her to tlip ground, and then they would walk 
on, side by side, their arms encircling each other’s waist. 
Though they were but children, fond of frolicsome play and 
chatter, and knew not even hov.' to speak of love, yet they 
already partook of love’s delight. It sufficed them to press 
each other’s hands. Ignorant whither their feelings and 
their hearts were drifting, they did not seek to hide the 
blissful thrills which the slightest touch awoke. Smiling, 
oftdn Avondering at the delight they experienced, they yielded 
unconsciously to the sweetness of new feelings even Avhile- 
talking, like a couple of schoolboys, of the magpies’ nests 
whicli are so difficult to roach. 

And as they talked they went down the silent path, 
betAveen the piles of planks and the wall of the Jas-Meiffren. 
They never Avent beyond the end of that narroAV blind alley, 
but invariably retraefcd their steps. They Avere quite at home 
there. Miette, happy in the knowiedgo of their safe conceal¬ 
ment, would often pause and congratulate herself on her 
discovery. 
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‘ Wasn’t I lucky ! ’ she would gleefully exclaim. ‘ We 
might walk a longway without finding such a good hiding-place.’ 

The thick grass muflled the noise of their footsteps. They 
were steeped in gloom, shut in between two black walls, and 
only a strip of dark sky, spangled with stars, was visible above 
their heads. And as they stcx)ped along, pacing this path 
which resembled a dark stream flowing beneath the black 
star-sprent sky, they were often thrilled with undefinablc 
emotion, and lowered their voices, although there was nobody 
to hear them. Surrendering themselves as it were to the 
silent waves of night, ovor,which they seemed to drift, they 
recounted to one another, with lovers’ rapture, the thousand 
trifles of the day. 

At other times, on bright nights, when the moonlight 
clearly outlined the wall and the timbor-staeks, Miette and 
Silvero would romp about with all the carelessness of children. 
The path stretched out, alight with white rays, and retaining 
no suggestion of secrecy, and the young people laughed and 
chased each other like boys at play, at times venturing even 
to climb upon the piles of tirnbei'. Silvdre rvas occasionally 
obliged to frighten Miette by telling her that .Justin might be 
watching her from over the wall. Then, quite out of breath, 
they w'ould stroll side by side, aiid plan how they might 
some day go for a .scamper in the Hainte-Clairo meadow’s, to 
see which of the two w’ould catch tho other. 

Their growing love thu.s accommodated itself to dark and 
clear nights. Their hearts W'erc over on the alert, and a little 
shade sufliecd to .sweeten tho pleasure ot their embrace; and 
soften their laughter. This dearly-loved retreat—so gay in the 
moonshine, so strangely thrilling in the gloom—seemed an 
inexhaustible source of both gaiety and silent emotion. They 
would remain there until midnight, while the town dropped 
off to sleep and the lights in the window’s of the Faubourg 
wont out one by one. 

They were never disturbed in theii^ solitude. At that late 
hour children wore no longer playing,at hide-and-seek behind 
the piles of planks. Occasionally, when the young couple 
heard sounds in the di.stauce—the singing of someVorkmen 
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as they passed along the road, or conversation coming from 
the neighbouring sidewalks—they would cast stealthy glances 
over the Aire Saint-Mittre. The timber-yard stretched out, 
empty of all, save here and there some falling shadows. 
On warm evenings they sometimes caught glimpses of loving 
couples there, and of old men sitting on the big beams by the 
roadside. 'When the evenings grew colder, all that they ever 
saw on the melancholy, deserted spot was some gipsy fire, 
before which, perhaps, a few black shadows passed to and fro. 
Through the still night air words and sundry faint sounds 
were wafted to them, the ‘ good-night ’ of a townsman shutting 
his door, the closing of a window-shutter, the deep striking of 
a clock, all the parting sounds of a provincial town retiring to 
rest. And when Plassans was slumbering, they might still 
hear the quarrelling of the gipsies and the crackling of their 
fires, amidst which suddenly rose the guttural voices of girls 
singing in a strange tongue, full of rugged accents. 

lJut tlic lovers did not concern themselves much with what 
wont on in the Aire Saint-Mittre; they hastened back into 
their own little privacy, and again w'alked along their favourite 
retired path. Little did they care for others, or for the town 
itself! The few' planks which separated them from the wicked 
world seemed to them, after a while, an insurmountable 
rampart. They were so secluded, so free in this nook, situated 
though it was in the very midst of the Faubourg, at only fifty 
paces from the Home Gate, that they sometimes fancied them¬ 
selves far away in some hollow of the 'Viorne, wdtli the open 
country around them. Of all the sounds which reached 
them, only one made them feel uneasy, that of the clocks 
striking slow'ly in the darkness. At times, when the hour 
sounded, they pretended not to hear, at other moments they 
stopped short as if to protest. However, they could not go 
on for ever taking just another ten minutes, and so the time 
c.ime when they were at last obliged to say good-night. Then 
Mil tte reluctantly climb(;d upon the w'all again. J5ut all was 
not ended yet, tliey wiiuld linger o%’^jr their leave- taking for a 
good quarter of an hour. 'When the girl had climbed upon 
the wall, she remained there with her elbows on the coping. 
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and her feet supported by the branches of the inulbcrry-tice, 
which served her as a ladder. Silvere, perched on the tomb¬ 
stone, was able to take her hands again, and renew their 
whispered conversation. They repeated ‘ till to-morrow! ’ a 
dozen times, and still and ever found something more to say. 
At last Silvere began to scold. 

‘ Como, you must get down, it is past midnight.’ 

But Miette, with a girl’s waywardness, wished him to 
descend first; she wanted to see him go away. And as 
he persisted in remaining, she ended by saying abruptly, by 
way of punishment, perhaps: ‘ Look ! I am going to jump 
down.’ 

Then she sprang from the mulberry-tree, to the groat 
consternation of Silvere. He heard the dull thud of her fall, 
and the burst of laughter with which she ran off, without 
choosing to reply to his last adieu. For some minutes he 
would remain watching her vague figure as it disappeared in 
the darkness, then, slowly descending, he regained the Impasse 
Saint-Mittre. 

During two years they came to the path every day. At 
the time of their first meetings they enjoyed some beautiful 
warm nights. Q’hoy might almost have fancied themselves 
in the month of May, the month of the seething sap, when a 
pleasant odour of earth and fresh leaves pervades the warm 
air. This renouveau, this second spring, was like a gift from 
heaven which allowed them to run freely about the path and 
tighten their bonds of affection. 

At last came rain, and snow, and frost. But the disagrec- 
ableness of winter did not keep them away. Miette put on 
her long brown pelisse, and they both made light of the bad 
Aveather. When the nights were dry and clear, and puff's of 
wind raised the hoar frost beneath their footsteps and fell on 
their faces like taps from a switch, they refrained from sitting 
down. They walked quickly to and fro, Avrapped in the pelisse, 
their cheeks blue with cold, and their Tsyes Avatering; and they 
laughed heartily, quite q^livering Avitli,mirth, at the rapidity of 
their march through the freezing atmosphere. One snoAvy 
evening they amused themselves Avith making an •enormoug 
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snowball, which they rolled into a corner. It remained there 
fully a month, which caused them fresh astonishment each 
time they met in the path. Nor did the rain frighten them. 
They came to sec each other through the heaviest downpours, 
though they got wet to the skin in doing so. Silvere would 
hasten to the spot, saying to himself that Miettc would never 
bo mad enough tg come ; and when Mictte arrived, he could 
not find it in his heart to scold her. In reality ho had been 
expecting her. At last he sought some shelter against the 
inclement weather, knowing quite well that they would 
certainly come out, however muph they miglit promise one 
another not to do so while it rained. To find a shelter he only 
had to disturb one of the timber-stacks ; pulling out several 
pieces of wood and arranging them so that they would move 
easily, in such wise that ho could displace and replace them 
at pleasure. 

From that time forward the lovers possessed a sort of 
low and narrow sentry-box, a square hole, which was only big 
enough to hold them closely squeezed together on a beam 
which they had loft at the bottom of the little cell. When¬ 
ever it rained, the first to arrive would take shelter here ; and 
on finding themselves together again they would listen with 
delight to the rain beating on the piles of planks. Before and 
around them, through the inky blackness of the night, came 
a rush of water which they could not see, but which resounded 
continuously like the roar of a mob. They were nevertheless 
quite alone, as though they had been at the end of the world 
or beneath the sea. They never felt so happy, so isolated, as 
when they found themselves in that timber-stack, in the 
midst of some such deluge which threatened to carry them 
away at every moment. Their bent knees almost reached the 
opening, and though they thrust themselves back as far as 
possible, the spray of the rain bathed their cheeks and hands. 
The big drops, falling from the planks, splashed at regular 
intervals at their feet. ’ The brown pelisse kept them warm, 
and the nook was so small that Miette was compelled to sit 
almost on Silv^re’s knees. And they would chatter and then 
lapse into silence, overcome with languor, lulled by the 
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warmth of their embrace and the monotonous beating of the 
shower. For hours and hours they remained there, with that 
same enjoyment of the rain which prompts little children to 
stroll along solemnly in stormy weather with open umbrellas 
in'their hands. After a while they came to prefer the rainy 
evenings, though their parting became more painful on those 
occasions. Miette was obliged to climb the yall in the driving 
rain, and cross the puddles of the Jas-Meiffren in perfect 
darkness. As soon as she had left his arms, she was lost to 
Silvere amidst the gloom and the noise of the falling water. 
In vain he listened, he was.dcafcned, blinded. However, the 
anxiety caused by this brusque separation proved an additional 
charm, and, until the morrow, each would be uneasy lest any¬ 
thing should have befallen the other in such weather, when one 
would not even have turned a dog out of doors, rerchance 
one of them had slipped, or lost the way; such were the mutual 
fears which possessed them, and rendered their next interview 
yet more loving. 

At last the fine days returned, April brought mild nights, 
and tho grass in the green alley sprouted up wildly. Amidst 
the stream of life flowing from lieaven and rising from tho 
earth, amidst all the intoxication of the budding spring-time, 
the lovers sometimes regretted their winter solitude, the rainy 
evenings and the freezing niglits, during which they had been 
so isolated, so far from all human sounds. At present tho 
days did not draw to a close soon enough, and they grew 
impatient with the lagging twilights. Wlicn the night had 
fallen sufficiently for klietto to climb upon the wall without 
danger of being seen, and they could at last glide along their 
dear path, they no longer found there tho solitude congenial 
to their shy, childish love. People began to flock to the Aire 
Saint-Mittro, the urchins of the Faubourg remained there, 
romping about the beams, and shouting, till eleven o’clock at 
night. It even happened occasionally that one of them would 
go and hide behind the piles of timber, and assail Miette and 
Silvere with boyish jeers. The fewr of being surprised 
amidst that general awakening of life as tho season gradually 
grew warmer, tinged their meetings with anxiety. 
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Then, too, they began to stifle in the narrow lane. Never 
had it throbbed with so ardent a quiver ; never had that soil, 
in which the last bones left of the former cemetery lay moulder¬ 
ing, sent forth such oppressive and disturbing odours. They 
were still too young to relish the voluptuous charm of that 
secluded nook which the springtide filled with fever. The 
grass grow to their knees, they moved to and fro with difficulty, 
and certain plants, when they crushed their young shoots, sent 
forth a pungent odour which made them dizzy. Then, seized 
with strange drowsiness and staggering with giddiness, their 
feet as though entangled in the grass, they would lean against 
the wall, with half-closed eyes, unable to move a step. All 
the soft languor from the skies seemed to penetrate them. 

With the petulance of beginners, impatient and irritated 
at this sudden faintness, they began to think their retreat too 
confined, and decided to ramble through the open fields. 
Every evening came fresh frolics. Miette arrived with her 
pelisse ; they wrapped themselves in it, and then, gliding past 
the walls, reached the high-road and the open country, the 
broad fields where the wind rolled with full strength, like the 
waves at high tide. And here they no longer felt stifled; they 
recovered all their youthfulness, free from the giddy intoxica¬ 
tion born of the tall rank weeds of the Aire Saint-Mittre. 

During two summers they rambled through the district. 
Every rocky ledge, every bed of turf soon knew them; there 
was not a cluster of trees, a hedge, or a bush, which did not 
become their friend. They realised their dreams: they 
chased each other wildly over the meadows of Sainte-Claire, 
and Miette ran so well that Silvcre had to put his best foot 
forward to catch her. Sometimes, too, they went in search 
of magpies’ nests. Headstrong Miette, wishing to show how 
she had climbed trees at Chavanoz, would tie up her skirts 
with a piece of string, and ascend the highest poplars; while 
Silvcre stood trembling beneath, with his arms outstretched 
to catch her should she slip. These frolics so turned them 
from thoughts of love, that one e^ning they almost fought 
like a couple of lads coming out of school. But there were 
nooks in the country side which were not healthful for thern, 
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So long a3 they rambled on they were continually shouting 
with laughter, pushing and teasing one another. They covered 
miles and miles of ground: sometimes they went as far as 
the chain of the Garrigues, following the narrowest paths 
and cutting across the fields. The region belonged to them; 
they lived there as in a conquered territory, enjoying all that 
the earth and the sky could give them. ^ Miette, with a 
woman’s lack of scruple, did not hesitate to pluck a bunch of 
grapes, or a cluster of green almonds, from the vines and 
almond-trees whose boughs brushed her as she passed; and at 
this Silv6ro, with his absolute ideas of honesty, felt vexed, 
although he did not venture lo find fault with the girl, whose 
occasional sulking distressed him. ‘ Oh! the bad girl! ’ 
thought ho, childishly exaggerating the matter, ‘ she would 
make a thief of me.’ But Miette would thereupon force his 
share of the stolen fruit into his mouth. The artifices he 
employed, such as holding her round the waist, avoiding the 
fruit trees, and making her run after him when they were 
near the vinos, so as to keep her out of the way of temptation, 
quickly exhausted his imagination. At last there -was nothing 
to do but to make her sit down. And then they again 
began to experience their former stifling sensations. The 
gloomy valley of the Viorne particularly disturbed them. 
When weariness brought them to the banks of the torrent, all 
their childish gaiety seemed to disappear. A grey shadow 
floated under the willows, like the scented crape of a woman’s 
dress. The children felt this crape descend warm and balmy 
from the voluptuous shoulders of the night, kiss their temples 
and envelop them with irresistible languor. In the distance 
the crickets chirped in the meadows of Sainte-Claire, and at 
their feet the ripples of the Viorne sounded like lovers’ 
whispers—like the soft cooing of humid lips. The stars cast 
a rain of sparkles from the slumbering heavens. And, amidst 
the throbbing of the sky, the waters and the darkness, the 
children reposing on the errass sought ^ach other’s hands and 
pressed them. 

Silvire, who vaguely understood the danger of these 
ecstasies, 'vvould sometimes Jump un and propose tohross ovep 
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to one of the islets left by the low water in the middle of the 
stream. Both ventured forth, with bare feet. Miette made 
light of the pebbles, refusing Silverc’s help, and it once 
happened that she sat down in the very middle of the stream; 
however, there were only a few inches of water, and she 
escaped with nothing worse than a wet petticoat. Then, 
having reached tlje island, they threw themselves on the long 
neck of sand, their eyes on a level with the surface of the 
river whoso silvery scales they saw quivering far away in the 
clear night. Then Miette would declare that they were in a 
boat, that the island was certainly floating; she could feel it 
carrying her along. The dizziness caused by the rippling of 
the water amused them for a moment, and they lingered there, 
singing in an undertone, like boatmen as they strike the 
water with their oars. At other times, when the island had 
a low bank, they sat there as on a bed of verdure, and let their 
bare feet dangle in the stream. And then for hours they 
chatted together, swinging their legs, and splashing the water, 
delighted to set a tempest raging in the peaceful pool whose 
freshness cooled their fever. 

These footbaths suggested a dangerous idea to Miette. 
Nothing would satisfy her but a complete bath. A little 
above the bridge over the Viorne there was a very convenient 
spot, she said, barely three or four feet deep and quite safe ; 
the weather was so warm, it would bo so nice to have the 
water up to their necks; besides which, she had been dying 
to learn to swim for such a long time, and Silv^re would be 
able to teach her. Silvcre raised objections; it was not 
prudent at night time; they might be seen; perhaps, too, 
they might catch cold. However, nothing could turn Miette 
from her purpose. One evening she came with a bathing 
costume which she had made out of an old dress; and Silvere 
was then obliged to go back to aunt Hide’s for his bathing 
drawers. Their proceedings were characterised by great 
simplicity. Miette disrobed herself beneath the shade of a 
stout willow; and when both were''ready, enveloped in the 
blackness which fell from the foliage around them, they gaily 
entered the cool water, oblivious o*f all previous scruples, 
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and knowing in their innocence no sense of shame. They 
remained in the river quite an hour, splashing and throwing 
water into each other’s faces; Miette now getting cross, now 
breaking out into laughter, while Silvere gave her her first 
legson, dipping her head under every now and again so as to 
accustom her to the water. As long as he held her up she 
threw her arms and legs about violently, tjiinking she was 
swimming; but directly he let her go, she cried and struggled, 
striking the water with her outstretched hands, clutching at 
anything she could get hold of, the young man’s waist or one 
of his wrists. She leant against him for an instant, resting, 
out of breath and dripping with water; and then she cried : 
‘ Once more ; but you do it on purpose, you don’t hold me.’ 

At the end of a fortnight, the girl was able to swim. 
With her limbs moving freely, rocked by the stream, playing 
with it, she yielded form and spirit alike to its soft motion, 
to the silence of the heavens, and the dreaminess of the 
melancholy banks. As she and Silv6re swam noiselessly 
along, she seemed to see the foliage of both banks thicken 
and hang over them, draping them round as W’ith a huge 
curtain. When the moon shone, its rays glided between the 
trunks of the trees, and phantoms seemed to flit along the 
river-side in w'hite robes. Miette felt no nervousness, how¬ 
ever, only an indefinable emotion as she follow’ed the play of 
the shadows. As she went onward with slower motion, the 
calm water, which the moon converted into a bright mirror, 
rippled at her approach like a silver-broidered cloth; eddies 
widened and lost themselves amid the shadows of the banks, 
under the hanging willow branches, whence issued weird, 
plashing sounds. At every stroke she perceived recesses full 
of sound; dark cavities which she hastened to pass by ; clusters 
and rows of trees, whose sombre masses were continually 
changing form, stretching forward and apparently following 
her from the summit of the bank. And when she threw 
herself on her back, the (^pths of the heavens affected her 
still more. From the fields, from the distant horizon, which 
she could no longer see, a solemn lingering strain, composed 
of all the sighs of the niglit, was wafted to her. 
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She was not of a dreamy nature; it was physically, 
through the medium of each of her senses, that she derived 
enjoyment from the sky, the river, and the play of light and 
shadow. The river, in particular, bore her along with endless 
caresses. When she swam against the current she was 
delighted to feel the stream flow rapidly against her bosom 
and limbs. She_ dipped herself in it yet more deeply, with 
the water reaching to her lips, so that it might pass over her 
shoulders, and envelop her, from chin to feet, with flying 
kisses. Then she would float, languid and quiescent, on the 
surface, whilst the ripples glidejl softly between her costume 
and her skin. And she would also roll over in the still pools 
like a cat on a carpet; and swim from the luminous patches 
where the moonbeams were bathing, to the dark water shaded 
by the foliage, shivering the while, as though she had quitted 
a sunny plain and then felt the cold from the boughs falling 
on her neck. 

She now remained quite silent in the water, and would 
not allow Silv^re to touch her. Gliding softly by his side, 
she swam on with the light rustling of a bird flying across a 
copse, or else she would circle round him, a prey to vague 
disquietude which she did not comprehend. He himself 
darted quickly away if he happened to brush against her. 
The river was now but a source of enervating intoxication, 
voluptuous languor, which disturbed them strangely. When 
they emerged from their bath they felt dizzy, weary, and 
drowsy. Fortunately, the girl declared one evening that she 
would bathe no more, as the cold water made the blood 
run to her head. And it was in all truth and innocence that 
she said this. 

Then their long conversations began anew. The dangers 
to which the innocence of their love had lately been exposed 
had left no other trace in Silvere’s mind than great 
admiration for Mietto’s physical strength. She had learned 
to swim in a fortnight, and often, when they raced together, 
he had seen her stemAhe current Vith a stroke as rapid as 
his own. He, who delighted in strength and bodily exercises, 
felt a thrill of plefl,svire at seeing her so strong, so active and 
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adroit. He entertained at heart a singular admiration for her 
stout arms. One evening, after one of the first baths that 
had left them so playful, they caught each other round the 
waist on a strip of sand, and wrestled for several minutes 
without Silvers being able to throw Miette. At last, indeed, 
it was the young man who lost his balance, while the girl 
remained standing. Her sweetheart treated, her like a boy, 
and it was those long rambles of theirs, those wild races 
across the meadows, those birds’ nests filched from the tree 
crests, those struggles and violent games of one and another 
kind that so long shielded,them and their love from all 
impurity. 

Then, too, apart from his youthful admiration for his 
sweetheart’s dashing pluck. Silvers felt for her all the com¬ 
passionate tenderness of a heart that ever softened towards 
the unfortunate. He, who could never see any forsaken 
creature, a poor man, or a child, walking barefooted along the 
dusty roads, without a throb of pity, loved Miette because 
nobody else loved her, because she virtually led an outcast’s 
hard life. When he saw her smile he was deeply moved by 
the joy he brought her. Moreover, the child was a wildling, 
like himself, and they were of the same mind in hating all 
the gossips of the Faubourg. The dreams in which Silvers 
indulged in the daytime, while he plied his heavy hammer 
round the cartwheels in his master’s shop, were full of 
generous enthusiasm. He fancied himself Miette’s redeemer. 
All his reading rushed to his head ; he meant to marry his 
sweetheart some day, in order to raise her in the eyes of the 
world. It was like a holy mission that ho imposed upon 
himself, that of redeeming and saving the convict’s daughter. 
And his head was so full of certain theories and arguments, 
that ho did not tell himself these things in simple fashion, 
but became lost in perfect social mysticism; imagining 
rehabilitation in the form of an apotheosis in which he 
pictured Miette seated on a throne, at the end of the Cours 
Sauvaire, while the whole' 1 ;own prostr^ited itself before her, 
entreating her pardon and singing her praises. Happily he 
forgot all these fine things as soon as Miette jumped hver the 
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wall, and said to him on the high road : ‘ Let us have a race ! 
I’m sure you won’t catch me.’ 

However, if the young man dreamt like this of the glorifi¬ 
cation of his sweetheart, he also showed such passion for 
justice that ho often made her weep on speaking to her about 
her father. In spite of the softening ciToct which Silvere’s 
friendship had had upon her, she still at times gave way to 
angry outbreaks of temper, when all the stubbornness and 
rebellion latent in her nature stiffened her with scowling eyes 
and tightly-drawn lips. She would then contend that her 
father had done quite right to_ kill the gendarme, that the 
earth belongs to everybody, ana that one has the right to fire 
a gun when and where one likes. Thereupon Silvere, in a 
grave voice, explained the law to her as he understood it, 
w’ith strange commentaries which would have startled the 
whole magistracy of Plassans. These discussions took place 
most often in some remote corner of the Sainto-Olaire 
meadows. The grassy carpet of a dusky green hue stretched 
further than they could see, undotted even by a single tree, 
and the sky seemed colossal, spangling the bare horizon with 
its stars. It seemed to the young couple as if they were being 
rocked on a sea of verdure. Mietto argued the point obsti¬ 
nately ; she asked Silvere if her father should have let the 
gendarme kill him, and Silvere, after a momentary silence, 
replied that, in such a case, it was bettor to bo the victim 
than the murderer, and that it was a great misfortune for any¬ 
one to kill a fellow man, oven in legitimate defence. The 
law was something holy to him, and the judges had done 
right in sending Chantegreil to the galleys. At this the 
girl grew angry, and almost struck her sweetheart, crying 
out that he was as heartless as the rest. And as he still 
firmly defended his ideas of justice, she finished by bursting 
into sobs, and stammering that he was doubtless ashamed 
of her, since he was always reminding her of her father’s 
crime. These discussions ended in tears, in mutual emotion. 
But although the child cried, and acknowledged that she 
was perhaps wrong, she still retained deep within her a 
wild resentful temper. She once related, with hearty laughter, 
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that she had seen a gendarme fall off his horse and break 
his leg. Apart from this, Mietto only lived for Silverc. 
When he asked her aboiit her uncle and cousin, she replied 
that ‘ She did not know; ’ and if he pressed her, fearing 
that they were making her too unhappy at the Jas-Meiffren, 
she simply ansv/cred that she worked hard, and tliat nothing 
had changed. She believed, however, that Justin had at 
last found out what made her sing in the morning, and filled 
her eyes with delight. But she added : ‘ What does it matter ? 
If over he comes to disturb us 'we’ll receive him in such 
a way that he won’t bo in a hurry to meddle with our affairs 
any more.’ 

Now and again the open country, their long rambles in 
the fresh air, wearied them somewhat. They then invariably 
returned to the Aire Saint-Mittre, to the narrow lane, whence 
they had been driven by the noisy summer evenings, the pun¬ 
gent scent of the trodden grass, all the warm oppressive 
emanations. On certain nights, however, the path proved 
cooler, and the winds freshened it so that they could remain 
there without feeling faint. They then enjoyed a feeling 
of delightful repose. Seated on the tombstone, deaf to the 
noise of the children and gipsies, they felt at home again. 
Silvere had on various occasions picked up fragments of 
bones, even pieces of skulls, and they wore fond of speaking 
of the ancient burial-ground. It seemed to them, in their 
lively fancies, that their love had shot up like some vigorous 
plant in this nook of soil which dead men’s bones had 
fertilised. It had grown, indeed, like those wild weeds, it had 
blossomed as blossom the poppies which sway like bfire bleed¬ 
ing hearts at the slightest breeze. And they ended by fancying 
that the warm breaths passing over them, the whisperings 
heard in the gloom, the long quivering which thrilled the 
path, came from the dead folk sighing their departed passions 
in their faces, telling them the stories of their bridals, as 
they turned restlessly in their graves,’full of a fierce longing 
to live and love again. Those fragnjents of bone, they felt 
convinced of it, were full of affection for them ; the shattered 
skulls grew warm again by contact with their own ’youthful 
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fire, the smallest particles surrounded them with passionate 
whispering, anxious solicitude, throbbing jealousy. And when 
they departed, the old burial-ground seemed to groan. Those 
weeds, in which their entangled feet often stumbled on 
sultry nights, were fingers, tapered by tomb life, that sprang 
up from the earth to detain them and cast them into each 
other’s arms. That pungent and penetrating odour exhaled 
by the broken stems was the fertilising perfume, the mighty 
quintessence of life which is slowly elaborated in the grave, 
and intoxicates the lovers who wander in the solitude of the 
paths. The dead, the old departed dead, longed for the bridal 
of Miette and Silvere. 

They wore never afraid. The sympathy which seemed to 
hover around them thrilled them and made them love the 
invisible beings whose soft touch they often imagined they 
could feel, like a gentle flapping of wings. Sometimes they were 
saddened by sweet melancholy, and could not understand 
what the dead desired of them. They went on basking in 
their innocent love, amidst this flood of sap, this abandoned 
cemetery, whoso rich soil teemed with life, and imperiously 
demanded their union. They still remained ignorant of the 
meaning of the buzzing voices which they heard ringing in 
their ears, the sudden glow which sent the blood flying to 
their faces. 

They often questioned each other about the remains which 
they discovered. Miette, after a woman’s fashion, was partial 
to lugubrious subjects. At each new discovery she launched 
into endless suppositions. If the bone were small, she spoke 
of some beautiful young girl a prey to consumption, or carried 
off by fever on the eve of her marriage; if the bone were 
large, she pictured some big old man, a soldier or a judge, 
some one who had inspired others with terror. For a long 
time the tombstone particularly engaged their attention. 
One fine moonlight night Miette distinguished some half- 
obliterated letters on ’one side of it, aiid thereupon she made 
Silvere scrape the mo.ss away with'his knife. Then they read 
the mutilated inscription: ‘ Here lieth . . . Marie . 

. . died . . .’ And Miette, finding her own name on 
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the stone,' was quite terror-stricken. Silvire called her a 
‘ big baby,’ but she could not restrain her tears. She had 
received a stab in the heart, she said; she would soon die, 
and that stone was meant for her. The young man himself 
felt-alarmed. However, he succeeded in shaming the child 
out of these thoughts. What! she so courageous, to dream 
about such trifles! They ended by laughing. Then they 
avoided speaking of it again. But in melancholy moments, 
when the cloudy sky saddened the pathway, Miette could not 
help thinking of that dead one, that unknown Marie, whose 
tomb had so long facilitated their meetings. The poor girl’s 
bones were perhaps still lyin^ there. And at this thought 
Miette one evening had a strange whim, and asked Silvere to 
turn the stone over to see what might be under it. He re¬ 
fused, as though it were sacrilege, and his refusal strengthened 
Miette’s fancies with regard to the dear phantom which bore 
her name. She positively insisted that the girl had died 
young, as she was, and in the very midst of her love. She 
even began to pity the stone, that stone which she climbed so 
nimbly, and on which they had sat so often, a stone which 
death had chilled, and which their love had warmed again. 

‘ You’ll see, this tombstone will bring us misfortune,’ she 
added. ‘ If you were to die, I should come and die here, and 
then I should like to have this stone set over my body.’ 

At this, Silvere, choking with emotion, scolded her for 
thinking of such mournful things. 

And so, for nearly two years, their love grow alike in the 
narrow pathway and the open country. Their idyl passed 
■ through the chilling rains of December and the burning 
solicitations of July, free from all touch of impurity, ever 
retaining the sweet charm of some old Greek love-tale, all the 
naive hesitancy of youth which desires but knows not. In 
vain did the long-departed dead whisper in their ears. They 
carried nothing away from the old cemetery but emotional 
melancholy and a vague presentiment of a short life. A voice 
seemed to whisper to them that they, would depart amidst 

' It has been explained on p. 191 that Marie is Miette’g real hame. 

Q 
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their virginal love, long cro the bridal day would give them 
wholly to each other. It was there, on the tombstone and 
among the bones that lay hidden beneath the rank grass, that 
they had first come to indulge in that longing for death, that 
eager desire to sleep together in the earth, that now set them 
stammering and sighing beside the OrchSres road, on that 
December night, while the two bells repeated their mournful 
warnings to one another. 

Miette was sleeping calmly, with her head resting on 
Silvore’s chest while he mused upon their past meeting, their 
lovely years of unbroken happiness. At daybreak the girl 
awoke. The valley now spread out clearly under the bright 
sky. The sun was still behind the hills, but a stream of 
crystal light, limpid and cold as spring-w'ater, flowed from the 
pale horizon. In the distance, the Viorne, like a white satin 
ribbon, disappeared among an expanse of rod and yellow land. 
It was a boundless vista, wdth grey seas of olive-trees, and 
vineyards that looked like huge pieces of striped cloth. The 
w'hole country was magnified by the clearness of the atmo¬ 
sphere and the peaceful cold. However, sharp gusts of wind 
chilled the young people’s faces. And thereupon they sprang 
to their feet, cheered by the sight of the clear morning. Their 
melancholy forebodings had vanished with the darkness, and 
they gazed with delight at the immense expanse of the plain, 
and listened to the tolling of the two bells that now seemed 
to be joyfully ringing in a holiday. 

‘ Ah ! I’ve had a good sleep ! ’ Miette cried. ‘ I dreamt 
you were kissing me. Tell me now, did you kiss me ? ’ 

‘ It’s very possible,’ Silv^ire replied laughing. ‘ I was not' 
very warm. It is bitterly cold.’ 

‘ I only feel cold in the feet,’ Miette rejoined. 

‘Well! let us have a run,’ said Silvere. ‘Wo have still 
tw'o good leagues to go. You will get warm.’ 

Thereupon they descended the hill and ran until they 
reached the high road. When they were below they raised 
their heads as if to say farewell to that rock on which they 
had wept while their kisses burned their lips. But they did 
not agkin speak of that ardent embrace which had thrilled 
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them so strangely with vague, unknown desire. Under the 
pretext of walking more quickly they did not even take each 
other’s arm. They experienced some slight confusion when 
they looked at one another, though why they could not tell. 
Meantime the dawn was rising around them. The young 
man, who had sometimes been sent to Orcheres by his master, 
knew all the shortest cuts. Thus they waP ed on for more 
than two leagues, along dingle paths by the side of inter¬ 
minable hedges and walls. Now and again Miette accused 
Silvere of having taken her the wrong way; for, at times--for 
a quarter of an hour at a sljjrctch—they lost all sight of the 
surrounding country, seeing ‘above the walls and hedges 
nothing but long rows of almond-trees whose slender branches 
showed sharply against the pale sky. 

All at once, however, tluy came out just in front of 
Orcheres. Loud cries of joy, the shouting of a crowd, 
sounded clearly in the limjrid air. The insurrectionary forces 
were only now entering the town. Miette and Silvere went 
in with the stragglers. Never had they seen such enthusiasm. 
To judge from the streets, one would have thought it was a 
procession day, when the windows are decked with the finest 
drapery to honour the passage of the Canopy. The townsfolk 
welcomed the insurgents as though they were deliverers. The 
men embraced them, while the women brought them food. 
Old men were to be seen weeping at the doors. And the 
joyousnoss was of an essentially Southern character, pouring 
forth in clamorous fashion, in singing, dancing, and gesticula¬ 
tion. As Miette passed along she was carried away by a 
faratidole ' which spread whirling all round the Grand' 
Place. Silvere followed her. His thoughts of death and his 
discouragement were now far away. He wanted to fight, to 
sell his life dearly at least. The idea of a struggle intoxicated 
him afresh. He dreamed of victory to bo followed by a happy 
life with Miette, amidst the peacefulness of the universal 
Eepublic. 

The fraternal reception accorded th«n by the inhabitants 
' Thefarmdok is the popular dance of Provence. 
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of OrchSres proved to be the insurgents’ last delight. They 
spent the day amidst radiant confidence and boundless hope. 
The prisoners, Commander Sicardot, Messieurs Gar9onnet, 
Peirotte and the others, who had been shut up in one of the 
rooms at the mayor’s, the windows of which overlooked the 
Grand’ Place, watched the famndoles and wild outbursts of 
enthusiasm with surprise and dismay. 

‘ The villains ! ’ muttered the Commander, leaning upon a 
window-bar, as though bending over the velvet-covered hand- 
rest of a box at a theatre : ‘ To think that there isn’t a battery 
or two to make a clean sweep of all that rabble! ’ 

Then ho perceived Miotte, and addressing himself to 
Monsieur Gar(;onnet, he added: ‘ Do you see, sir, that big girl 
in red over yonder ? How disgraceful! They’ve even brought 
their mistresses with them. If this continues much longer 
wo shall see some fine goings-on.’ 

Monsieur Gar^onnet shook his head, saying something 
about ‘ unbridled passions,’ and ‘ the most evil days of history.’ 
Monsieur Peirotte, as white as a sheet, remained silent; ho 
only opened his lips once, to say to Sicardot, who was still 
bitterly railing: ‘ Not so loud, sir; not so loud! you will get 
us all massacred.’ 

As a matter of fact, the insurgents treated the gentlemen 
with the greatest kindness. They even provided them with 
an excellent dinner in the evening. Such attentions, however, 
were terrifying to such a qualcer as the receiver of taxes; the 
insurgents he thought would not treat them so well unless 
they wished to make them fat and tender for the day when 
they might wish to devour them. 

At dusk that day Silvere came face to face with his cousin. 
Doctor Pascal. The latter had followed the band on foot, 
chatting with the workmen who held him in the greatest 
respect. At first he had striven to dissuade them from the 
struggle; and then, as if convinced by their arguments, he had 
said to them with Ins kindly smile: ‘ Well, perhaps you are 
right, my friends; fight if you like, I shall be here to patch up 
your arms and legs.’ 

Then, in the morning he began to gather pebbles and 
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plants along the high road. He regretted that he had not 
brought his geologist’s hammer and botanical wallet with him. 
His pockets were now so full of stones that they were almost 
bursting, while bundles of long herbs peered forth from the 
surgeon’s case which he carried under his arm. 

‘ Hallo! you hero, my lad ? ’ ho cried, as ho perceived 
Silv^re. ‘ I thought I was the only member of the family 
here.’ 

Ho spoke these last words with a touch of irony, as if 
deriding the intrigues of his father and his uncle Antoine. 
Silvoro was very glad to meet his cousin ; the doctor was the 
only one of the Kougons who over shook hands with him in 
the street, and showed him any sincero friendship. Seeing 
him, therefore, still covered with dust from the inarch, the 
young man thought him gained over to the llepublican cause, 
and was much delighted thereat. He talked to the doctor, 
with youthful magniloquence, of the people’s rights, their holy 
cause, and their certain triumph. Pascal smiled as he 
listened, and watched the youth’s gestures and the ardent 
play of his features with curiosity, as though he were studying 
a patient, or analysing an enthusiasm, to ascertain what 
might bo at the bottom of it. 

‘ How you run on I how you run on! ’ he finally ex¬ 
claimed. ‘ Ah ! you are your grandmother’s true grandson.’ 
And, in a whisper, he added, like some chemist taking notes : 
‘ Hysteria or enthusiasm, shameful madness or sublime 
madness. It’s always those terrible nerves ! ’ Then, again 
speaking aloud, as if summing up the matter, he said: ‘The 
family is complete now. It will count a hero among its 
members.’ 

Silvire did not hear him. He was still talking of his dear 
Eepublic. Miette had stopped a few paces oil’; she was still 
wrapped in her large red pelisse. She and Silvire had 
traversed the town arm-in-arm. The jight of this tall red 
girl at last puzzled Pascal, !y3d again interrupting his cousin, 
he asked him: ‘ Who is this child with you ? ’ 

‘ She is my wife,’ Silv^re gravely answered. 

The dootor opened his eyes wide, for he did not understand. 
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He was very shy with women; however, he raised his hat to 
Miette as he went away. 

The night proved an anxious one. Forebodings of mis¬ 
fortune swept over the insurgents. The enthusiasm and 
confidence of the previous evening seemed to die away in the 
darkness. In the morning there wore gloomy faces; sad 
looks were exchanged, followed by discouraging silence. Terri¬ 
fying rumours were now circulating. Bad news, which the 
leaders had managed to conceal the previous evening, had 
spread abroad, though nobody in particular was known to 
have spoken. It was the work of that invisible voice, which, 
with a word, throws a mob into a panic. According to some 
reports Paris was subdued, and the provinces had offered their 
hands and feet, eager to bo bound. And it was added that a 
lai'ge party of troo))s, which had left Marseilles under the 
command of Colonel Masson and Monsieur do Bleriot, the 
prefect of the department, was advancing by forced marches 
to disperse the insurrectionary bands. This news came like a 
thunderbolt, at once awakening rage and despair. These 
men, who on the prc\ ious evening had been all aglow with 
patriotic fever, now shivered with cold, chilled to their hearts 
by the shameful submissivencss of prostrate France. They 
alone, then, had had the courage of their duty ! And now 
they were to bo left to perish amidst the general panic, the 
death-like silence of the country; they had become mere 
rebels, who would be hunted down like wild beasts; they, 
who had dreamed of a great war, of a whole nation in revolt, 
and of the glorious conquest of the people’s rights I Miserably 
baflled and betrayed, this handful of men could but weep for 
their dead faith and their vanished dreams of justice. There 
were some who, while taunting Franco with her cowardice, 
flung away their arms, and sat down by the roadside, declaring 
that they would there await the bullets of the troops, and 
show how Republicaps could die. 

Although these men had nojihing now but death or exile 
before them, there were very few desertions from their ranks. 
A splendid feeling of solidarity kept them together. Their 
indignation turned chiefly against their leaders, who had 
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really proved incapable. Irreparable mistakes had been com¬ 
mitted ; and now the insurgents, without order or discipline, 
barely protected by a few sentries, and under the command of 
irresolute men, found themselves at the mercy of the first 
soldiers that might arrive. 

They spent two more days at Orchm-es, Tuesday and 
Wednesday, thus losing time and aggravating the situation. 
The general, the man with the sabre, whom Silvere had 
pointed out to Mietto on the Plassans road, vacillated and 
hesitated under the terrible responsibility that weighed upon 
him. On Thursday he came to the conclusion that the posi¬ 
tion of Orcheres was a decidfedly dangerous one; so towards 
one o’clock he gave orders to march, and led his little army 
to the heights of Sainte-Eoure. That was, indeed, an impreg¬ 
nable position for any one who know how to defend it. The 
houses of Sainte-Eoure rise in tiers along a hill-side; behind 
the town all approach is shut off by enormous rocks, so that 
this kind of citadel can only be reached by the Nores plain, 
which spreads out at the foot of the plateau. An esplanade, 
converted into a public walk planted with magnificent elms, 
overlooks the plain. It was on this esplanade that the 
insurgents encamped. The hostages were imprisoned in the 
Hotel de la Mule-Blanche, standing half-way along the 
promenade. The night passed away heavy and black. The 
insurgents spoke of treachery. As soon as it was morning, 
however, the man with the sabre, who had neglected to 
take the simplest precautions, reviewed the troops. The 
contingents were drawn up in line with their backs turned to 
the plain. They presented a wonderful medley of costume,, 
some wearing brown jackets, others dark greatcoats, and 
others again blue blouses girded with red sashes. More¬ 
over, their arms were an equally odd collection: there were 
newly sharpened scythes, large navvies’ spades, and fowling- 
pieces with burnished barrels glittering in the sunshine. 
And at the very moment when the unprovised general was 
riding past the little army* a sentry, ^yho had been forgotten 
in an olive-plantation, ran up gesticulating and shouting; 
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‘ The soldiers! the soldiers! ’ 

There was indescribable emotion. At first, they thought 
it a false alarm. Forgetting all discipline, they rushed for¬ 
ward to the end of the esplanade in order to see the soldiers. 
The ranks were broken, and as the dark lino of troops 
appeared, marching in perfect order with a long glitter of 
bayonets, on the other side of the greyish curtain of olive 
trees, there came hasty and disorderly retreat, which sent a 
quiver of panic to the other end of the plateau. Nevertheless, 
the contingents of La Palud and Saint-Martin-de-Vaulx had 
again formed in line in the middle of the promenade, and 
stood there erect and fierce. A wood-cutter, who was a 
head taller than any of his companions, shouted, as he 
waved his red neckerchief: ‘ To arms, Chavano?:, Graillo, 
Poujols, Saint-Eutrope! to arms, Les Tulettos 1 to arms, 
Plassans! ’ 

Crowds streamed across the esplanade. The man with 
the sabre, surrounded by the folks from Faverolles, marched 
ofif with several of the country contingents—Vernoux, Cor- 
biSre, Marsanne, and Pruinas—to outflank the enemy and then 
attack him. Other contingents, from Valqueyras, Nazdro, 
Castel-le-Vieux, Los Roches-Noires, and Murdaran, dashed to 
the left, scattering themselves in skirmishing parties over the 
Nores plain. 

And meantime the men of the towns and villages that the 
wood-cutter had called to his aid mustered together under 
the elms, there forming a dark irregular mass, grouped 
without regard to any of the rules of strategy, simply 
placed there like a rock, as it were, to bar the way or die. The 
men of Plassans stood in the middle of this heroic battalion. 
Amid the grey hues of the blouses and jackets, and the bluish 
glitter of the weapons, the pelisse worn by Miette, who was 
holding the banner with both hands, looked like a large red 
splotch—a fresh and bleeding wound. 

All at once perfect silence fell. Monsieur Peirotte’s pale 
face appeared at a window of the H6tel de la Mule-Blanche. 
And be began to speak, gesticulating with his hands, 
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‘60 in, close the shutters,' the insurgents furiously 
shouted; ‘ you’ll get yourself killed.’ 

Thereupon the shutters were quickly closed, and nothing 
was heard save the regular, rhythmical tramp of the soldiers 
who were drawing near. 

A minute, that seemed an ago, went by. The troops had 
disappeared, hidden by an undulation of the "round ; but over 
yonder, on the side of the Nores plain, the insurgents soon 
perceived the bayonets shooting up, one after another, 
like a field of steel-eared corn under the rising sun. At that 
moment Silvke, who was ^glowing with feverish agitation, 
fancied he could see the gendarme whose blood had stained 
his hands. He know, from the accounts of his companions, 
that Rengade was not dead, that he had only lost an eye; and 
he clearly distinguished the unlucky man with his empty 
socket bleeding horribly. The keen recollection of this 
gendarme, to whom he had not given a thought since his 
departure from Plassans, proved unbearable. He was afraid 
that fear might get the bettor of him, and ho tightened his 
hold on his carbine, while a mist gathered before his eyes. He 
felt a longing to discharge his gun and fire at the phantom 
of that one-eyed man so as to drive it away. Meantime the 
bayonets were still and ever slowly ascending. 

When the heads of the soldiers appeared on a level with 
the esplanade, Silvero instinctively turned to Miette. She 
stood there with flushed face, looking taller than ever amidst 
the folds of the red banner; she was indeed standing on tip¬ 
toes in order to see the troops, and nervous expectation made 
her nostrils quiver and her red lips part so as to show her 
white, eager, gleaming teeth. Silvere smiled at her. But 
he had scarcely turned his head when a fusillade burst out. 
The soldiers, who could only be seen from their shoulders 
upwards, had just fired their first volley. It seemed to Silvere 
as though a great gust of wind was gassing over his head, 
while a shower of leaves, lopped off by the bullets, fell from 
the elms. A sharp sound, like the snapping of a dead branch, 
made him look to his right. Then, prone on the ground, he 
saw the big wood-cutter, he who was a bead taller lihan the 
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others. There was a little black hole in the middle of his 
forehead. And thereupon Silvere fired straight before him, 
without taking aim, reloaded and fired again like a madman 
or an unthinking wild beast, in haste only to kill. He could 
not even distinguish the soldiers now; smoke, resembling 
strips of grey muslin, was floating under the elms. The 
leaves still rained upon the insurgents, for the troops were 
firing too high. Every now and then, athwart the fierce 
crackling of the fusillade, the young man heard a sigh or a 
low rattle, and a rush was made among the band as if to 
make room for some poor wretch ^clutching hold of his neigh¬ 
bours as he fell. The firing lasted ten minutes. 

Then, between two volleys some one exclaimed in a voice 
of terror : ‘ Every man for himself! Sauve qui qyeut! ’ This 
rotised shouts and murmurs of rage, as if to say, ‘ The 
cowards ! Oh ! the cowards ! ’ Sinister rumours were spread¬ 
ing—the general had fled ; cavalry were .sabring the skirmish¬ 
ers in the Norcs plain. However, the irregular firing did not 
cease, every now and again sudden bursts of flame sped through 
the clouds of smoke. A grufl' voice protested that they must 
die there. Hut the distracted voice, the voice of terror, 
shouted yet louder: ‘Every man for himself 1 Sauve qui 
qicut I ’ Some men took to flight, throwing down their 
weapons and leaping over the dead. The others closed their 
ranks. At last there were only some ten insurgeirts left. Two 
more took to flight, and of the remaining eight three were 
killed at one discharge. 

The two children had remained there mechanically without 
understanding anything. As the battalion diminished in 
numbers, Miette raised the banner still higher in the air; 
she held it in front of her with clenched fists as if it wore a 
huge taper. It was completely riddled by bullets. When 
Silvere had no more cartridges left in his pocket, ho ceased 
firing, and gazed at his carbine with an air of stupor. It was 
then that a shadow passed over hi^s face, as though the flap¬ 
ping wings of some eolossal bird had brushed against his 
forehead. And raising his eyes he saw the banner fall from 
Miette’s'grasp. The child, her hands clasped to her breast, 
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her head thrown back with an expression of excruciating 
suffering, was staggering to the ground. She did not utter a 
single cry, but sank at last upon the red banner. 

‘ Get up; come quickly,’ Silv6ro said, in despair, as he 
held out his hand to her. 

But she lay upon the ground without uttering a word, her 
eyes wide open. Then he understood, and fell on his knees 
beside her. 

‘ You are wounded, oh ? toll me ? Where are you 
wounded ? ’ 

She still spoke no word ] she was stifling, and gazing at 
him out of her largo eyes, while short quivers shook her frame. 
Then he pulled away her hands. 

‘ It’s there, isn’t it? it’s there.’ 

And he tore open her bodice, and laid her bosom bare. 
Ho searched, but saw nothing. His eyes wore brimming 
with tears. At last under the left breast he perceived a 
small pink hole ; a single drop of blood stained tlie woimd. 

‘It’s nothing,’ he whispered; ‘I’ll go and find Pascal, 
he’ll put you all right again. If you could only get up. Can’t 
you move ? ’ 

The soldiers were not firing now ; they had dashed to the 
loft in pursuit of the contingents led away by the man witli 
the sabre. And in the centre of the esplanade there only 
remained Silv^re kneeling beside Miotto’s body. With the 
stubbornness of despair, he had taken her in his arms. He 
wanted to set her on her feet, but such a quiver of pain came 
upon the girl that he laid her down again, and said to her 
entreatingly : ‘ Speak to me, pray. Why don’t you say some¬ 
thing to me ? ’ 

She could not; she slowly, gently shook her hand, as if 
to say that it was not her fault. Her close-pressed lips 
were already contracting beneath the touch of death. With 
her unbound hair streaming around her, and her head 
resting amid the folds of the blood-red banner, all her life 
now centred in her eyes, those blac^ eyes glittering in her 
white face. Silvk-e sobbed. The glance of those big sorrow¬ 
ful eyes filled him with distress. He read in them bitter, 
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immense regret for life. Miette was telling him that she was 
going away all alone, and before their bridal day; that she 
was leaving him ere she had become his wife. She was 
telling him, too, that it was he who had willed that it should 
be so, that he should have loved her as other lovers love their 
sweethearts. In the hour of her agony, amidst that stern 
conflict between death and her vigorous nature, she bewailed 
her fate in going like that to the grave, Silvere, as ho bent 
over her, understood how bitter was the pang. Ho recalled 
their caresses, how she had hung round his neck, and had 
yearned for his love, but he had not understood, and now 
she was departing from him for evermore. Bitterly grieved 
at the thought that throughout her eternal rest she would 
remember him solely as a companion and playfellow, he 
kissed her on the bosom while his hot tears fell upon her 
lips. Those passionate kisses brought a last gleam of joy 
to Miette’s eyes. They loved one another, and their idyl 
ended in death. 

But Silvere could not believe she was dying. ‘ No, you 
will sec, it will prove only a trifle,’ he declared. ‘ Don't 
speak if it hurts you. Wait, I will raise your head and then 
warm you; your hands are quite frozen.’ 

But the fusillade had begun afresh, this time on the left, 
in the olive plantations. A dull sound of galloping cavalry 
rose from the plain. At times there were loud cries, as of 
men being slaughtered. And thick clouds of smoke were 
wafted along and hung about the elms on the esplanade. 
Silvere for his part no longer heard or saw anything. 
Pascal, who came running down in the direction of the 
plain, saw him stretched upon the ground, and hastened 
towards him, thinking he was wounded. As soon as the 
young man saw him, he clutched hold of him and pointed 
to kliette. 

‘ Look,’ he said, ‘ she’s wounded, there, under the breast. 
Ah ! how good of you to come! You will save her.’ 

At that moment, ly)wever, a slight convulsion shook the 
dying girl. A pain-fraught shadow passed over her face, 
and as her contracted lips suddenly parted, a faint sigh escaped 
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from them. Her eyes, still wide open, gazed fixedly at the 
young man. 

Then Pascal, who had stooped down, rose again, saying in 
a low voice : ‘ She is dead.’ 

Dead! Silvm’e reeled at the sound of the word. He had 
been kneeling forward, but now ho sank back, as though 
thrown down by Miette’s last faint sigh. 

‘ Dead ! dead! ’ he repeated ; ‘ it is not true, she is looking 
at me. See how she is looking at me! ’ 

Then he caught the doctor by the coat, entreating him 
to remain there, assuring him that he was mistaken, that 
she was not dead, and that he could save her if he only 
would. Pascal resisted gently, saying, in his kindly voice; 

‘ I can do nothing for her, others are waiting for mo. Let 
go, my poor child ; she is quite dead.’ 

At last Silvere released his hold and again fell back. 
Dead! dead! Still that word, which rang like a knell in 
his dazed brain ! When he was alone ho crept up close to 
the corpse. Miette still seemed to bo looking at him. He 
threw himself upon her, laid his head upon her bosom, and 
watered it with his tears. He was beside himself with grief. 
He pressed his lips wildly to her, and breathed out all his 
passion, all his soul, in one long kiss, as though in the 
hope that it might bring her to life again. But the girl 
was turning cold in spite of his caresses. Ho felt her lifeless 
and nerveless beneath his touch. Then he was seized with 
terror, and with haggard face and listless hanging arms 
he remained crouching in a state of stupor, and repeating : 

‘ She is dead, yet she is looking at me; she does not close 
her eyes, she sees me still.’ 

This fancy was very sweet to him. He remained there 
perfectly still, exchanging a long look with Miette, in whose 
glance, deepened by death, he still seemed to read the girl’s 
lament for her sad fate. 

In the meantime, the cavalry were still sabring the 
fugitives over the Noros'pkio 5 cries of the wounded 
and the galloping of the horses became more distant, 
softening like music wafted from afar through the'clear air. 
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Silvcre was no longer conscious of the fighting. He did 
not even see his cousin, who mounted the slope again and 
crossed the promenade. Pascal, as he passed along, picked 
up Macqu.art’s carbine which Silvero had thrown down; he 
knew it, as he had seen it hanging over aunt Dido’s 
chimney-piece, and he thought he might as well save it 
from the hands of the victors. He had scarcely entered 
the Hotel de la Mule-Blanche, whither a large number of 
tlie wounded had been taken, when a band of insurgents, 
chased by the soldiers like a herd of cattle, once more 
rushed into the esplanade. The man Avith the sabre had 
fled; it was the last contingents from the country who were 
being exterminated. There was a terrible massacre. In 
vain did Colonel Masson and the prefect. Monsieur do 
Bloriot, overcome by pity, order a retreat. The infuriated 
soldiers continued firing upon the mass, and pinning isolated 
fugitives to the walls with their bayonets. When they had 
no more enemies before them, they riddled the. facade of 
the Mule-Blaucho Avith bullets. The shutters flew into 
splinters; one AvindoAV Avhich had been left half-open was 
torn out, and there Avas a loud rattle of broken glass. 
Pitiful voices were crying out from AA'ithin : ‘ The prisoners ! 
the prisoners ! ’ But the troops did not hear; they continued 
firing. All at once Commander Sicardot, groAving exaspe¬ 
rated, appeared at the door, Avaved his arms, and endeaAOured 
to speak. Monsieur Peirotte, the receiv’cr of taxes, Avith his 
slim figure and scared face, stood by his side. IIoAA’eA'er, 
another volley was fired, and Monsieur Peirotte fell face 
foremost, with a heaA’y thud, to the ground. 

Sih-ere and Miette were still looking at each otiier. 
Silvere had remained by the corpse, through all the fusillade 
and the howls of agony, without eA’en turning his head. He 
Avas only conscious of the presence of some men around him, 
and, from a feeling of modesty, he drew the red banner over 
Mietto’s breast. Theii their eyes still continued to gaze at 
one another. 

The conflict, however, was at an end. The death of the 
receiver'of taxes had satiated the soldiers. Some of these 
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ran about, scouring every corner of the esplanade, to prevent 
the escape of a single insurgent. A gendarme who perceived 
Silvere under the trees, ran up to him, and seeing that it was 
a lad he had to deal with, called: ‘ What are you doing there, 
youngster ? ’ 

Silvere, whose eyes were still fixed on those of Miette, 
made no reply. 

‘ Ah! the bandit, his hands are black with powder,’ the 
gendarme exclaimed, as he stooped down. ‘ Come, get up, 
you scoundrel! You know what you’ve got to expect.’ 

Then, as Silvere only smiled vaguely and did not move, the 
other looked more attentively, and saw that the corpse swathed 
in the banner was that of a girl. 

‘ A fine girl; what a pity ! ’ he muttered. ‘ Your mistress, 
eh ? you rascal! ’ 

Then he made a violent grab at Silvere, and setting him 
on his feet led him away like a dog that is dragged by one leg. 
Silvere submitted in silence, as quietly as a child. He just 
turned round to give another glance at Miette. He felt dis¬ 
tressed at thus leaving her alone under the trees. For the 
last time he looked at her from afar. She was still lying 
there in all her purity, wrapped in the red banner, her head 
slightly raised, and her big eyes turned upward towards 
heaven. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

It was about five o’clock in the morning when Rougon at 
last ventured to leave his mother’s house. The old woman 
had gone to sleep on a chair. He crept stealthily to the end 
of the Impasse Saint-Mittre. There was not a sound, not a 
shadow. He pushed on as far as the Porte do Rome. The 
gates stood wide open in the darkness that enveloped the 
slumbering town. Plassans was sleeping as sound as a top, 
quite unconscious, apparently, of the risk it was running in 
allowing the gates to remain unsecured. It seemed like a 
city of the dead. Rougon, taking courage, made his way into 
the Rue de Nice. He scanned from a distance the corners 
of each successive lane ; and trembled at every door, fearing 
lest he should see a band of insurgents rush out upon him. 
However, he reached the Cours Sauvaire without any mishap. 
The insurgents seemed to have vanished in the darkness like 
a nightmare. 

Pierre then paused for a moment on the deserted pave¬ 
ment, heaving a deep sigh of relief and triumph. So those 
rascals had really abandoned Plassans to him. The town 
belonged to him now; it slept like the foolish thing it was; 
there it lay, dark and tranquil, silent and confident, and he 
had only to stretch out his hand to take possession of it. That 
brief halt, the supercilious glance which ho cast over the 
drowsy place, thrilled him with unspeakable delight. He 
remained there, alone in the darkness, and crossed his arms, 
in the attitude of a great general on the eve of a victory. He 
could hear nothing in the distance but the murmur of the 
fountains of the Cours Sauvaire, whose jets of water fell into 
the basins with a musical plashing. 
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Then he began to feel a little uneasy. What if the Empire 
should unhappily have been established without his aid? 
What if Sicardot, Gar^onnot, and Peirotto, instead of being 
arrested and led away by the insurrectionary band, had shut 
the rebels up in prison ? A cold perspiration broke out over 
him, and ho wont on his way again, hoping that Folicito 
would give him some accurate information. Tie now pushed 
on more rapidly, and was skirting the houses of the Rue do la 
Banno, when a strange spectacle, which caught his eyes as he 
raised his head, riveted him to the ground. One of the 
windows of the yellow drawing-room was brilliantly illumi¬ 
nated, and, in the glare, ho saw a dark form, which ho recog¬ 
nised as that of his wife, bonding forward, and shaking its 
arms in a violent- manner. He asked himself what this could 
mean, but, unable to think of any explanation, was beginning 
to fool seriously alarmed, when some hard object bounded over 
the pavement at his feet. Fclicit6 had thrown him the key 
of the cart-house, where he had concealed a supply of muskets. 
This key clearly signified that he must take up arms. So ho 
turned away again, unable to comprehend why his wife had 
prevented him from going upstairs, and imagining the most 
horrible things. 

He now wont straight to Eoudier, whom he found dressed 
and ready to march, but completely ignorant of the events of 
the night. Eoudier lived at the far end of the new town, as 
in a desert, whither no tidings of the insurgents’ movements 
had penetrated. Pierre, however, proposed to him that they 
should go to Granoux, whoso house stood at one of the 
corners of the Place des Recollets, and under whose windows 
the insurgent contingents must have passed. The municipal 
councillor’s servant remained for a long time parleying before 
consenting to admit them, and they heard poor Granoux 
calling from the first floor in a trembling voice : 

‘ Don’t open the door, Catherine 1 The streets are full of 
bandits.’ 

He was in his bedroom, in the dark.. When he recognised 
his two faithful friends he felt relieved; but he would not let 
the maid bring a lamp, fearing lest the light might attract a 

B 
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bullet. He seemed to think that the to%vn was still full of 
insurgents. Lybig back on an arm-chair near the window, in 
his pants, and with a silk handkerchief round his head, he 
moaned: ‘ Ah ! my friends, if you only knew !—I tried to 
go to bed, but they wore making such a disturbance! At 
last I lay down in my arm-chair here. I’ve seen it all, every¬ 
thing. Such awful-looking men; a band of escaped convicts 1 
Then they passed by again, dragging brave Commander 
Sicardot, worthy Monsieur Gar^onnet, the postmaster, and 
others away with them, and hoAvling the while like cannibals! ’ 

Eougon felt a thrill of joy. He made Granoux repeat to 
him hoAV ho had seen the mayor and the others surrounded by 
the ‘ brigands.’ 

‘ I saw it all! ’ the poor man wailed. ‘ I was standing 
behind the blind. They had just seized Monsieur Poirotte, 
and I heard him saying as he passed under my window: 
“ Gentlemen, don’t hurt me ! ” They wore certainly mal¬ 
treating him. It’s abominable, abominable.’ 

However, Eoudier calmed Granoux by assuring him that 
the town Avas free. And the AA'ortby gentleman began to feel 
(j[uito a gloAV of martial ardour Avhen Pierre informed him that 
he had come to recruit his scrAUces for the purpose of saA’ihg 
Plassans. These three saviours then took council together. 
They each resolved to go and rouse their friends, and appoint 
a meeting at the cart-shed, the secret arsenal of the re¬ 
actionary party. Meantime Eougon constantly bethought 
himself of Felieite’s Avild gestures, Avhich seemed to betoken 
danger somcAvhere. Granoux, assuredly the most foolish of 
the throe, Avas the first to suggest that there must bo some 
Eepublicans left in the toAvn. This proved a flash of light, 
and Eougon, with a feeling of conviction, reflected: ‘ There 
must be something of Macquart’s doing under all this.’ 

An hour or so later the friends met again in the cart-shed, 
which was situated in a very lonely spot. They had glided 
stealthily from door to door, knocking and ringing as quietly 
as possible, and picking up all the men they could. However, 
they had only succeeded in collecting some forty, who arrived 
one after the other, creeping along in the dark, with the pale 



THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS 


243 


and drowsy countenances of men who had been violently 
startled from their sleep. The cart-shed, let to a cooper, was 
littered with old hoops and broken casks, of which there were 
piles in every corner. The guns were stored in the middle, 
in three long boxes. A taper, stuck on a piece of wood, 
illumined the strange scene with a flickering glimmer. 
When Rougon had removed the covers of the three boxes, the 
spectacle became weirdly grotesque. Above the fire-arms, 
whose barrels shone with a bluish, phosphorescent glitter, were 
outstretched necks and heads that bent with a sort of secret 
fear, whiietho yellow light of the taper cast shadows of huge 
noses and locks of stiffened hair upon the walls. 

However, the reactionary forces counted their numbers, and 
the smallness of the total filled them with hesitation. They 
were only thirty-nine all told, and this adventure would 
mean certain death for them. A father of a family spoke of 
his chiidren; others, without troubling themselves about 
excuses, turned towards the door. Then, however, two fresh 
con.spirators arrived, who lived in the neighbourhood of the 
Town Hall, and know for certain that there were not more than 
about twenty Republicans still at the mayor’s. The band 
thereupon deliberated afresh. Forty-one against twenty—these 
seemed practicable conditions. So the arms were distributed 
amid a little trembling. It was Rougon who took them from the 
boxes, and each man present, as he received his gun, the barrel 
of which on that December night was icy cold, felt a sudden chill 
freeze him to his bones. The shadows on the walls assumed 
the clumsy postures of bewildered conscripts stretching out 
their fingers. Pierre closed the boxes regretfully; he loft 
there a hundred and nine guns which he would willingly have 
distributed; however, he now had to divide the cartridges. 
Of these, there were two large barrels full in the furthest 
corner of the cart-shed, sufficient to defend Plassans against 
an army. And as this corner was dark^one of the gentlemen 
brought the taper near, wl\,ereupon another conspirator—a 
burly pork-butcher, with immense fists—»gi'ew angry, declaring 
that it was most imprudent to bring a light so close. They 
strongly approved his words, so the cartridges were distributed 
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in the dark. They completely filled their pockets with them. 
Then, after they had loaded their guns, with endless precau¬ 
tions, they lingered there for another moment, looking at 
each other with suspicious eyes, or exchanging glances in 
which cowardly ferocity was mingled with an expression of 
stupidity. 

In the streets they kept close to the houses, marching 
silently and in single file, like savages on the war-path. 
Rougon had insisted upon having the honour of marching at 
their head; the time had come when he must needs run some 
risk, if he wanted to see his schemes successful. Drops of 
perspiration poured down his forehead in spite of the cold. 
Nevertheless he preserved a very martial bearing. Eoudier 
and Granoux were immediately behind him. Upon two 
occasions the column came to an abrupt halt. They fancied 
they had heard some distant sound of fighting; but it was 
only the jingle of the little brass shaving-dishes hanging 
from chains, which are used as signs by the barbers of 
Southern France. These dishes were gently shaking to and 
fro in the breeze. After each halt, the saviours of Plassans 
continued their stealthy march in the dark, retaining the 
while the mien of terrified heroes. In this manner they 
reached the square in front of the Town Hall. There they 
formed a group round Rougon, and took counsel together once 
more. In the fa9adc of the building in front of them only 
one window was lighted. It was now nearly seven o’clock, 
and the dawn was approaching. 

After a good ten minutes’ discussion, it was decided to ad¬ 
vance as far as the door, so as to ascertain what might be the 
meaning of this disquieting darkness and silence. The door 
proved to be half open. One of the conspirators thereupon 
popped his head in, but quickly withdrew it, announcing that 
there was a man under the porch, sitting against the wall fast 
asleep, with a gun between his legs. Rougon, seeing a chance 
of commencing with a deed of valour, thereupon entered first, 
and, seizing the man, held him down while Roudier gagged 
him. This first triumph, gained in silence, singularly em¬ 
boldened the little troop, who had dreamed of a murderous 
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fusillade. And Eougon had to make imperious signs to 
restrain his soldiers from indulging in over-boisterous delight. 

They continued their advance on tip-toes. Then, on the 
left, in the police guard-room, -which was situated there, they 
perceived some fifteen men lying on camp-beds and snoring, 
amid the dim glimmer of a lantern hanging from the wall. 
Eougon, who was decidedly becoming a great general, left 
half of his men in front of the guard-room with orders not to 
rouse the sleepers, but to watch them and make them prisoners 
If they stirred. He was personally uneasy about the lighted 
window which they had seen from the square. Ho still 
scented Macquart’s hand in tfie business, and, as he felt that 
ho would first have to make prisoners of those who were 
watching upstairs, ho was not sorry to be able to adopt sur¬ 
prise tactics before the noise of a conflict should impel them to 
barricade themselves in the first-floor rooms. So ho went up 
quietly, followed by the twenty heroes whom he still had at 
his disposal. Eoudier commanded the detachment remaining 
in the courtyard. 

As Eougon had surmised, it was Macquart who was 
comfortably installed upstairs in the mayor’s office. He sat 
in the mayor’s arm-chair, with his elbows on the mayor’s 
writing-table. With the characteristic confidence of a man of 
coarse intellect, who is absorbed by a fixed idea and bent upon 
his own triumph, he had imagined after the departure of the 
insurgents that Plassans was now at his complete disposal, 
and that he would be able to act there like a conqueror. In 
his opinion that body of three thousand men who had just 
passed through the town was an invincible army, whose mere 
proximity would suffice to keep the bourgeois humble and 
docile in his hands. The insurgents had imprisoned tho 
gendarmes in their barracks, the National Guard was already 
dismembered, the nobility must be quaking with terror, and 
the retired citizens of the now town had certainly never 
handled a gun in their lives. Moreover, there were no arms 
any more than there were soldiers. Thus Macquart did not 
even take the precaution to have the gates shut. His men 
carried their confidence still further by falling asleep, tvhile he 
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calmly awaited the dawn which he fancied would attract and 
rally all the Republicans of the district round him. 

He was already meditating important revolutionary mea¬ 
sures : the nomination of a Commune of which he would be 
the chief, the imprisonment of all bad patriots, and particularly 
of all such persona as had incurred his displeasure. The 
thought of the baffled Rougons and their deserted yellow 
drawing-room, of all that clique entreating him for mercy, 
thrilled him with exquisite pleasure. In order to while away 
the time ho resolved to issue a proclamation to the inhabitants 
of Plassans. Four of his party set to work to draw up this 
proclamation, and when it was finished Macquart, assuming a 
dignified manner in the mayor’s arm-chair, had it read to him 
before sending it to the printing office of the ‘ Ind6pendant,’ 
on whose patriotism he reckoned. One of the ■writers was 
commencing, in an emphatic voice, ‘ Inhabitants of Plassans, 
the hour of independence has struck, the reign of justice has 

begun-’ when a noise was heard at the door of the office, 

which was slowly pushed open. 

‘ Is it you, Cassoute ? ’ Wacquart asked, interrupting the 
perusal. 

Nobody answered ; but the door opened wider. 

‘ Come in, do! ’ he continued, impatiently. ‘ Is my brigand 
of a brother at home ? ’ 

Then, all at once both leaves of the door were violently 
thrown back and slammed against the walls, and a crowd of 
armed men, in the midst of whom marched Rougon, with 
his face very red and his eyes starting out of their sockets, 
swarmed into the office, brandishing their guns like cudgels. 

‘ Ah 1 the blackguards, they’re armed I ’ shouted Macquart. 

He was about to seize a pair of pistols which were lying 
on the writing-table, when five men caught hold of him by 
the throat and held him in check. The four authors of the 
proclamation struggled for an instant. There was a good 
deal of scufiling and stamping, and a noise of persons falling. 
The combatants wore greatly hampered by their guns, 
which they would not lay aside, although they could not use 
them. ‘In the struggle, Rougon’s weapon, which an insur- 
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gent had tried to wrest from him, went off of itself with a 
frightful report, and filled the room with smoke. The bullet 
shattered a magnificent mirror that reached from the mantel¬ 
piece to the ceiling, and was reputed to be one of the finest 
mirrors in the town. This shot, fired no one knew why, 
deafened everybody, and put an end to the battle. 

Then, while the gentlemen were panting and puffing, three 
other reports were heard in the courtyard, (dranoux imme¬ 
diately rushed to. one of the windows. And as he and the 
others anxiously leaned out, their faces lengthened perceptibly, 
for they were in nowise eager for a struggle with the men in 
the guard-room, whom they had forgotten amidst their 
triumph. However, Roudier cried out from below that all 
was right. And Granoux then shut the window again, 
beaming with joy. The fact of the matter was, that Rougon’s 
shot had roused the sleepers, who had promptly surrendered, 
seeing that resistance was impossible. Then, however, 
three of Roudier’s men, in their blind haste to get the business 
over, had discharged their firearms in the air, as a sort of 
answer to the report from above, without Imowing quite 
why they did so. It frequently happens that guns go off of 
their own accord when they are in the hands of cowards. 

And now, in the room upstairs, Rougon ordered Macquart’s 
hands to bo bound with the bands of the large green curtains 
which hung at the windows. At this, Macquart, wild with 
rage, broke into scornful jeers. ‘ All right; go on,’ he 
muttered. ‘ This evening or to-morrow, when the others 
return, we’ll settle accounts ! ’ 

This allusion to the insurrectionary forces sent a shudder 
to the victors’ very marrow; Rougon for his part almost 
choked. His brother, Avho was exasperated at having been 
surprised like a child by these terrified bourgeois, whom, old 
soldier that he was, he disdainfully looked upon as good-for- 
nothing civilians, defied him with a glance of the bitterest 
hatred. 

‘ Ah 1 I can tell some pretty stones about you, very pretty 
ones 1 ’ the rascal exclaimed, without removing his eyes from 
the retired oil merchant. ‘ Just send me before thfe Assize 



248 tIiE fortune OF THE ROUGONS 

Court, so that I may tell the judges a few tales that will malce 
them laugh.’ 

At this Eougon turned pale. He was terribly afraid lest 
Macquart should blab then and there, and ruin him in the 
esteem of the gentlemen who had just been assisting him to 
save Plassans. Those gentlemen, astounded by the dramatic 
encounter between the two brothers, and, foreseeing some 
stormy passages, had retired to a corner of the room. Eougon, 
however, formed a heroic resolution. Ho advanced towards 
the group, and in a very proud tone exclaimed: ‘ Wo will keep 
this man here. When he has reflected on his position he will 
be able to give us some useful information.’ Then, in a still 
more dignified voice, he went on : ‘ I will discharge my duty, 
gentlemen. I have sworn to save tho town from anarchy, 
and I will save it, even should I have to be the executioner of 
my nearest relative.’ 

One might have thought him some old Eoman sacrificing 
his family on the altar of his country. Granoux, who felt 
deeply moved, came to press his hand with a tearful counte¬ 
nance, which seemed to say: ‘ I understand you; you are 
sublime! ’ And then he did him the kindness to take every¬ 
body away, under the pretext of conducting the four other 
prisoners into tho courtyard. 

When Pierre was alone with his brother, he felt all his 
self-possession return to him. ‘ You hardly expected me, did 
you ? ’ he resumed. ‘ I understand things now; you have 
been laying plots against me. You wretched fellow; sec 
what your vices and disorderly life have brought you to ! ’ 

Macquart shrugged his shoulders. ‘ Shut up,’ he replied; 

‘ go to the devil. You’re an old rogue. He laughs best who 
laughs last.’ 

Thereupon Eougon, who had formed no definite plan with 
regard to him, thrust him into a dressing-room whither 
Monsieur Gar9onnet retired to rest sometimes. This room 
lighted from above. Had no other means of exit than tho 
doorway by which one entered. It was furnished with a few 
arm-chairs, a sofa, and a marble wash-stand. Pierre double- 
locked the door, after partially unbinding his brother’s 
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hands. Maequart was then heard to throw himself on the 
sofa, and start singing the ‘ 9^ Ira ’ in a loud voice, as though 
he were trying to sing himself to sleep. 

Rougon, who at last found himself alone, now in his turn 
sat down in the mayor’s arm-chair. Ho heaved a sigh as he 
wiped his brow. How hard, indeed, it was to win fortune 
and honours! However, ho was nearing tiie end at last. 
He felt the soft seat of the arm-chair yield beneath him, while 
with a mechanical movement he careascd the mahogany 
writing-table with his hands, finding it apparently quite silky 
and delicate, like the skin of a beautiful woman. Tlnai-lia. 
spread himself out, and assumed the dignified attitude which 
Maequart had previously affected while listening to the pro¬ 
clamation. The silence of the room seemed fraught with 
religious solemnity, which inspired Rougon with exquisite 
delight. Everything, oven the dust and the old documents 
lying in the corners, seemed to exhale an odour of incense, 
which rose to his dilated nostrils. This room, with its faded 
hangings redolent of petty transactions, all the trivial con¬ 
cerns of a third-rate municipality, became a temple of which 
he was the god. 

Nevertheless, amidst his rapture, he started nervously at 
every shout from Maequart. The words aristocrat and lamp- 
post, the threats of hanging that form the refrain of the 
famous revolutionary song, the ‘ Qa Ira,’ reached him in angry 
bursts, interrupting his triumphant dream in the most 
disagreeable manner. Always that man ! And his dream, in 
which he saw Plassans at his feet, ended with a sudden vision 
of the Assize Court, of the judges, the jury, and the public 
listening to Macquart’s disgraceful revelations ; the story of 
the fifty thousand francs, and many other unpleasant matters ; 
or else, while enjoying the softness of Monsieur Gar9onnet’s 
arm-chair, he suddenly pictured himself suspended from a 
lamp-post in the Rue de la Banire. Who would rid him of 
that wretched fellow ? At last Antoine fell asleep, and then 
Pierre enjoyed ten good minutes’ pure ecstasy. 

Roudier and Granoux came to rouse him from this state 
of beatitude. They had just returned from the" prison, 
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whithor they had taken the insurgents. Daylight was coming 
on apace, the town would soon be awake, and it was necessary 
to take some decisive step. Roudier declared that, before any¬ 
thing else, it would be advisable to issue a proclamation to 
the inhabitants. Pierre was, at that very moment, reading 
the one which the insurgents had left upon the table. 

‘ Why,’ cried he, ‘ this will suit us admirably 1 There are 
only a few words to be altered.’ 

And, in fact, a quarter of an hour sufficed for the necessary 
changes, after which Granoux read out, in an earnest voice: 
‘ Tnhebitants of Plassans—The hour of resistance has struck, 
the reign of order has returned— 

It was decided that the proclamation should be printed at 
the office of the ‘ Gazette,’ and posted at all the street corners. 

‘ Now listen,’ said Rougon ; ‘ we’ll go to my house ; and in 
the meantime Monsieur Granoux will assemble here the 
members of the municipal council who have not been arrested 
and acquaint them with the terrible events of the night.’ Then 
he added, majestically; ‘ I am quite prepared to accept the 
responsibility of my actions. If what I have already done 
appears a satisfactory pledge of my desire for order, I am 
willing to place myself at the head of a municipal commission, 
until such time as the regular authorities can be reinstated. 
But, in order that nobody may accuse me of ambitious desigms. 
I shall not re-enter the Town Hall unless called upon to do so 
by my fellow-citizens.’ 

At this Granoux and Roudicr protested that Plassans 
would not bo ungrateful. Their friend had indeed saved the 
town. And they recalled all that he had done for the cause of 
order; the yellow drawing-room always open to the friends 
of authority, his services as spokesman in the three quarters 
of the town, the store of arms which had been his idea, and 
especially that memorable night—that night of prudence and 
heroism—in which he had rendered himself for ever illustrious. 
Granoux added that he felt sure of the admiration and grati¬ 
tude of the municipal councillors. 

‘ Don’t stir from your house,’ ho concluded ; ‘ I will come 
and fetch you to lead you back in triumph.’ 
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Then Eoudier said that he quite understood the tact and 
modesty of their friend, and approved it. Nobody would 
think of accusing him of ambition, but all would appreciate 
the delicacy which prompted him to take no olEce save with 
the consent of his fellow-citizens. That was very dignified, very 
noble, altogether grand. 

Under this shower of eulogies, Eougon, humbly bowed 
his head. ‘ No, no; you go too far,’ he murmured, with 
voluptuous thrillings of exquisite pleasure. Each sentence 
that fell from the retired hosier and the old almond-merchant, 
who stood on his right and left respectively, fell sweet}y.pn 
his ears; and, leaning back !n the mayor’s arm-chair, steeped 
in the odour of officiality which pervaded the room, ho 
bowed to tho right and to the left, like a royal pretender 
whom a coup eVitat is about to convert into an emperor. 

When they were tired of belauding each other, they all 
three went downstairs. Graiioux started off to call the 
municipal council together, while Eoudier told Eougon to go 
on in front, saying that he would join him at his house, after 
giving the necessary orders for guarding the Town Hall. The 
dawn was now fast rising, and Pierre proceeded to tho Eue de 
la Banue, tapping his heels in a martial manner on the still de¬ 
serted pavement. He carried his hat in his hand in spite of the 
bitter cold ; for puffs of pride sent all his blood to his head. 

On reaching his houf?o he found Cassoute at the bottom of 
the stairs. Tho navvy had not stirred, for he had seen nobody 
enter. He sat there, on tUo first step, resting his big head in 
his hands, and gazing fixedly in front of him, with tho vacant 
stare and mute stubbornness of a faithful dog. 

‘ You were waiting for me, weren’t you ? ’ Pierre said to 
him, taking in the situation at a glance. ‘ Well, go and tell 
Monsieur Macquart that I’ve come home. Go and ask for 
him at the Town Hall.’ 

Cassoute rose and took himself off, with an awkward bow. 
He was going to get himself arrested like a lamb, to the great 
delight of Pierre, who laughed as he jvent upstairs, asking 
himself, with a feeling of vague surprise: ‘ I have certainly 
plenty of courage; shall I turn out as good a diplomSttist ? ’ 
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Felicite had not gone to bed that night. He found her 
dressed in her Sunday clothes, wearing a cap with lemon- 
coloured ribbons, like a lady expecting visitors. She had sat 
at the window in vain; she had heard nothing, and was 
dying with curiosity. 

‘ Well ? ’ she asked, rushing to meet her husband. 

The latter, quite out of breath, entered the yellow drawing¬ 
room, whither she followed him, carefully closing the door 
behind her. He sank into an arm-chair, and, in a gasping 
voice, faltered; ‘ It’s done ; we shall get the receivership.’ 

• .At.this she fell on his neck and kissed him. 

‘ Really ? really ? ’ she cried. ‘ But I haven’t heard any¬ 
thing. Oh, my darling husband, do tell me; tell me all I ’ 

She felt fifteen years old again, and began to coax him 
and whirl round him like a grasshopper fascinated by the 
light and heat. And Pierre, in the eft'usion of his triumph, 
poured out his heart to her. He did not omit a single detail. 
Ho even explained his future projects, forgetting that, ac¬ 
cording to his theories, wives wore good for nothing, and 
that his must be kept in complete ignorance of what went 
on if ho wished to remain master. F 61 icit 6 leant over him, 
and drank in his words. She made him repeat certain parts 
of his story, declaring she had not heard; in fact, her delight 
bewildered her so much that at times she seemed quite deaf. 
When Pierre related the events at the Town Hall, she burst 
into a fit of laughter, changed her chair three times, and 
moved the furniture about, quite unable to sit still. After 
forty years of continuous struggle, fortune had at last yielded 
to them. Eventually she became so mad over it that she forgot 
all prudence. 

* It’s to me you owe all this! ’ she exclaimed, in an outburst 
of triumph. ‘ If I hadn’t looked after you, you would have 
been nicely taken in by the insurgents. You booby, it was 
Gar9onnet, Sicardot, and the others, that had got to be thrown 
to those wild beasts.’ 

Then, showing her teeth, loosened by age, she added, with 
a girlish smile : ‘ Well, the Republic for ever I It has made 
our path' clear.’ 
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But Pierre had turned cross. ‘ That’s just like you! ’ he 
muttered; ‘ you always fancy that you’ve foreseen everything. 
It was I who had the idea of hiding myself. As though 
women understood anything about politics 1 Bah, my poor 
girl, if you were to steer the bark we should very soon be 
shipwrecked.’ 

F61icit6 bit her lips. She had gone too far and forgotten 
her self-assigned part of good, silent fairy. Then she was 
seized with one of those fits of covert exasperation, which she 
generally experienced when her husband tried to crush her 
with his superiority. And she again promised herself yji gn _ 
the right time should arrivb, some exquisite revenge, which 
would deliver this man into her power, bound hand and foot. 

‘ Ah 1 I was forgetting 1 ’ resumed Rougon, ‘ Monsieur 
Peirotte is amongst them. Granoux saw him struggling in 
the hands of the insurgents.' 

F61icit6 gave a start. She was just at that moment stand¬ 
ing at the window, gazing with longing eyes at the house 
where the receiver of taxes lived. She had felt a desire to 
do so, for in her mind the idea of triumph was always asso¬ 
ciated with envy of that fine house. 

‘ So Monsieur Peirotte is arrested! ’ she exclaimed in a 
strange tone as she turned round. 

For an instant she smiled complacently; then a crimson 
blush rushed to her face. A murderous wish had just as¬ 
cended from the depths of her being. ‘ Ah 1 if the insurgents 
would only kill him! ’ 

Pierre no doubt read her thoughts in her eyes. 

‘ Well, if some ball were to hit him,’ he muttered, ‘ our 
business would be settled. There would be no necessity to 
supersede him then, eh ? and it would be no fault of ours.’ 

But F61icit6 shuddered. She felt that she had just con¬ 
demned a man to death. If Monsieur Peirotte should now 
be killed, she would always see his ghost at night time. He 
would come and haunt her. So sh# only ventured to cast 
furtive glances, full of fearful delight, at the unhappy man’s 
windows. Henceforward all her enjoj^ent would be fraught 
with a touch of guilty terror, 
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Moreover, Pierre, having now ponred out his soul, began 
to perceive the other side of the situation. He mentioned 
Macquart. How could they get rid of that blackguard ? But 
Felicit6, again fired with enthusiasm, exclaimed : ‘ Oh ! one 
can’t do everything at once. We’ll gag him, somehow. 
We’ll soon find some means or other.’ 

Slio was noT\< walking to and fro, putting the arm-chairs 
in order, and dusting their backs. Suddenly, she stopped in 
the middle of the room, and gave the faded furniture a long 
glance. 

-f Oood Heavens ! ’ she said, ‘ how ugly it is here! And 
we shall have everybody coming to call upon us! ’ 

‘ Bah! ’ replied Pierre, with supreme indifference, ‘ we’ll 
alter all that.’ 

Ho who, the night before, had entertained almost religious 
veneration for the arm-chairs and the sofa, would now have 
willingly stamped on them. Fclicit6, who felt the same con¬ 
tempt, even went so far as to upset an arm-chair which was 
short of a castor and did not yield to her quickly enough. 

It was at this moment that Eoudier entered. It at once 
occurred to the old woman that ho had become much more 
polite. His ‘ Monsieur ’ and ‘ Madame ’ rolled forth in delight¬ 
fully musical fashion. But the other habituds wore now 
arriving one after the other; and the drawing-room was fast 
getting full. Nobody yet know the full particulars of the 
events of the night, and all had come in haste, with wonder¬ 
ing eyes and smiling lips, urged on by the rumours which 
were beginning to circulate through the town. These gentle¬ 
men who, on the previous evening, had left the drawing-room 
with such precipitation at the nows of the insurgents’ approach, 
came back, inquisitive and importunate, like a swarm of 
buzzing flies which a puff of wind would have dispersed. 
Some of them had not even taken time to put on their braces. 
They were very impatient, but it was evident that Eougon 
was waiting for some one else bqforo speaking out. He con¬ 
stantly turned an anxious look towards the door. For an 
hour there was only significant hand-shaking, vague congratu¬ 
lation, admiring whispering, suppressed joy of uncertain origin, 
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wliich only awaited a word of enlightenment to turn to 
enthusiasm. 

At last Granoux appeared. He paused for a moment on 
the threshold, with his right hand pressed to his breast 
between the buttons of his frock-coat; his broad pale face was 
beaming; in vain he strove to conceal his emotion beneath 
an expression of dignity. All the others became silent on 
perceiving him ; they felt that something extraordinary was 
about to take place. Granoux walked straight up to Eougon, 
through two lines of visitors, and held out his hand to him. 

‘My friend,’ he said, ‘I bring you the homage^f.khe , 
Municipal Council. They c9.ll you to their' head, until our 
mayor shall be restored to us. You have saved Plassans. 
In the terrible crisis through which we are passing we want 
men who, like yourself, unite intelligence with courage. 
Come-’ 

At this point Granoux, who was reciting a little speech 
which he had taken great trouble to prepare on his way from 
the Town Hall to the Euo de la Banne felt his memory fail 
him. But Eougon, overwhelmed with emotion, broke in, 
shaking his hand and repeating: ‘ Thank you, my dear 
Granoux; I thank you very much.’ 

Ho could find nothing else to say. However, a loud burst 
of voices followed. Every one rushed upon him, tried to shake 
hands, poured forth praises and compliments, and eagerly 
questioned him. But he, already putting on official dignity, 
begged for a few minutes’ delay in order that he might confer 
with Messieurs Granoux and Eoudier. Business before 
everything. The town was in such a critical situation I 
Then the three accomplices retired to a corner of the drawing¬ 
room, whore, in an undertone, they divided power amongst 
themselves; the rest of the visitors, who remained a few paces 
away, trying meanwhile to look extremely wise and furtively 
glancing at them with mingled admiration and curiosity. 
It was decided that Eougon should take the title of president 
of the Municipal Commission; Granoux was to bo secretary ; 
whilst, as for Eoudier, he became commander-in-chief of the 
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reorganised National Guard. They also swore to support 
each other against all opposition. 

However, F61icit6, who had drawn near, abruptly in¬ 
quired : ‘ And Vuillet ? ’ 

At this they looked at each other. Nobody had seen 
Vuillet. Kougon seemed somewhat uneasy. 

‘ Perhaps they’ve taken him away with the others,’ he 
said, to ease his mind. 

But Pelioit6 shook her head. Vuillet was not the man to 
let himself be arrested. Since nobody had seen or heard 
him, it was certain he had been doing something wrong. 

Suddenly the door opened and Vuillet entered, bowing 
humbly, with blinking glance and stiff sacristan’s smile. 
Then he held out his moist hand to Kougon and the two others. 

Vuillet had settled his little affairs alone. He had cut 
his own slice out of the cake, as F^licite would have said. 
While peeping through the ventilator of his cellar he had 
seen the insurgents arrest the postmaster, whose offices were 
near his bookshop. At daybreak, therefore, at the moment 
when Kougon was comfortably seated in the mayor’s arm¬ 
chair, he had quietly installed himself in the postmaster’s 
office. He know the clerks; so ho received them on their 
arrival, told them that ho would replace their chief until his 
return, and that meantime they need be in nowise uneasy. 
Then he ransacked the morning mail with ill-concealed 
curiosity. He examined the letters, and seemed to be seeking 
a particular one. His new berth doubtless suited his secret 
plans, for his satisfaction became so great that ho actually gave 
one of the clerks a copy of the ‘ ffluvres Badines de Piron.’ 
Vuillet, it should be mentioned, did business in objectionable 
literature, which he kept concealed in a large drawer, under 
a stock of beads and religious images. It is probable that ho 
felt some slight qualms at the free-and-easy manner in which 
he had taken possession of the post office, and recognised the 
desirability of getting his usurpation confirmed as far as 
possible. At all events, he had thought it well to call upon 
Kougon, who was fast becoming an important personage. 
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‘ Why! where have you been ? ’ Felicito asked him in a 
distrustful manner. 

Thereupon he related his story with sundry embellish¬ 
ments. According to his own account he had saved the post- 
office from pillage. 

‘ All right then ! that’s settled ! Stay on there ! ’ said 
Pierre, after a moment’s retiection. ‘ Make y 'urself useful.’ 

This last sentence revealed the one great fear that 
possessed the Eougons. They were afraid that some one 
might prove too useful, and do more than themselves to save 
the town. Still, Pierre saw no serious danger in ieu-.-ing- - 
Vuillet as provisional postmaster ; it was even a convenient 
means of getting rid of him. F61icit6, however, made a sharp 
gesture of annoyance. 

The consultation having ended, the three accomplices 
mingled with the various groups that filled the drawing-room. 
They were at last obliged to satisfy the general curiosity by 
giving detailed accounts of recent events. Eougon proved mag¬ 
nificent. He exaggerated, embellished, and dramatised the 
story which ho had related to his wife. The distribution of 
the guns and cartridges made everybody hold their breath. 
But it was the march through the deserted streets and the 
seizure of the town-hall that most amazed these -worthy 
bourgeois. At each fresh detail there was an interruption. 

‘ And you wore only forty-one ; it’s marvellous ! ’ 

‘Ah, indeed ! it must have been frightfully dark ! ’ 

‘ No ; I confess I never should have dared it! ’ 

‘ Then you seized him, like that, by the throat ? ’ 

‘ And the insurgents, what did they say ? ’ 

These remarks and questions only incited Kougon’s 
imagination the more. He replied to everybody. He mi¬ 
micked the action? This stout man, in his admiration of his 
own achievements, became as nimble as a schoolboy; ho 
began afresh, repeated himself, amidst the exclamations 
of surprise and individual diijcussions which suddenly arose 
about some trifling detail. And thus he continued blowing 
his trumpet, making himself more and more important as if 
some irresistible force impelled him to turn his narrative into 

s 
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a genuine epic. Moreover Granoux and Roudier stood by Bis 
side prompting him, reminding him of such trifling matters 
as he omitted. They also were burning to put in a word, and 
occasionally they could not restrain themselves, so that all 
three went on talking together. When, in order to keep the 
episode of the broken mirror for the cUnoucment, like some 
crowning glory, Rougon began to describe what had taken 
place downstairs in the courtyard, after the arrest of the guard, 
Roudier accused him of spoiling the narrative by changing 
the sequence of events. For a moment they wrangled about 
iLanmowhat sharply. Then Roudier, seeing a good oppor¬ 
tunity for himself, suddenly exdlaimed : ‘Very well, let it be 
so. But you weren’t there. So let me tell it.’ 

He thereupon explained at great length how the insurgents 
had awoke, and how the muskets of the town’s deliverers had 
been levelled at them to reduce them to impotence. He added, 
however, that no blood, fortunately, had been shed. This 
last sentence disappointed his audience, who had counted upon 
one corpse at least. 

‘ But I thought you fired,’ interrupted Felicity, recognising 
that the story was wretchedly deficient in dramatic interest. 

‘ Yes, yes, three shots,’ resumed the old hosier. ‘ The 
pork-butcher Dubruel, Monsieur Lievin, and Monsieur 
Massicot discharged their guns with really culpable alacrity.’ 
And as there were some murmurs at this remark; ‘ Culpable, 
I repeat the word,’ ho continued. ‘ There arc quite enough 
cruel necessities in warfare without any useless shedding of 
blood. Besides, these gentlemen swore to me that it was not 
their fault; they can’t understand how it was their guns went 
off. Nevertheless, a spent ball after ricocheting grased the 
cheek of one of the insurgents and loft a mark on it.’ 

This graze, this unexpected wound, satisfied the audience. 
Which cheek, right or left, had been grazed, and how was it 
that a bullet, a spent one, even, could strike a cheek without 
piercing it ? These points supplied material for some long 
discussions. 

‘Meantime,’ continued Rougon at the top of his voice, 
without giving time for the excitement to abate ; ‘ meantime 
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\^e had plenty to do upstairs. The struggle was quite 
desperate.’ 

Then he described, at length, the arrest of his brother and 
the four other insurgents, without naming Macquart, whom 
he simply called ‘ the leader.’ The words, ‘ the mayor’s office ’ 
‘ the mayor’s arm-chair,’ ‘ the mayor’s writing table,’ recurred 
to him every instant, and in the opinion of Iris audience im¬ 
parted marvellous grandeur to the terrible scene. It was 
not at the porter’s lodge that the light was now being waged, 
but in the private sanctum of the chief magistrate of the town. 
Eoudier was quite cast into the background. Then JBougon 
at last came to the episode ‘which he had been keeping in 
reserve from the commencement, and which would certainly 
exalt him to the dignity of a hero. 

‘ Thereupon,’ said he, ‘ an insurgent rushes upon me. I 
push the mayor’s arm-chair away, and seize the man by the 
throat. I hold him tightly, you may be sure of it! But my 
gun was in my way. I didn’t want to let it drop; a man 
always sticks to his gun. I held it, like this, under the left 
arm. All of a sudden, it went off-’ 

The whole audience hung on Rougon’s lips. But Granoux, 
who was opening his mouth wide with a violent itching to 
say something, shouted: ‘ No, no, that isn’t right. You 

were not in a position to see things, my friend; you were 
fighting like a lion. But I saw everything, while I was help¬ 
ing to bind one of the prisoners. The man tried to murder 
you; it was he who fired the gun ; I saw him distinctly slij) 
liis black fingers under your arm.’ 

‘ Really ? ’ said Eougon, turning quite pale. 

He did not know ho had been in such danger, and the old 
almond merchant’s account of the incident chilled him with 
fright. Granoux, as a rule, did not lie; but, on a day of 
battle, it is surely allowable to view things dramatically. 

‘ I tell you the man tried to murder you,’ ho repeated, with 
conviction. .. 

‘ Ah,’ said Rougon in a faint voiee^ ‘ that’s how it is I 
heard the bullet whiz past my ear! ’ 

At this, violent emotion came upon the audience. * Every- 

B 3 
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body gazod at the hero with respectful awe. He had heafd 
a bullet whiz past his ear 1 Certainly, none of the other 
bourgeois who were there could say as much. Felicite felt 
bound to rush into her husband’s arms so as to work up the 
emotion to boiling point. But Eougon immediately freed 
himself, and concluded his narrative with this heroic sentence, 
which has become famous at Plassans: ‘ The shot goes off; I 
hear the bullet whiz past my car; and whish 1 it smashes the 
mayor’s mirror.’ 

This caused complete consternation. Such a magnificent 
mirror.- too! it was scarcely credible! the damage done to 
that looking-glass almost out-balanced Rougon’s heroism, in 
the estimation of the company. The glass became an object 
of absorbing interest, and they talked about it for a quarter 
of an hour, with many exclamations and expressions of regret, 
as though it had been some dear friend that had been stricken 
to the heart. This was the culminating point that Rougon 
had aimed at, the clenoiiement of his wonderful Odyssey. A 
loud hubbub of voices filled the yellow drawing-room. The 
visitors were repeating what they had just heard, and every 
now and thou one of them would leave a group to ask the 
three heroes the exact truth with regard to some contested 
incident. The heroes set the matter right with scrupulous 
minuteness, for they felt tliat they were speaking for Jiistory 1 

At last Rougon and his two lieutenants announced that 
they wore expected at the town-hall. Respectful silence 
was then restored, and the company smiled at each other 
discreetly. Granoux was swelling with importance. He was 
the only one who had seen the insurgent pull the trigger and 
smash the mirror; this sufficed to exalt him, and almost 
made him burst his skin. On leaving the drawing-room, he 
took Roudier’s arm with the air of a great general who is 
broken down with fatigue. ‘ I’ve been up for thirty-six 
hours,’ he murmured, ‘ and heaven alone knows when I shall 
get to bed ! ’ * 

Rougon, as he withdrew, took Vuillet aside and told him 
that the party of order relied more than ever on him and the 
‘ Gazet'te.’ He would have to publish an ellectivo article to 
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reassure the inhabitants and treat that band of villains who 
had passed through Plassans as it deserved. 

‘ Be easy ! ’ replied Vuillet. ‘ In the ordinary course tho 
“ Gazette ” ought not to appear till to-morrow morning, but 
I’ll issue it this very evening.’ 

When the leaders had left, the rest of the visitors remained 
in tho yellow drawing-j’oom for another moment, chattering 
like so many old , women, whom the escape of a canary has 
gathered together on tho pavement. These retired tradesmen, 
oil dealers, and wholesale hatters, felt as if they were in a sort 
of fairyland. Never had they experienced such i^'.rilling 
excitement before. They could not get over their surprise at 
discovering such heroes as Eougon, Granoux, and Roudicr in 
their midst. At last, half stifled by the stulfy a'tmospherc, 
and tired of ever telling each other tho same things, they 
decided to go off and spread the momentous news abroad. 
They glided away one by one, each anxious to have the glory 
of being the first to know and relate everything, and Felicitt;, 
as she leaned out of tho window, on being left alone, saw them 
dispersing in the Rue do la Banne, waving tlieir arms in an 
excited manner, eager as they were to diffuse emotion to tho 
four corners of the town. 

It was ten o’clock, and Plassans, noAv wide awake, was 
running about its streets, wildly excited by the reports which 
were circulating. Those who had seen or heard the insur¬ 
rectionary forces, related the most foolish stories, contradicting 
each other, and indulging in the wildest suppositions. Tho 
majority, however, knew nothing at all about the matter; 
they lived at tho further end of the town, and listened with 
gaping mouths, like children to a nursery tale, to the stories 
of how several thousand bandits had invaded tho streets 
during the night and vanished before daybreak like an army 
of phantoms. A few of the most sceptical said : ‘Nonsense!’ 
Yet some of tho details were very pre^cise; and Plassans at 
last felt convinced that some fcightful danger had passed over 
it while it slept. The darkness which had shrouded this 
danger, the various contradictory reports that spread, all 
invested the matter with mystery and vague horror, which 
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made the bravest shudder. Whose hand had diverted t^e 
thunderbolt from them ? There seemed to be something 
quite miraculous about it. There were rumours of unknown 
deliverers, of a handful of brave men who had cut off the 
hydra’s head; but no one seemed acquainted with the exact 
particulars, and the whole story appeared scarcely credible, 
until the com]jany from the yellow drawing-room spread 
through the streets, scattering tidings, ever repeating the 
same narrative at each door they came to. 

It wa.s like a train of powder. In a few minutes the story 
had spr'^ad from one end of the town to the other. Rougon’s 
name flew from mouth to mouth, with exclamations of surprise 
in the new town, and of praise in the old quarter. The 
idea of being -without a sub-prefect, a mayor, a post-master, a 
receiver of taxes, or authorities of any kind, at first threw the 
inhabitants into consternation. They were stupefied at 
having been able to sleep through the night and get up as 
usual, in the absence of any settled government. Their first 
stupor over, they threw themselves recklessly into the arms 
of their liberators. The few Republicans shrugged their 
shoulders, but the potty sliopkcopers, the small householders, 
the Conservatives of all shades, invoked blessings on those 
modest heroes whose achievemonts had been shrouded by the 
night. When it was known that Eougon had arrested his 
own brother, the popular admiration knew no bounds. People 
talked of Brutus, and thus the indiscretion, which had made 
Pierre rather anxious, really redounded to his glory. At this 
moment when terror still hovered over them, the townsfolk 
were virtually unanimous in their gratitude. Eougon was 
accepted as their saviour without the slightest show of opposi¬ 
tion. 

‘ Just think of it! ’ the poltroons exclaimed, ‘ there were 
only forty-one of them! ’ 

That number of forty-one amazed the whole town, and 
this was the origin of the Plasians legend of how forty-one 
iourgeois had made three thousand insurgents bite the dust. 
There -^ere only a few envious spirits of the new town, 
lawyers without work and retired military men ashamed of 
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hiding slept ingloriously through that memorable night, who 
raised any doubts. The insurgents, these sceptics hinted, 
had no doubt left the town of their own accord. There were 
no indications of a combat, no corpses, no blood-stains. So 
the deliverers had certainly had a very easy task. 

‘ But the mirror, the mirror! ’ repeated the enthusiasts. 

‘ You can’t deny that the mayor’s mirror has been smashed; 
go and see it for yourselves.’ 

And, in fact, until night-time, quite a stream of town’s- 
people flowed, under one pretext or another, uito the mayor’s 
private office, the door of which Eougon loft wide open. The 
visitors planted themselves in front of the mirror, which the 
bullet had pierced and starred, and they all gave vent to the 
same exclamation: ‘ By Jove; that ball must have had 
terrible force 1 ’ 

Then they departed quite convinced. 

Felicity, at her -window, listened with delight to all the 
rumours and laudatory and grateful remarks which arose 
from the town. At that moment all Plassans was talking of 
her husband. She felt that the two districts below her were 
quivering, wafting her the hope of approaching triumph. 
Ah! how she would crush that town which she had been so 
long in getting beneath her feet! All her grievances crowded 
back to her memory, and her past disappointments redoubled 
her appetite for immediate enjoyment. 

At last she left the window, and walked slowly round the 
drawing-room. It was there that, a little while previously, 
everybody had held out their hands to her husband and 
herself. He and she had conquered; the citizens were at 
their feet. The yellow drawing-room seemed to her a holy 
place. The dilapidated furniture, the frayed velvet, the 
chandelier soiled with fly-marks, all those poor wrecks now 
seemed to her like the glorious bullet-riddled debris of a 
battle-field. The plain of Austerlitz would not have stirred 
her to deeper emotion. ^ 

When she returned to the window, she perceived Aristide 
wandering about the place of the Stib-Prefecture, with his 
nose in the air. She beckoned to him to come up, •whicli he 
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immediately did. It seemed as if he had only been waitfcg 
for this invitation. 

‘ Come in,’ his mother said to him on the landing, seeing 
that ho hesitated. ‘ Your father is not here.’ 

Aristide evinced all the shyness of a prodigal son return¬ 
ing homo. Ho had not been inside the yellow drawing-room 
for nearly four^years. He still carried his arm in a sling. 

‘ Hoes your hand still pain you ? ’ his mother asked him, 
ironically. 

Ho blushed as he answered with some embarrassment; 

‘ Oh ! it’s getting better; it’s nearly well again now.’ 

Then be lingered there, loitering about and not knowing 
what to say. Fclicitd came to the rescue. ‘ I suppose you’ve 
heard them talking about your father’s noble conduct ? ’ she 
resumed. 

lie replied that the whole town was talking of it. And 
then, as he regained his self-possession, he paid his mother 
back for her raillery in her own coin. liooking her full in 
the face he added : ‘ I came to see if father was wounded.’ 

‘Come, don’t play the fool 1 ’ cried Fclicite, petulantly. 
‘ If I were you I w’ould act boldly and decisively. Confess 
now that you made a false move in joining those good-for- 
nothing Republicans. You W'ould be very glad, I’m sure, to 
be Avcll rid of them, and to return to us, who are the stronger 
party. Well, the house is open to you 1 ’ 

But Aristide protested. The Republic was a grand idea. 
Moreover, the insurgents might still carry the day. 

‘ Don’t talk nonsense to me! ’ retorted the old woman, 
with some irritation. ‘ You’re afraid that your father won’t 
have a very warm welcome for you. But I’ll see to that. 
Listen to me ; go back to your newspaper, and, between now 
and to-morrow, prepare a number strongly favouring the 
Coup d’Etat. To-morrow evening, when this number has 
appeared, come back here and you will be received with open 
arms.’ ' 

'Then seeing that the young*man remained silent: ‘ Do you 
hear ? ’ she added, in* a lower and more eager tone ; ‘ it is 
necessary for our sake, and for your own, too, that it should 
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done. Don’t let us have any more nonsense and folly. 
You’ve already compromised yourself enough in that way.’ 

The young man made a gesture—the gesture of a Oajsar 
crossing the Eubicon—and by doing so escaped entering into 
any verbal engagement. As he was about to withdraw, his 
mother, looking for the knot in his sling, remarked: ‘ First 
of all, you must let me take oif this rag. It’s igc cing a little 
ridiculous, you know 1 ’ 

Aristide let her remove it. When tlie silk handkerchief 
was untied, ho folded it neatly and placed it in bis pocket. 
And as he kissed his mother he exclaimed; ‘ Till to-morrow 
then! ’ 

In the meanwhile, Eougon was taking official possession 
of the mayor’s offices. There were only eight municipal 
councillors left; the others were in the hands of the insur¬ 
gents, as well as the mayor and his two assessors. 'The eight 
remaining gentlemen, who wore all on a par with Granoux, 
perspired with fright when the latter explained to them the 
critical situation of the town. It requires an intimate know¬ 
ledge of the kind of men who compose the municipal councils 
of some of the smaller towns, in order to form an idea of the 
terror with which these timid folk throw themselves into 
Kougon’s arms. At Plassans, the mayor had the most in¬ 
credible blockheads under him, men without any ideas of their 
own, and accustomed to passive obedience. Consequently, as 
Monsieur Gar9onnet was no longer there, the municipal 
machine was hound to get out of order, and fall completely 
under the control of the man who might know how to set it 
working. Moreover, as the sub-prefect had left the district, 
Eougon naturally became sole and absolute master of the town ; 
and thus, strange to relate, the chief administrative authority 
fell into the hands of a man of indifferent repute, to whom, on 
the previous evening, not one of his fellow-citizens would 
have lent a hundred francs. 

Pierre’s first act was to declare the Provisional Commission 
‘ en permanence.’ Then he "gave his attention to the re¬ 
organisation of the national guard, and* succeeded in raising 
three hundred men. The hundred and nine musketS left in 
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the cart-shed were also distributed to volunteers, thereby 
bringing up the number of men armed by the reactionary 
party to one hundred and fifty ; the remaining one hundred 
and fifty guards consisted of well-affected citizens and some 
of Sicardot’s soldiers. When Commander Eoudier reviewed 
the little army in front of the town-hall, he was annoyed to 
see the market people smiling in their sleeves. The fact is 
that several of his men had no uniforms, and some of them 
looked very droll with their black hats, frock-coats, and 
muskets. But, at any rate, they meant well. A guard was 
left at the town-hall and the rest of the forces were sent 
in detachments to the various tewn gates. Eoudier reserved 
to himself the command of the guard stationed at the Grand’ 
Porte, which seemed to be more liable to attack than the 
others. 

Eougon, who now felt very conscious of his power, repaired 
in person to the Eue Canquoin to beg the gendarmes to 
remain in their barracks and interfere with nothing. He cer¬ 
tainly had the doors of the gendarmerie opened—the keys 
having been carried off by the insurgents—but he wanted to 
triumph alone, and had no intention of letting the gendarmes 
rob him of any part of his glory. If he should really have need 
of them ho could always send for them. So ho explained to 
them that their presence might tend to irritate the working-men 
and thus aggravate the situation. Tlie sergeant in command 
thereupon complimented him on his prudence. When 
Eougon was informed that there was a wounded man in the 
barracks, he asked to see him, by way of rendering himself 
popular. He found Eengadc in bod, with his eye bandaged, 
and his big moustaches just peeping out from under the linen. 
With some high-sounding words about duty, Eougon en¬ 
deavoured to comfort the unfortunate fellow who, having lost 
an eye, was swearing with exasperation at the thought that his 
injury would compel him to quit the service. At last Eougon 
promised to send the doctor t^ him. 

‘ I’m much obliged to you, sir,’ Eengade replied ; ‘ but, you 
know, what would db me more good than any quantity of 
doctor’s stuff would be to wring the neck of the villain who 
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put'my eye out. Oh I I shall know him again ; he’s a little, 
thin, palish fellow, quite young.’ 

Thereupon Pierre bethought himself of the blood he had 
seen on Silvere’s hand. He stepped back a little, as though he 
was afraid that Eengade would fly at his throat, and cry; 

‘ It was your nephew who blinded me ; and you will have to 
pay for it.’ And whilst he was mentally cu.sing his dis¬ 
reputable family, he solemnly declared that if the guilty 
person were found he should be punished with all the rigour 
of the law. 

‘ No, no, it isn’t worth all that trouble,’ the one-ey;gd man 
replied ; ‘ I’ll just wring his neck for him when I catch him.’ 

Rougon hastened back to tho town-hall. The afternoon 
was employed in taking various measures. - The proclamation 
posted up about orio o’clock produced an excellent impression. 
It ended by an appeal to the good sense of the citizens, and 
gave a finn assurance that order would not again be disturbed. 
Until dusk, in fact, the streets presented a picture of general 
relief and perfect confidence. On the pavements, tho groups 
who were reading the proclfimation exclaimed : 

‘ It’s all finished now; we shall soon see the troops who 
have been sent in pursuit of the insurgents.’ 

This belief that some soldiers were approaching was so 
general that the idlers of the Cours Sauvaire repaired to the 
Nice road, in order to meet and hear tho regimental band. 
But they returned at nightfall disappointed, having seen no¬ 
thing ; and then a feeling of vague alarm began to disturb 
the townspeople. 

At the town-hall, the Provisional Commission had talked 
BO much, without coming to any decision, that tho members, 
whose stomachs were quite empty, began to feel alarmed 
again. Rougon dismissed them to dine, saying that they 
would meet afresh at nine o’clock in the evening. He was 
just about to leave the room himself, when Macquart awoke 
and began to pommel tho door j^f his pnson. He declared he 
was hungry, then asked what time it was, and when his 
brother had told him it was five o’cR>ck, he feigned great 
astonishment, and muttered, with diabolical malice, that the 
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insurgents had promised to return much earlier, and fhat 
they were very slow in coming to deliver him. Rougon, 
having ordered some food to be taken to him, went downstairs,, 
quite worried by the earnestness with which the rascal spoke 
of the return of the insurgents. 

When ho reached the street, his disquietude increased. 
The town see'mcd to him quite altered. It was assuming a 
strange aspect; shadows were gliding along the footpaths, 
which were growing deserted and silent, while gloomy fear 
seemed, like fine rain, to be slowly, persistently falling with 
the dijsk over the mournful-looking houses. The babbling 
confidence of the daytime was fatally terminating in groundless 
panic, in growing alarm as the night drew nearer ; the inhabi¬ 
tants were so weary and so satiated with their triumph that 
they had no strength left but to dream of some terrible retalia¬ 
tion on the part of the insurgents. Rougon shuddered as ho 
passed through this current of terror. He hastened his steps, 
feeling as if ho would choke. As ho passed a caf6 on the 
Place dos Rccollets, where the lamps had just been lit, and 
Avhere the petty cits of the new town were assembled, he heard 
a few words of terrifying conversation. 

‘ Well! Monsieur Picou,’ said one man in a thick voice, 

‘ you’ve heard the nows ? The regiment that was expected 
has not arrived.’ 

‘ But nobody expected any regiment. Monsieur Touche,’ a 
shrill voice replied. 

‘ I beg your pardon. You haven’t read the proclamation, 
then ? ’ 

‘ Oh yes, it’s true the placards declare that order will be 
maintained by force, if necessary.’ 

‘ You see, then, there’s force mentioned; that means 
armed force, of course.’ 

‘ What do people say then ? ’ 

‘Well, you know, folks are beginning to feel rather 
frightened; they say that this delay on the part of the 
soldiers isn’t natural, and that the insurgents may well have 
slaughtered them.’ ‘ 

A cry of horror resounded through the caf 4 . Rougon was 
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incSned to go in and tell those bourgeois that the proclama¬ 
tion had never announced the arrival of a regiment, that they 
had no right to strain its meaning to such a degree, nor to 
spread such foolish theories abroad. But he himself,-amidst 
the disquietude which was coming over him, was not quite 
sure he had not counted upon a despatch of troops; and he 
did, in fact, consider it strange that not a single soldier had 
made his appearance. So ho reached home in a v'ery uneasy 
state of mind. Felicit6, still petulant and full of courage, 
became quite angry at seeing him upset by such silly trifles. 
Over the dessert she comforted him. 

‘ Well, you groat simpletoi>,’ she said, ‘ so much the better, 
if the prefect does forget us! Wo shall save the town by 
ourselves. For my part, I should like to see the insurgents 
return, so that wo might receive them with bullets and cover 
ourselves with glory. Liston to me, go and have the gates 
closed, and don’t go to bed; bustle about all night; it will aL’ 
be taken into account later on.’ 

Pierre returned to the town-hall in rather more cheerful 
spirits. He required some courage to remain firm amidst the 
woeful mauuderings of his colleagues. The members of the 
Provisional Commission seemed to reek with panic, just as 
they might with damp in the rainy reason. They all pro¬ 
fessed to have counted upon the dispatch of a regiment, and 
began to exclaim that brave citizens ought not to be abandoned 
in such a manner to the fury of the rabble. Pierre, to preserve 
peace, almost promised they should have a regiment on the 
morrow. Tlien he announced, in a solemn manner, that ho 
was going to have the gates closed. This came as a relief. 
Detachments of the national guards had to repair immediately 
to each gate and double-lock ic. When they had returned, 
several members confessed that they really felt more comfort¬ 
able ; and when Pierre remarked that the critical situation of 
the towii imposed upon them the duty of remaining at their 
posts, some of them made arrangemdhts with the view of 
spending the night in an arm-chair. Granoux put on a black 
silk skull cap which he had brought witii him by way of pre¬ 
caution. Towards eleven o’clock, half of the gentlemen were 
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sleeping round Monsieur Gar^onnet’s writing table. Tfiose 
who still managed to keep their eyes open fancied, as they 
listened to the measured tramp of the national guards in the 
courtyard, that they wore heroes and were receiving decora¬ 
tions. A large lamp, placed on the writing-table, illumined 
this strange vigil. All at once, however, Eougon, who had 
seemed to be' slumbering, jumped up, and sent for Vuillet. 
He had just remembered that he had not received the 
‘ Gazette.’ 

The bookseller made his appearance in a very bad 
humour. 

‘ Well! ’ Eougon asked hiin-as he took him aside, ‘ what 
about the article you promised mo ? I haven’t seen the 
paper.’ • 

‘Is that what you disturbed me for?’ Vuillet angrily 
retorted. ‘ The “ Gazette ” has not been issued; I’ve no 
desire to get myself murdered to-morrow, should the insurgents 
come back.’ 

Eougon tried to smile as he declared that, thank heaven, 
nobody would be murdered at all. It was precisely because 
false and disquieting rumours were running about that the 
article in question would have rendered great service to the 
good cause. 

‘ Possibly,’ Vuillet resumed; ‘ but the best of causes at the 
present time is to keep one’s head on one’s shoulders.’ And 
ho added, with maliciousness I ‘ And I was under the im¬ 
pression you had killed all the insurgents I You’ve left too 
many of them for me to run any risk.’ 

Eougon, when he was alone again, felt amazed at this 
mutiny on the part of a man who was usually so meek and 
mild. Vuillet’s conduct seemed to him suspicious. But he 
had no time to seek an explanation; he had scarcely stretched 
himself out afresh in his arm-chair, when Eoudier entered, 
with a big sabre, which he had attached to his belt, clattering 
noisily against his legs. The sleepers awoke in a fright. 
Granoux thought it was a call to arms. 

‘ Eh ? what! T/hat’s the matter ? ’ he asked, as he 
hastily put his black silk cap into his pocket. 
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Gentlemen,’ said Eoudier, breathlessly, without thinking 
of taking any oratorical precautions, ‘ I believe that a band of 
insurgents is approaching the town.’ 

These words were received with the silence of* terror. 
Rougon alone had the strength to ask, ‘ Have you seen them ? ’ 

‘ No,’ the retired hosier replied; ‘ but we hear strange noises 
out in the country; one of my men assured m6 that he had 
seen fires along the slope of the Garrigues.’ 

Then, as all the gentlemen stared at each other white and 
speechless, ‘ Ill return to my post,’ he continued. ‘ I fear an 
attack. You had better take precautions.’ , 

Rougon would have follov 7 ed him, to obtain further par¬ 
ticulars, but ho was already too far away. After this the 
Commission was by no meaiis inclined to go to sleep again. 
Strange noises ! Fires ! An attack ! And in the middle of the 
night too! It was very easy to talk of taking precautions, but 
what were they to do ? Granoux was very near advising the 
course which had proved so successful the previous evening : 
that is of hiding themselves, waiting till the insurgents had 
passed through Plassans, and then triumphing in the deserted 
streets. Pierre, however, fortunately remembering his wife’s 
advice, said that Roudier might have made a mistake, and 
that the best thing would be to go and see for themselves. 
Some of the members made a wry face at this suggestion ; 
but when it had been agreed that an armed escort should ac¬ 
company the Commission, they all descended very courageously. 
’They only left a few men downstairs; they surrounded them¬ 
selves with about thirty of the national guards, and then tliey 
ventured into the slumbering town, where the moon, creeping 
over the house roofs, slowly cast lengthened shadows. They 
went along the ramparts, from one gate to the other, seeing 
nothing and hearing nothing. The national guards at the 
various posts certainly told them that peculiar sounds occa¬ 
sionally reached them from the country through the closed 
gates. When they strained their ears, towover, they detected 
nothing but a distant murmur, which Granoux said was merely 
the noise of the Viome. * 

Nevertheless they remained doubtful. And they were 
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about to return to the town-hall in a state of alarm, thcfagh 
they made a show of shrugging their shoulders and of 
treating Eoudier as a poltroon and a dreamer, when Eougon, 
anxiduo.to reassure them, thought of enabling them to view 
the plain over a distance of several leagues. Thereupon he 
led the little company to the Saint-Marc quarter and knocked 
at the door of the Valqueyras mansion. 

At the very outset of the disturbances Count do Valqueyras 
had left for his chateau at Corbiere. There was no one but 
the Marquis de Carnavant at the Plassans house. He, since 
the previous evening, had prudently kept aloof; not that he 
was afraid, but because ho did- not care to be seen plotting 
with the Rougons at the critical moment. As a matter of 
fact, he was burning with curiosity. He had been compelled 
to shut himself up in order to resist the temptation of hasten¬ 
ing to the yellow drawing-room. When the footman came 
to tell him, in the middle of the night, that there were some 
gentlemen below asking for him, he could not hold back any 
longer. He got up and went downstairs in all haste. 

‘ My dear Marquis,’ said Eougon, as he introduced to him 
the members of the Municipal Commission, ‘ wo want to ask 
a favour of you. Will you allow us to go into the garden of 
the mansion ? ’ 

‘ By all means,’ replied the astonished marquis, ‘ I will 
conduct you there myself.’ 

On the way thither he ascertained what their object was. 
At the end of the garden rose a terrace which overlooked the 
plain. A large portion of the ramparts had hero tumbled in, 
leaving a boundless prospect to the view. It had occurred to 
Eougon that this would servo as an excellent post of observa¬ 
tion. While conversing together the members of the 
Commission loaned over the parapet. The strange spectacle 
that spread out before them soon made them silent. In the 
distance, in the valley of the Viorne, across the vast hollow 
which stretched westward between the chain of the Garrigues 
and the mountains of the Seille, the rays of the moon were 
streaming like a river of pale light. The clumps of trees, the 
gloomy rocks, looked, here and there, like islets and tongues 
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of lancl, emerging from a luminous sea; and, according to 
the bends of the Viorne one could now and again distinguish 
detached portions of the river, glittering like armour amidst 
the fine silvery dust falling from the firmament, all 
looked like an ocean, a worlds magnified by the darkness, the 
cold, and their own secret fears. At first the gentlemen 
could neither hear nor sec anything. The quivfff of light and 
of distant sound blinded their eyes and confused their ears. 
Granoux, though ho was not naturally poetic, was struck by 
the calm serenity of that win.ter night, and murmured: 
‘ What a beautiful night, gentlemen ! ’ 

‘ Koudier was certainly dreaming,’ exclaimed iTougon, 
rather disdainfully. 

But the marquis, whose ears were quick, had begun to 
listen. ' Ah ! ’ he observed in his clear .voice, ‘ 1 hear the tocsin.’ 

At this they all leant over the parapet, holding their 
breath. And light and pure as crystal the distant tolling of a 
bell rose from the plain. 'Tho gentlemen could not deny it. 
It was indeed the tocsin. Rougon pretended that ho recog¬ 
nised the bell of B6age, a village fully a league from Plassans. 
This he said in order to reassure his colleagues. 

But the marquis interrupted him. ‘ Listen, listen: this 
time it is tho bell of Saint-Maur.’ And he indicated anotlmr 
point of the horizon to them. There was, in fact, a second 
bell wailing through the clear night. And very soon there 
were ten bells, twenty bells, whose despairing tellings were 
detected by their ears, which had by this time grown accus¬ 
tomed to the quivering of the darkness. Ominous calls rose 
•from all sides, like the faint rattles of dying men. Soon the 
whole plain seemed to be wailing. The gentlemen no longer 
jeered at Roudicr; particularly as tho marquis, who took a 
malicious dehght in terrifying them, was kind enough to 
explain the cause of all this bell-ringing. 

‘ It is the neighbouring villages,’ he said to Rougon, 

‘ banding together to attack Plassans at daybreak.’ 

At this Granoux opened his eyes wide. ‘ Didn’t you see 
something just this moment over there ?!>’ he asked all of a 
' sudden. 



274 


THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS 


Nobody had looked; the gentlemen had been kee^ying 
their eyes closed in order to hear the better. 

‘ Ah! look ! ’ ho resumed after a short pause. ‘ There, 
beyoiid, the Viorne, near that black mass.’ 

‘ Yes, I sec,’ replied Eougon,^in despair; ‘ it’s a fire they’re 
kindling.’ 

A momeirt later another fire appeared almost immediately 
in front of the first one, then a third, and a fourth. In this 
■wise red splotches appeared at nearly equal distances through¬ 
out the whole length of the valley, resembling the lamps of 
some gigantic avenue. The moonlight, which dimmed their 
radiance, made them look like pools of blood. This 
melancholy illumination gave a finishing touch to the con¬ 
sternation of the Municipal Commission. 

‘ Of course! ’ the marquis muttered, with his bitterest 
sneer, ‘ those brigands are signalling to each other.’ And ho 
counted the tires complacently, to get some idea, he said, as to 
how many men ‘ the bravo national guard of Plassans ’ would 
have to deal with. Kougon endeavoured to raise doubts by 
saying the villages were taking up arras in order to join the 
army of the insurgents, and not for the purpose of attacking 
the town. But the gentlemen, by their silent consternation, 
made it clear that they had formed their own opinion, and 
were not to be consoled, 

‘ I can hear the “ Marseillaise ” now,’ remarked Granoux 
in a hushed voice. 

It was indeed true. A detachment must have been fol¬ 
lowing the course of the Viorne, passing, at that moment, 
just under the town. The cry, ‘ To arms, citizens! Form • 
your.battalions! ’ reached the on-lookers in sudden bursts with 
vibrating distinctness. Ah ! what an awful- night it was! 
The gentlemen spent it leaning over the parapet of the terrace, 
numbed by the terrible cold, and yet quite unable to tear 
themselves away from the sight of that plain which resounded 
with the tocsin and-the ‘ Marseillaise,’ and was all ablaze 
with signal-fires. They feasted their eyes upon that sea of 
light, flecked with bbod-red flames ; and they strained their 
ears in order to listen to the confused clamour, till at last 
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thtir senses began to deceive them, and they saw and heard 
the most frightful things. Nothing in the world would have 
induced them to leave the spot. If they had turned their 
backs, they would have fancied that a whole army was at 
their heels. After the manner of a certain class of cowards, 
they wished to witness the approach of the danger, in order 
that they might take flight at the right moment. Towards 
morning, when the moon had set and they could see nothing 
in front of them but a dark void, they fell into a terrible 
fright. They fancied they were surrounded by invisible ene¬ 
mies, who were crawling along in the darkness, ready to fly 
at their throats. At the slightest noise they imagiiJed there 
were enemies deliberating beneath the terrace, prior to scaling 
it. Yet there was nothing, nothing but darkness upon which 
they fixed their eyes distractedly. The marquis, as if to 
console them, said in his ironical way : ‘ Don’t be uneasy ! 
They will certainly wait till daybreak.’ 

Meanwhile Eougou cursed and swore. He felt himself = 
again giving way to fear. As for Granoux, his hair turned 
completely white. At last the dawn appeared with weary 
slowness. This again was a terribly anxious moment. The 
gentlemen, at the first ray of light, expected to see an army 
drawn up in line before the town. It so happened that day 
that the dawn was lazy and lingered awhile on the edge of 
the horizon. With outstretched necks and fixed gaze, the 
party on the terrace peered anxiously into the misty expanse. 
In the uncertain light they fancied they caught glimpses of 
colossal profiles, the plain seemed to be transformed into a 
lake of blood, the rocks looked like corpses floating on its 
surface, and the clusters of trees took the forms of battalions 
drawn up and threatening attack. When the growing light 
had at last dispersed these phantoms, the morning broke so 
pale, so mournful, so melancholy, that even the marquis’s 
spirits sank. Not a single insurgent was to be seen, and the 
high roads were free ; but the grey vallby -wore a gruesomely 
sad and deserted aspect. The fires had now gone out, but the 
bells still rang on. Towards eight o’clock, Rougon observed 
a small party of men who were moving off along the Vioriie. 
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By this time the gentlemen were half dead with cold find 
hitigue. Seeing no immediate danger, they determined to 
take a few hours’ rest. A national guard was left on the 
terrace a sentinel, with orders to run and inform Eoudier 
if he should perceive any band rpproaching in the distance. 
Then Granoux and Kougon, quite worn out by the emotions 
of the night,'repaired to their homes, which were close 
together, and supported one another on the way. 

Fclicitc put her husband to bed with every care. She 
called him ‘ poor dear,’ and repeatedly told him that he ought 
not to give way to evil fancies, and that all would end well. 
But he shook his head; he felt grave apprehensions. She 
let him sleep till eleven o’clock. Then, after ho had had 
something to eat, she gently turned him out of doors, making 
him understand that ho must go through with the matter to the 
end. At the town-hall, Rougon found only four members of 
the Commission in attendance; the others had sent excuses, 
they were really ill. Panic had been sweeping through the 
town with growing violence all through the morning. The 
gentlemen had not been able to keep quiet respecting the 
memorable night they had spent on the terrace of the 
Valqueyras mansion. Their'servants had hastened to .spread 
the nows, embellishing it with various dramatic details. By 
this time it had already become matter of history that from 
the heights of Plassans troops of cannibals had been seen 
dancing and devouring their prisoners. Yes, bands of witches 
had circled hand in hand round their caldrons in which they 
were boiling children, while on and on marched endless files 
of bandits, whose weapons glittered in the moonlight. People 
spoke too of bells that, of their own accord, sent the tocsin 
ringing through the desolate air, and it was even asserted that 
the insurgents had fired the neighbouring forests, so that the 
whole country side was in flames. 

It was Tuesday, the market-day at Plassans, and Eoudier 
had thought it necessary to liave the gates opened in order to 
admit the few peasants who brought vegetables, butter, and 
eggs. As soon as ik had assembled, the Municipal Com¬ 
mission,'now composed of five members only, including its 
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pi’dBidont, declared that this was unpardonable imprudence. 
Although the sentinel stationed at the Vahpieyras mansion 
had seen nothing, the town ought to have boon kept closed. 
Then Eougon decided that the public crier, accompaMod by a 
drummer, should go through the streets, proclaim a state of 
siege, and announce to tho inhabitants that whoever might 
go out would not be allowed to return. The gates were 
officially closed in broad daj'light. This measure, adopted 
in order to reassure tho inhabitants, raised the scare to its 
highest pitch. And there could scarcely have been a more 
curious sight than that of this little city, thus padloelcing and 
bolting itself up beneath th» bright sunshine, in tCe middle 
of the nineteenth century. 

When Plassans had buckled and tightened its belt of 
dilapidated ramparts, when it had bolted itself in like a 
besieged fortress at the approach of an assault, the most 
terrible anguish passed over the mournful houses. At every 
moment, in the centre of the town, people fancied they could 
hear a discharge of musketry in tho Faubourgs. They no 
longer received any news; they were, so to say, at the bottom 
of a cellar, in a walled hole, whore they were anxiously 
awaiting either delis'oranco or the finishing stroke. For the 
last two days the insurgents, who wore scouring the country, 
had cut off all communication, riassans found itself isolated 
from the rest of Franco. It folt that it was surrounded by a 
region iir open rebellion, where tho tocsin was ever ringing 
and the ‘ Marseillaise ’ was ever roaring like a river that has 
overflowed its banks. Abandoned to its fate and shuddering 
with alarm the town lay there like some prey which would 
prove tho reward of the ^■ictorious party. Tho strollers on 
the Cours Sauvaire wore over swaying between fear and liope 
according as they fancied that they could see tho blouses of 
insurgents or the uniforms of soldiers at the Grand’ Porte. 
Never had sub-prefecture, pent within tumble-down walls, 
endured more agonising torture^ 

Towards two o’clock it was rumoured that the Coup 
d’Etat had failed, that tho prince-prwsident was imprisoned 
at Viiicennes, and that Paris was in the haiids of the most 



278 THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS 

advanced demagogues. It was reported also that MarseiKes, 
Toulon, Draguignan, the entire South, belonged to the 
victorious insurrectionary army. The insurgents would 
arrivriit-the evening and put Plassans to the sword. 

Thereupon a deputation repaired to the town-hall to ex¬ 
postulate with the Municipal Commission for closing the 
gates, whereby they would only irritate the insurgents. 
Eougon, who was losing his head, defended his order Avith all 
his remaining strength. This locking of the gates seemed to 
him one of the most ingenious acts of his administration ; he 
advancec] the most convincing arguments in its justification. 
But the others embarrassed him by their questions, asking 
him where were the soldiers, the regiment that he had pro¬ 
mised. Then ho began to lie, and told them flatly that ho 
had promised nothing at all. The non-appearance of this 
legendary regiment, which the inhabitants longed for with 
such eagerness that they had actually dreamt of its arrival. 
Was the chief cause of the panic. Well-informed people oven 
named the exact spot on the high road where the soldiers 
had been butchered. 

At four o’clock llougon, folloAved by Granoux, again 
repaired to the Valqueyras mansion. Small bands, on their 
way to join the insurgents at Orchires, still passed along in 
the distance, through the valley of the Viorne. Throughout 
the day urchins climbed the ramparts, and bourgeois came to 
peep through the loopholes. These volunteer sentinels kept 
up the terror by counting the various bands, which were taken 
for so many strong battalions. The timorous population 
fancied it could see from the battlements the preparations for 
some universal massacre. At dusk, as on the previous 
evening, the panic became yet more chilling. 

On returning to the municipal offices Eougon and his in-, 
separable companion, Granoux, recognised that the situation 
was growing intolerable. During their absence another 
member of the Commissioii had disappeared. They were 
only four now, and they felt they were making themselves 
ridiculous by staying there for hours, Idoking at each other’s 
pale countenances, and never saying a word, Moreover, they 
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wer* terribly afraid of having to spend a second night on the 
terrace of the Valqueyras mansion. 

Eougon gravely declared that as the situatiq’^i of affairs 
was unchanged, there was no need for them to con'inue to 
remain there en permanci^ca. If anything serious should 
occur information would be sent to them. And, by a decision 
duly taken in council, ho deputed to Houdier the carrying on 
of the administration. Poor Koudicr, who remembered that 
he had served as a national guard in Paris under Louis- 
Philippe, was meantime conscientiously keeping watch at the 
Grand’ Porto. 

Eougon went home looking very downcast, and "creeping 
along under the shadows of the houses. lie felt that Plassans 
was becoming hostile to him. He hoard his name bandied 
about amongst the groups, with expressions of anger and 
contempt. Ho walked upstairs, reeling and pi-rspiring. 
P61icit4 received him with speechless consternation. She, 
also, was beginning to despair. Their dreams wore being 
completely shattered. They stood silent, face to face, in the 
yellow drawing-room. The day was drawing to a close, a 
murky winter day which imparted a muddy tint to the 
orange-coloured wall-paper with its largo flower pattern; 
never had the room looked more faded, more mean, more 
shabby. And at this hour they were alone; they no longer 
had a crowd of courtiers congratulating them, as on the pre¬ 
vious evening. A single day had sufficed to topple them over, 
at the very moment when they were singing victory. If the 
situation did not change on the morrow their game would be 
lost. 

F41icit4 who, when gazing on the previous evening at 
the ruins of the yellow drawing-room, had thought of the 
plains of Austerlitz, now recalled the accursed field of Waterloo 
as she observed how mournful and deserted the place was. 
Then, as her husband said nothing, she mechanically went to 
the window—that window where,^he had inhaled with delight 
the incense of the eptire townr She perceived numerous 
groups below on the s?]uare, but she clesed the blinds upon 
seeing some heads turn towards their house, for sh6 feared 
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that she might bo hooted. She felt quite sure that tiiose 
people were speaking about them. 

Indeed, voices rose through the twilight. A lawyer was 
clahreu^dng in the tone of a triumphant pleader. ‘ That’s just 
what I said; the insurgents loft gf their own accord, and they 
won’t ask the permission of the forty-one to come back. The 
forty-one indeed ! a fine farce ! Why, I believe there were at 
least two hundred.’ 

‘ No, indeed,’ said a burly trader, an oil-dealer and a 
great politician, ‘ there were probably not oven ten. There 
was no fighting or else we should have seen some blood in the 
morning. I went to the town-hall myself to look ; the court¬ 
yard was as clean as my hand.’ 

Then .a workman, who stepped timidly up to the group, 
added; ‘ There was no need of any violence to seize the 
building ; the door wasn’t even shut.’ 

This remark was received with laughter, and the workman, 

, thus encouraged, continued : ‘ As for those Rougons, everybody 
knows that they are a bad lot.’ 

This insult pierced Felicite to the heart. The ingratitude 
of the people was heartrending to her, for she herself was at 
last beginning to believe in the mission of the Rougons. She 
called her husband. She wanted him to learn how fickle was 
the multitude. 

‘ It’s all of a piece with their mirror,’ continued the 
lawyer. ‘ What a fuss they made about that broken glass 1 
You know that Rougon is quite capable of having fired 
his gun at it just to make believe there had been a battle.’ 

Pierre restrained a cry of pain. What! they did not even 
believe in his mirror now 1 They would soon assert that ho 
had not heard a bullet whiz past his ear. The legend of the 
Rougons would be blotted out; nothing would remain of their 
glory. But his torture was not at an end yet. The groups 
manifested their hostility as heartily as they had displayed 
their approval on the previous evening. A retired hatter, an 
old man seventy years of age, whose factory had formerly 
been in the Faubourg, ferreted out the Rougons’ past history. 
He spoke vaguely, with the hesitation of a wandering memory, 
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abi»it tbe Fouques’ property, and Adelaide, and her amours 
with a smuggler. He said just enough to give a fresh start 
to the gossip. The tattlers drew closer together and such 
words as ‘rogues,’ ‘thieves,’ and ‘shameless ir.’rriguers,’ 
ascended to the shutter behind which Pierre and Felicitc 
were perspiring with fear and indignation. The people on 
the square even went so far as to pity Macquart. This was 
the final blow. On the previous day Hougon had been a 
Brutus, a stoic soul sacrificing his own affections to his 
country; now he was nothing but an ambitious villain, who 
felled bis brother to the ground and made use of him as a 
stepping-stone to fortune. 

‘ You hear, you hear them ? ’ Pierre murmured in a stifled 
voice. ‘ Ah ! the scoundrels, they are killing us; we shall 
never retrieve ourselves.’ 

Felicity, enraged, was beating a tattoo on the shutter with 
her impatient fingers. 

‘ Let them talk,’ she answered. ‘ If wo get the upper hand 
again they shall see what stuff I’m made of. I know where 
the blow comes from. The new town hates us.’ 

She guessed rightly. The sudden unpopularity of the 
Ilougons was the work of a group of lawyers who wore very 
much annoyed at the importance acquired by an old illiterate 
oil-dealer, whoso house had been on the verge of bankruptcy. 
The Saint-Marc quarter had shown no sign of life for the last 
two days. The inhabitants of the old quarter and the new 
town alone remained in presence, and tlie latter had taken 
advantage of the panic to injure the yellow drawing-room in 
the minds of the tradespeople and working-classes, Roudicr 
and Granoux were said to bo excellent men, honourable 
citizens, who had boon led away by the Rougons’ intrigues. 
Their eyes ought to be opened to it. Ought not Monsieur 
Isidore Granoux to be seated in the mayor’s arm-chair, in 
the place of that big portly beggar who had not a copper to 
bless himself with ? Thus launjihed, 1;ho emious folks began 
to reproach Rougon for all the acts of his administration, 
which only dated from the previoustevoning. He had no 
right to retain the services of tbe former MunicipaPCouncil; 
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he had been guilty of grave folly in ordering the gates t<f be 
closed; it was through his stupidity that five members of 
Commission had contracted inflammation of the lungs 
on the tfef'race of the Valqueyras mansion. There was no end 
to his faults. The Repirblicans -likewise raised their heads. 
They talked of the possibility of a sudden attack upon the 
town-hall by iho workmen of the Faubourg. The reaction 
was at its last gasp. 

Pierre, at this overthrow of all his hopes, began to wonder 
what support he might still rely on if occasion should require 
any, 

‘ Wasn’t Aristide to come hero this evening,’ he asked, ‘to 
make it up with us ? ’ 

‘ Yes,’'answered F61icit6. ‘He promised mo a good 
article. The “ Independant ” has not appeared yet-' 

But her husband interrupted her, crying; ‘ See I isn’t 
that he who is just coming out of the Sub-Prefecture ? ’ 

The old woman glanced in that direction. ‘ He’s got his 
arm in a sling again! ’ she cried. 

Aristide’s hand was indeed wrapped in the silk handker¬ 
chief once more. The Empire was breaking up, but the 
Republic was not yet triumphant, and he had judged it prudent 
to resume the part of a disabled man. He crossed the square 
stealthily, without raising his head. Then doubtless hearing 
some dangerous and compromising remarks among the groups 
of bystanders, he made all haste to turn the corner of the Rue 
de la Banno. 

‘ Bah ! he won’t come here,’ said F61ieit4 bitterly. ‘ It’s 
all up with us. Even our children forsake us! ’ 

She shut the window violently, in order that she might 
not see or hear anything more. When she had lit the lamp, 
she and her husband sat down to dinner, disheartened and 
without appetite, leaving most of their food on their plates. 
They only had a few hours left them to take a decisive 
step. It was absolutely indispensable that before daybreak 
Plassans should be at their feet beseeching forgiveness, or else 
they must entirely rOnounco the fortune which they had 
dreamed of. The total absence of any reliable news was the 
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Bole'causo of their anxious indecision. F61icit6, ■with her 
clear intellect, had quickly perceived this. If they had been 
able to learn the result of the Coup d’litat, they would citl^pf 
have faced it out and have still pursued their role of delk irers, 
or else have done what they could to efface aU recollection of 
their unlucky campaign. But they had no precise informa¬ 
tion ; they were losing their heads; the thought chat they were 
thus risking their fortune on a throw, in complete ignorance 
of what was happening, brought a cold perspiration to their 
brows. 

‘ And why the devil doesn’t Eugene write to me ? 
Rougon suddenly cried, in an outburst of despair, 6)rgetting 
that he was betraying the secret of his correspondence to 
his wife. 

But Felicitd pretended not to have heard. Her husband’s 
exclamation had profoundly affected her. Why, indeed, did 
not Eugene write to his father? After keeping him so 
accurately informed of the progress of the Bonapartist cause, 
he ought at least to have announced the triumph or defeat of 
Prince Louis. Mere prudence would have counselled the 
despatch of such information. If he remained silent, it must 
be that the victorious Republic had sent him to join the 
pretender in the dungeons of Vincennes. At this thought 
F^licite felt chilled to the marrow ; her son’s silence destroyed 
her last hopes. 

At that moment somebody brought up the ‘ Gazette,’ which 
had only just appeared. 

‘ Ah ! ’ said Pierre, with surprise. ‘ Vuillet has issued his 
paper!’ 

Thereupon he tore off the wrapper, read the leading article, 
and finished it looking as white as a sheet, and swaying on 
his chair, 

‘ Here, read,’ he resumed, handing the paper to Felicitd, 

It was a magnificent article, attacking the insurgents with 
unheard of violence. Never had so much stinging bitterness, 
so many falsehoods, such bigoted abuse flowed from pen before, 
Vuillet commenced by narrating the entry of the insurgents 
into Plassans. The description was a perfect masterpiece. 
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He spoke of ‘ those bandits, those villainous-looking counte¬ 
nances, that scum of the galleys,’ invading the town, ‘ intoxi- 
XajfOd with brandy, lust, and pillage.’ Then he exhibited 
them ‘ parading their cynicism in the streets, terrifying the 
inhabitants with their savage crimps and seeking only violence 
and murder.^. Further on, the scone at the town-hall and the 
arrest of thb authorities became a most horrible drama. 

‘ Then they seized the most respectable people by the throat; 
and the mayor, the bravo commander of the national guard, 
the postmaster, that kindly functionary, were—even like the 
Divinity—crowned with thorns by those wretches, who spat 
in their laces.’ The passage devoted to Hiette and her red 
pelisse was quite a flight of imagination. Vuillet had seen 
ten, twenty girls steeped in blood: ‘ And who,’ ho wrote, ‘ did 
not behold among those monsters some infamous creatures 
clothed in red, who must have bathed themselves in the blood 
of the martyrs murdered by the brigands along the high 
roads ? They wore brandishing banners, and openly receiving 
the vile caresses of the entire horde.’ And Vuillet added, 
with Biblical magniloquence, ‘ The Kepublic ever marches on 
amidst debauchery and murder.’ 

That, however, was only the first part of the article; the 
namitive being ended, the editor asked if the country would 
any longer tolerate ‘ the shamelessness of those wild boasts, 
who respected neither property nor persons.’ He made an 
appeal to all valorous citizens, declaring that to tolerate such 
things any longer would be to encourage them, and that the 
insurgents would then come and snatch ‘ the daughter from her 
mother’s arms, the wife from her husband’s embraces.’ And at 
last, after a pious sentence in which ho declared that Heaven 
willed the extermination of the wicked, ho concluded with 
this trumpet blast: ‘ It is asserted that these wretches are 
once more at our gates; well then lot each one of us take a 
gun and shoot them down like dogs. I for my part shall 
bo seen in the front rank^, happy to rid the earth of such 
vermin.’ 

This article, in rwhich periphrastic abuse was strung 
togethet with all the heaviness of touch which characterises 
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Frerch provincial journalism, quite terrified Eougon, who 
muttered, as F41icit6 replaced the ‘ Gazette ’ on the table: 

‘ Ah ! the wretch ! he is giving us the last blow; people will^ 
believe that I inspired this diatribe.’ 

‘But,’ his wife remarked, pensively, ‘did you hot this 
morning tell me that he absolutely refused to write against 
the Eepublicans ? The r.ews that circulated bad terrified him, 
and ho was as pale as death, you said.’ 

‘ Yes! yes! I can’t understand it at all. When I insisted, 
he went so far as to reproach me for not having killed all the 
insurgents. It was yesterday that he ought to have written 
that article; to-day he’ll get u,s all butchered I ’ 

Felicity was lost in amazement. What could have 
prompted Vuillet’s change of front? The idea- of that 
Avretched semi-sacristan carrying a musket and firing on the 
ramparts of Plassans seemed to her one of the most ridiculous 
things imaginable. There was certainly some determining 
cause underlying all this which escaped her. Only one thing 
seemed certain. Vuillot was too impudent in his abuse and 
too ready with his valour, for the insurrectionary band to bo 
really so near the town as some people asserted. 

‘He’s a spiteful telloAv, I always said so,’ Eougon re¬ 
sumed, after reading the article again. ‘ Ho has only been 
waiting for an opportunity to do us this injury. What a fool 
I was to leave him in charge of the post-olKco! ’ 

This last sentence proved a flash of light. I'elicite started 
up quickly, as though at some sudden thought. Then she 
put on a cap and threw a shawl over her shoulders. 

‘ Where are you going, pray ? ’ her husband asked her with 
surprise. ‘ It’s past nine o’clock.’ 

‘ You go to bed,’ she replied rather brusquely. ‘ You’re 
not well; go and rest yourself. Sleep on till I come back; 
I’ll wake you if necessary, and then we can talk the matter 
over.’ 

She went out with her usual nimble ^ait, ran to the post- 
office, and abruptly entered the room where Vuillet was still 
at work. On seeing her he made a hasty gesture of vexation. 

Never in his life had Vuillet felt so happy. Since»he had 
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been able to slip his little fingers into the mail-bag he^had 
enjoyed the most exquisite pleasure, the pleasure of an inqui- 
^sitive priest about to relish the confessions of his penitents. 
AlT^iihe sly blabbing, all the vague chatter of sacristies re¬ 
sounded’ in his ears. He poked his long, pale nose into the 
letters, gazed amorously at the superscriptions with his 
suspicious e^'os, sounded the envelopes just like little abbes 
sound the souls of maidens. He experienced endless enjoy¬ 
ment, was titillated by the most enticing temptation. The 
thousand secrets of Plassans lay there. He held in his hand 
the honour of women, the fortunes of men, and had only to 
break a'seal to know as much as the grand vicar at the 
cathedral who was the confidant of all the better people of 
the town. Vuillct was one of those terribly bitter, frigid 
gossips, who worm out everything, but never repeat what they 
hear, except by way of dealing somebody a mortal blow. He 
had, consequently, often longed to dip his arms into the pubUc 
letter-box. Binee the previous evening the private room at 
the post-office had become a big confessional full of darkness 
and mystery, in which he lasted exquisite rapture while 
sniffing at the letters which exhaled veiled longings and 
quivering avowals. Moreover, he carried on his work wdth 
consummate impudence. The crisis through which the 
country was passing secured him perfect impunity. If some 
letters should bo delayed, or others should miscarry altogether, 
it would be the fault of those villainous Republicans who were 
scouring the country and interrupting all communication. 
The closing of the town gates had for a moment vexed him, 
but he had come to an understanding with Eoudier, whereby 
the couriers were allowed to enter and bring the mails direct 
to him, without passing by the town-hall. 

As a matter of fact he had only opened a few letters, the 
important ones, those in which his keen scent divined 
some information which it would be useful for him to know 
before anybody else. -Then he contented himself by looking 
up in a drawer, for delivery subsequently, such letters as 
might give informatiQn and rob him of the merit of his valour 
at a time when the whole town was trembling with fear. This 
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pioii^ personage, In selecting the management of the post- 
office as his own share ol the spoils, had given proof of singular 
insight into the situail'. n, , 

When Madamo Hougon entered, he was taking his clioice 
of a heap of letters and papers, under the pretext, ho doubt, 
of classifying them. Ho rose, mth his humble smile, and 
offered her a seat; his reddened eyelids blinking rather un¬ 
easily. But F61icit6 did not sit down; she roughly exclaimed : 

‘ I want the letter.’ 

At this Vuillet’s eyes opened widely, with an expression of 
perfect innocence. 

‘ What letter, madame ? ’ he asked. 

‘The letter you received this morning for my husband. 
Come, Monsieur Vuillet, I’m in a hurry.’ 

And as he stammered that ho did not know, that he had 
not seen anything, that it was very strange, Felicite continued 
in a covertly threatening voice: ‘ A letter from Paris, from 
ray son Eugene; you know what I mean, don’t you? I’lJ.. 
look for it myself.’ 

Thereupon she stepped forward as if intending to exa¬ 
mine the various packets which littered the writing table. 
But he at once bestirred himself, and said he would go and 
see. The service was necessarily in great confusion! Perhaps, 
indeed, there might be a letter. In that case they would find 
it. But, as far as he was concerned, he swore he had not 
seen any. While he was speaking ho moved about the office 
turning over all the papers. Then ho opened the drawers 
and the portfoUos. Folicite waited, quite calm and collected. 

‘ Yes, indeed, you’re right, here’s a letter for you,’ he cried 
at last, as he took a few papers from a portfolio. Ah 1 those 
confounded clerks, they take advantage of the situation to do 
nothing in the proper way.’ 

Folicite took the letter and examined the seal attentively, 
apparently quite regardless of the fact that such scrutiny 
might wound Vuillet’s susceptibilities. * She clearly perceived 
that the envelope must have been opened; the bookseller, in 
his unskilful way, had used some sealing wax of a darker 
colour to secure it again. She took care to open the envelope 
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in such a manner as to preserve the seal intact, so th/t it 
might serve as proof of this. Then she read the note, 
^ug^ne briefly announced the complete success of the Coup 
d’^Jttit. Paris was subdued, the provinces generally speaking 
remained quiet, and he counselled his parents to maintain a 
very firm attitude in face of the partial insurreetioir which was 
disturbing thb South. In conclusion he told them that the 
foundation of their fortune was laid, if they did not weaken. 

Madame Eougon put the letter in her pocket, and sat 
down slowly, looking into Vuillet’s face. The latter had 
resumed his sorting in a feverish manner, as though ho were 
very busy=.‘ 

‘ Listen to me. Monsieur Vuillot,’ she said to him. And 
when ho had raised his head: ‘ let us play our cards openly; 
you do wrong to betray us; some misfortune may befall you. 
If, instead of unsealing our letters-’ 

At this he protested, and feigned great indignation. But 
she calmly continued: ‘ I know, I know your school, you 
never confess. Come, don’t let us waste any more words, 
what interest have you in favouring the Coup d’Ktat 1 ’ 

And, as he continued to assert his perfect honesty, she at 
last lost patience. ‘ You take mo for a fool! ’ she cried. ‘ I’ve 
read your article. Y^ou would do much better to act in concert 
with us.’ 

Thereupon, without avowing anything, he flatly admitted 
that he wished to have the custom of the college. Formerly 
it was ho who had supplied that establishment with school 
books. But it had become known that he sold objectionable 
literature clandestinely to the pupils; for which reason, indeed, 
he had almost been prosecuted at the Correctional Police 
Court. Since then he had jealously longed to be received 
back into the good graces of the directors. 

Felicito was surprised at the modesty of his ambition, and 
told him so. To open letters and risk the galleys just for the 
sake of selling a few dictionaries and grammars! 

‘ Eh ! ’ he exclaimed in a shrill voice, ‘ it’s an assured sale 
of four or five thousand francs a year. I don’t aspire to im¬ 
possibilities like some people.’ 
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^Iie did not take any notice of his last taunting words. 
No more was said about his opening the letters. A treaty of 
alliance was concluded, by which Vuillet engaged that hg^ 
would not circulate any news or take any step in advance, on 
condition that the Eougons sJ.>ould secure him the custom of 
the college. As she was leaving, Fclioit6 advise^Tiim not to 
compromise himself any further. It would be sufficient for 
him to detain the letters and distribute them only on the 
second day. 

‘What a knave,’ she muttered, when she reached the 
street, forgetting that she herself had just laid an interdict 
upon the mail. , * 

She went home slowly, wrapped in thought. She even 
went out of her way, passing along the Oours Sauvairc, as if 
to gain time and ease for reflection before going in. Under 
the trees of the promenade she met Monsieur de Carnavant, 
who was taking advantage of the darkness to ferret about the 
town without compromising himself. The clergy of Plassans, 
to whom all energetic action was distasteful, had, since the 
announcement of the Coup d’etat, preserved absolute neu¬ 
trality. In the priests’ opinion the Empire was virtually 
established, and they awaited an opportunity to resume in 
some now direction their secular intrigues. The marquis, 
who had now become a useless agent, remained only inquisi¬ 
tive on one point —he wished to know how the turmoil would 
finish, and in what manner the Rougons would play their role 
to the end. 

‘ Oh! it’s you, little one! ’ he exclaimed, as soon as he 
recognised Felicite. ‘ I wanted to see you; your affairs are 
getting muddled! ’ 

‘ Oh, no; everything is going on all right,’ she replied, in 
an absent-minded way. 

‘ So much the better. You’ll tell me all about it, won’t 
you ? Ah 1 I must confess that I gave your husband and his 
colleagues a terrible fright the othgr ni^t. You should have 
seen how comical they looked on the terrace, while 1 was 
pointing out a band of insurgents in evqpy cluster of trees in 
the valley! You forgive me ? ’ 

u 
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‘ I’m much obliged to you,’ said F61icit6 quickly. ‘/You 
should have made them die of fright. My husband is a big 
sly-boots. Come and see mo some morning, when I am 
alone. 

Then she turned away, as tjiough this meeting with the 
marquis hacK.determined her. From head to foot the whole 
of her little person betokened implacable resolution. At last 
she was going to revenge herself on Pierre for his potty mys¬ 
teries, have him under her heel, and secure, once for all, her 
omnipotence at home. There would be a fine scene, quite a 
comedy, indeed, the points of which she was already enjoying 
in anticipation, while she worked out her plan with all the 
spitefulness of an injured woman. 

She found Pierre in bed, sleeping heavily; she brought the 
candle near him for an instant, and gazed, with an air of com¬ 
passion, at his big face, across which slight twitches occa¬ 
sionally passed; then she sat down at the head of the bed, 
"took off her cap, let her hair fall loose, assumed the appear¬ 
ance of one in despair, and began to sob quite loudly. 

‘ Hallo ! what’s the matter ? What are you crying for ? ’ 
asked Pierre, suddenly awaking. 

She did not reply, but cried more bitterly. 

‘Come,come,do answer,’ continued her husband,frightened 
by this mute despair. ‘ Where have you been ? Have you 
seen the insurgents ? ’ 

She shook her head; then, in a faint .voice, she said: ‘ I’ve 
just come from the Valqueyras mansion. I wanted to ask 
Monsieur de Carnavant’s advice. Ah ! my dear, all is lost.’ 

Pierre sat up in bed, very pale. His bull neck, which his 
unbuttoned night-shirt exposed to view, all his soft, flabby 
flesh seemed to swell with terror. At last he sank back, pale 
and tearful, looking like some grotesque Chinese figure in the 
middle of the untidy bed. 

‘ The marquis,’ continued Fdlicite, ‘ thinks that Prince 
Louis has succumbed.*’ We, are ruined ; we shall never get a 
sou.’ 

Thereupon, as often happens with cowards, Pierre flew into 
a passion. It was the marquis’s fault, it was his wife’s fault, 
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the iftult of all his family. JIad he ever thought of politics 
at all, until Monsieur de Carnavant and F61icit6 had driven 
him to that tomfoolery ? 

‘ I wash my hands of it altogether,’ he cried. ‘ It’s you 
two who are responsible for +his blundei. Wasn’t it better to 
go on living on our little savings in peace and q'. i'jiness ? But 
then, you were always determined to have your own way! 
You see what it has brought us to.’ 

He was losing his head completely, and forgot that he had 
shoTO himself as eager as his wife. However, his only desire 
now was to vent his anger, by lavinc: the blame of his ruin 
upon others. 

‘ And, moreover,’ he continued, ‘ could we ever have suc¬ 
ceeded with children like ours? Eugene abandons us just 
at the critical moment; Aristide has dragged us through the 
mire, and oven that big simpleton Pascal is compromising us 
by his philanthropic practising among the insurgents. And 
to think that we brought ourselves to poverty simply to give 
them a university education ! ’ 

Then, as he drew breath, Folicitc said to him softly: ‘ You 
are forgetting Macquart.’ 

‘ Ah! yes; I was forgetting him,’ he resumed more 
violently than ever ; ‘ there’s another whom I can’t think of 
without losing all patience 1 But that’s not all; you know little 
Silvere. Well, I saw him at my mother’s the other evening 
with his hands covered with blood. He has put some gen¬ 
darme’s eye out. I did not tell you of it, as I didn’t want to 
frighten you. But you’ll see one of my nephews in the Assine 
Court. Ah! what a family I As for Macquart, ho has 
annoyed us to such an extent that I felt inclined to break his 
head for him the other day when I had a gun in my hand. 
Yes, I had a mind to do it.’ 

Felicite let the storm pass over. She had received her 
husband’s reproaches with angelic sweetness, bowing her head 
like a culprit, whereby she was alie to smile in her sleeve. 
Her demeanour provoked and maddened Pierre. When speech 
failed the poor man, she heaved deep sighs, feigning repent¬ 
ance ; and then she repeated, in a disconsolate voice: ‘"What- 

V 2 
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ever shall wo do ! whatever shall we do ! We are overhead 

and ears in debt.’ 

» ‘ It’s your fault! ’ Pierre cried, with all his remaining 
strength.^ 

The EtiUgons, in fact, owed mpney on every side. The hope 
of approach^pg success had made them forget all prudence. 
Since the beginning of 1851 they had gone so far as to enter¬ 
tain the frequenters of the yellow drawing-room every evening 
with syrup and punch, and cakes—providing, in fact, complete 
collations, at which they one and all drank to the death of the 
Republic. Besides this, Pierre had placed a quarter of his 
capital at' the disposal of the reactionary party, as a contribu¬ 
tion towards the purchase of guns and cartridges. 

‘ 'The • pastry-cook’s bill amounts to at least a thousand 
francs,’ Pclicite resumed, in her sweetest tone, ‘ and wo pro¬ 
bably owe twice as much to the liqueur-dealer. Then there’s 
the butcher, the baker, the greengrocer-’ 

Pierre was in agony. And I’clicito struck him a final blow 
by adding: ‘ I say nothing of the ten thousand francs you 
gave for the guns.’ 

‘I, I! ’ he faltered, ‘ but I was deceived, I was robbed! 
It was that idiot Sicardot who let me in for that by swearing 
that the Napolconists would be triumphant. I thought I was 
only making an advance. But the old dolt will have to repay 
me my money.’ 

‘ Ah ! you won’t get anything back,’ said his wife, shrug¬ 
ging her shoulders. ‘ We shall suffer the fate of war. When 
we have paid off everything, we sha’n’t even have enough to 
buy dry bread with. Ah! it’s been a fine campaign. We 
can now go and live in some hovel in the old quarter.’ 

This last phrase had a most lugubrious sound. It seemed 
like the knell of their existence. Pierre pictured the hovel in 
the old quarter, which had just been mentioned by Felicite. 
’Twas there, then, that he would die on a pallet, after striving 
all his life for theenjbymept of ease and luxury. In vain had 
he robbed his mother, steeped his hands in the foulest intrigues, 
and lied arid lied for ipany a long year. The Empire would not 
pay his" debts—that Empire which alone could save him. He 
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jumped out of bed in liis night-shirt, crying : ‘ No ; I’ll take 
my gun ; I would rather lot the insurgents kill me.’ 

* Well 1 ’ F61icit6 rejoined, with great composure, ‘ you can 
have that done to-morrow or the day after; the B.-puhlicans 
are not far off. And that way •will do as well a' another to 
make an end of matters.’ 

Pierre shuddered. It seemed as if some one had suddenly 
poured a large pail of cold water over his shoulders. He 
slowly got into bed again, and when he was warmly wrapped 
up in the sheets, he began to cry. This fat fellow easily 
burst into tears—gently flowing, inexhaustible tcai's—which 
streamed from his eyes without an effort. A terrible reaction 
was now going on within, him. After his wrath he became 
as weak as a child. Fclicit6, who had been waiting for this 
crisis, was delighted to see him so spiritless, so resourceless, 
and so humbled before her. She still preserved silence, and 
an appearance of distressed humility. After a long pause, 
her seeming resignation, her mute dejection, irritated Pierre’s 
nerves. 

‘ But do say something! ’ he implored; ‘ lot us think 
matters over together. Is there really no hope left us ? ’ 

‘ None, you know very well,’ she replied; ‘ you ex¬ 

plained the situation yourself just now ; we have no help to 
expect from anyone ; oven our children have betrayed us.’ 

‘Let us flee, then. Shall we leave Plassans to-night— 
immediately ? ’ 

‘ Flee ! why, my dear, to-morrow wo should be the talk of 
the whole town. Don’t you remember, too, that you have 
had the gates closed ? ’ 

A violent struggle was going on in Pierre's mind, which ho 
exerted to the utmost in seeking for some solution ; at last, as 
though he felt vanquished, ho murmured, in supplicating 
tones; ‘ I beseech you, do try to think of something; you 
haven’t said anything yet.’ 

Fclicitd raised her head, foigfflng .surprise; and with a 
gesture of complete poworlessness she said : ‘ I am a fool in 
these matters. I don’t understand anything about politics, 
you’ve told me so a hundred times,’ 
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And then, as her embarrassed hirsband held his tcflgue 
. and lowered his eyes, she continued slowly, but not reproach¬ 
fully : ‘ You have not kept me informed of your affairs, have 
you? I know nothing at all about them, I can’t even give you 
any advice.'y^ It was quite right of you, though; women chatter 
sometimes, and it is a thousand times better for the men to 
steer the ship alone.’ 

She said this with such refined irony that her husband 
did not detect that she was deriding him. He simply felt 
profound remorse. And, all of a sudden, he burst out into a 
confession. He spoke of Engine’s letters, explained his plans, 
his conduct, with all the loquacity of a man who is relieving 
his conscience and imploring a saviour. At every moment ho 
broke off to ask: ‘ What would you have done in my place ? ’ 
or else ho cried, ‘ Isn’t that so ? I was right, I could not act 
otherwise.’ But Felicite did not oven deign to make a sign. 
^>he listened with all the frigid reserve of a judge. In reality 
slio was tasting the most exquisite pleasure; she had got that 
sly-boots fast at last; she played with him like a oat playing 
with a ball of paper; and ho virtually held out his hands to 
be manacled by her. 

‘ But wait,’ he said hastily, jumping out of bed, ‘ I’ll 
give you Eugene’s correspondence to read. You can judge 
the situation better then.’ 

She vainly tried to hold him back by his night-shirt. He 
spread out the letters on the table by the bed-side, and then 
got into bed again, and read whole pages of them, and com¬ 
pelled her to go through theiii herself. She suppressed a 
smile, and began to feel some pity for the poor man. 

‘Well,’ he said anxiously, when he had finished, ‘now 
you know everything. Do you see any moans of saving us 
from ruin ? ’ 

She still gave no answer. She appeared to be pondering 
deeply. 

‘ You arc an intelligenf'woman,’ he continued, in order to 
flatter her, •‘ I did wrong in keeping any secret from you; I see 
it now.’,, 

‘ Let us say nothing more 'about that,’ she replied. ‘ In 
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my Upinion, if you had enough courage-' And as he looked 

at her eagerly, she broke off and said, with a smile: ‘ But 
you promise not to distrust me any more ? You will tell 
me everything, eh ? You will do nothing without nsulting 
me ? ’ 

He swore, and accepted the most rigid condi'ions. F61icit6 
then got into bed; and in a whisper, as if she feared some¬ 
body might hear them, she explained at length her plan of 
campaign. In her opinion the town must be allowed to fall 
into still greater panic, while Pierre was to maintain an heroic 
demeanour in the midst of the terrified inhabitants.^ A secret 
presentiment, she said, warned her that the insurgents were 
still at a distance. Moreover, the party of order would sooner 
or later carry the day, and the Bougons would be rewarded. 
After the r6le of deliverer, that of martyr was not to bo 
despised. And she argued so well, and spoke with so much 
conviction, that her husband, surprised at first by the simplicity 
of her plan, which consisted in facing it out, at last detected 
in it a marvellous tactical scheme, and promised to conform to 
it with the greatest possible courage. 

‘ And don’t forget that it is I who am saving you,’ the old 
woman murmured in a coaxing tone. ‘Will you be nice 
to me ? ’ 

They kissed each other and said good-night. But neither 
of them slept; after a quarter of an hour had gone by, Pierre, 
who had been gazing at the round reflection of the night- 
lamp on the ceiling, turned, and in a faint whisper told his 
wife of an idea that had just occurred to him. 

‘ Oh! no, no,’ F^licitc murmured, with a shudder. ‘ That 
would be too cruel.’ 

‘ Well,’ he resumed, ‘ but you want to spread consternation 
among the inhabitants ! They would take me seriously, if 
what I told you should occur.’ Then perfecting his scheme, 
he cried: ‘Wo might employ Macquf,rt. That would be^a 
means of getting rid of him.’ 

Felicito seemed to be struck with this idea. She reflected, 
seemed to hesitate, and then, in a distressful tone faltered : 
‘ Perhaps you are right. We must see, After all, we 8hbul4 
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be very stupid if we were over-scrupulous, for it’s a matfer of 
life and death to us. Let me do it. I’ll see Macquart to¬ 
morrow, and ascertain if we can come to an understanding 
with himn. You would only wrangle and spoil all. Good¬ 
night ; sleep^well, my poor dear.’ Our troubles will soon be 
ended, you’ll see.’ 

They again kissed each other and fell asleep. The patch 
of light on the coiling now seemed to bo assuming the shape 
of a terrified eye, that stared wildly and fixedly upon the pale, 
slumbering couple who reeked with crime beneath their very 
sheets, aiyl dreamt they could see a rain of blood falling in 
big drops which turned into golden coins as they plashed upon 
the floor. 

On the morrow, before daylight, Fdlicitd repaired to the 
town-hall, armed with instructions from Pierre to seek an 
interview -with Macquart. She took her husband’s national 
^uard uniform with her, wrapped in a cloth. There were 
only a few men fast asleep in the guard-house. The door¬ 
keeper, who was entrusted wnth the duty of supplying 
Macquart with food, went upstairs with her to open the door 
of the dressing-room, which had been turned into a cell. 
Then quietly he came down again. 

Macquart had now been kept in the room for two days 
and two nights. He had had time to indulge in lengthy 
reflections. After his sleep, his first hours had been given up 
to outbursts of impotent rage. Goaded by the idea that his 
brother was lording it in the adjoining room, he had felt a 
great longing to break the door open. At all events ho would 
strangle Rougon with his own hands, as soon as the insurgents 
should return and release him. But, in the evening, at 
twilight, he calmed down, and gave over striding furiously 
round the little room. He inhaled a sweet odour there; a 
feeling of comfort relaxed his nerves. Monsieur Gar$onnct, 
who was very rich, re(ined, and vain, had caused this little 
room to be arranged in a vi-ty elegant fashion ; the sofa was 
soft and warm; scents, pomades, and soaps adorned the 
marble washstand, and the pale light fell from the ceiling 
with a soft glow, like the gleams of a lamp suspended in an 
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alctfle. Macquart, amidst this perfumed soporific atmosphere 
fell asleep, thinking that those scoundrels, the rich, ‘ were^ 
very fortunate, all the same.’ He had covered himself with 
a blanket which had been given to him, and with his head 
and back and arms reposing on the cushions, i' j stretched 
himself out on the couch until morning. Y/hen he opened 
his eyes, a ray of sunshine was gliding through the opening 
above. Still he did not leave the sofa. He felt warm, and 
lay thinking as ho gazed around him. He bethought himself 
that he would never again have such a place to wash in. The 
washstand particularly interested him. It was by^no means 
hard, he thought, to keep oneself spruce when one had so 
many little pots and phials at one’s disposal. Thi':; made him 
think bitterly of his own life of privation. The idea occurred 
to him that perhaps he had been on the wrong track. There 
is nothing to bo gained by associating with beggars. He 
ought not to have played the scamp; he should have acted in 
concert with the Rougons. 

Then, however, he rejected this idea. The Rougons were 
villains who had robbed him. But the warmth and soft¬ 
ness of the sofa, continued to work upon his feelings, and 
fill him with vague regrets. After all, the insurgents were 
abandoning him, and allowing themselves to be beaten like 
idiots. Eventually ho came to the conclusion that the 
Republic was mere dupery. Those Rougons were lucky! 
And he recalled his own bootless wickedness and underhand 
intrigues. Not one member of the family had ever been on 
his side; neither Aristide, nor Silvore’s brother, nor Silvero 
himself, who was a fool to grow so enthusiastic about the 
Republic and would never do any good for himself. Then 
Macquart reflected that his wife was dead, that his children 
had left him, and that he would die alone, like a dog in some 
wretched corner, without a copper to bless himself with. 
Decidedly, he ought to have sold himsglf to the reactionary 
party. Pondering in this fashioEj^he eyed the washstand, 
feeling a strong inclination to go and wash his hands with a 
certain powder soap which he saw in a glass jar. ^,ike all 
lazy fellows who live upon their wives or children, he had 
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foppish tastes. Although he wore patched trousers, he^ked 
to inundate himself with aromatic oil. He spent hours with 
bis barber, who talked politics, and brushed his hair for him 
between t^eir discussions. So, at last, the temptation became 
too strong,'>ud Macquart installed himself before the wash- 
stand. He washed his hands and face, dressed his hair, 
perfumed himself, in fact went through a complete toilet. 
He made use in turn of all the bottles, all the various soaps 
and powders; but his greatest pleasure was to dry his hands 
with the mayor’s towels, which were so soft and thick. He 
buried his wet face in them, and inhaled, with delight, all 
the odour of wealth. Then, having pomaded himself, and 
smelling sweetly from head to foot, he once more stretched 
himself oh the sofa, feeling quite youthful again, and disposed 
to the most conciliatory thoughts. He felt yet greater con¬ 
tempt for the Kepublic since he had dipped his nose into 
Monsieur Gar^onnet’s phials. The idea occurred to him that 
there was, perhaps, still time for him to make peace with his 
brother. He wondered what he might well ask in return for 
playing the traitor. His rancour against the Rougons still 
gnawed at his heart; but he was in one of those moods when, 
lying on one’s back in silence, one is apt to admit stern facts, 
and scold oneself for neglecting to feather a comfortable nest 
in which one may wallow in slothful ease, even at the cost of 
relinquishing one’s most cherished animosities. Towards 
evening Antoine determined to send for his brother on the 
following day. But when, in the morning, he saw F61icit6 
enter the room he understood that his aid was wanted, so he 
remained on his guard. 

The negotiations were long and full of pitfalls, being con¬ 
ducted on either side with infinite skill. At first they both 
indulged in vague complaints, then Felicity, who was surprised 
to find Macquart almost polite, after the violent manner in 
which he had behaved at her house on the Sunday evening, 
assumed a tone of gentle faproach. She deplored the hatred 
which severed their families. But, in truth, he had so 
calumniated his brother, and manifested such bitter animosity 
towards him, that he had made poor Rougon quite lose his head. 

‘ But, dash it, my brother has never behaved like a brothey 
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to mt%’ Macquart replied, with restrained violence. ‘ Has he 
ever given mo any assistance ? He would have let me die in 
my hovel 1 When he behaved differently towards me—you 
remember, at the time ho gave me two hundred francs—I am 
sure no one can reproach ms with having said a Hnglo un¬ 
pleasant word about him. I said everywhere bhat he was a 
very good-hearted fellow.’ 

This clearly signified: ‘ If you had continued to supply 
mo with money, I should have been very pleasant towards 
you, and would have helped you, instead of fighting against 
you. It’s your own fault. You ought to have bought me.’ 

F41icite understood this so*well tliat she replied: ‘ I know 
you have accused us of being hard upon you, because you 
imagine we are in comfortable circumstances; but you aro 
mistaken, my dear brother: we aro poor people; wo have 
never been able to act towards you as our hearts would have 
desired.’ She hesitated a moment, and then continued : ‘ If 
it wore absolutely necessary in some serious contingency, wo 
might perhaps be able to make a sacrifice ; but, truly, we are 
very poor, very poor! ’ 

Macquart pricked up his ears. ‘ I have them! ’ he 
thought. Then, without appearing to understand his sister- 
in-law’s indirect ofl'er, he detailed the wretchedness of his 
life in a doleful manner, and spoke of his wife’s death and 
his children’s flight. Felicit6, on her side, referred to the 
crisis through which the country was passing, and declared 
that the Republic had completely ruined them. Then from 
word to word she began to bemoan the exigencies of a situa¬ 
tion which compelled one brother to imprison another. How 
their hearts would bleed if justice refused to release its prey ! 
And finally she let slip the word ‘ galleys I ’ 

‘ Bah ! I defy you,’ said Macquart calmly. 

But she hastily exclaimed: ‘ Oh I I would rather redeem 
the honour of the family with my own Jilood. I tell you all 
this to show you that we shall swt abandon you. I have 
come to give you the means of effecting your escape, my dear 
Antoine.’ 

They gazed at each other for a moment, sounding each 
other with a look, before engaging in the contest. 
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‘ Unconditionally ? ’ he asked, at length. 

‘ Without any condition,’ she replied. 

Then she sat down beside him on the sofa, and continued, 
in a determined voice : ‘ And even, before crossing the fron¬ 
tier, if yoiawant to earn a thousand-franc note, I can put you 
in the way of doing so.’ 

There was another pause. 

‘ If it’s all above board I shall have no objection,’ Antoine 
muttered, apparently reflecting. ‘ You know I don’t want to 
mix myself up with your underhand dealings.’ 

‘ But there are no underhand dealings about it,’ F61icit6 
resumed, smiling at the old rascal’s scruples. ‘ Nothing can 
be more simple: you will presently leave this room, and go 
and conceal yourself in your mother’s house, and this evening 
you can assemble your friends and come and seize the town- 
hall again.’ 

Macquart could not conceal his extreme surprise. lie did 
hot understand it at all. 

‘ I thought,’ he said, ‘ that you were victorious.’ 

‘ Oh 11 haven’t got time now to tell you all about it,’ the 
old woman replied, somewhat impatiently. ‘ Do you accept or 
not ? ’ 

‘ Well, no; I don’t accept—I want to think it over. It 
would be very stupid of me to risk a possible fortune for a 
thousand francs.’ 

Felicite rose. ‘ Just as you like, my dear fellow,’ she said, 
coldly. ‘ You don’t seem to realise the position you are in. 
You came to my house and treated mo as though I were a 
mere outcast; and then, when I am kind enough to hold out 
a hand to you in the hole into which you have stupidly let 
yourself fall, you stand on ceremony, and refuse to be rescued. 
Well, then, stay here, wait till the authorities come back. As 
for me, I wash my hands of the whole business.’ 

With these words she reached the door. 

‘But give me some explanations,’ he implored. ‘ I can’t 
strike a bargain with you in perfect ignorance of everything. 
For two days past I have been quite in the dark as to what’s 
going on. How do I know that you are not cheating me ? ’ 



THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS 301 

‘ ^ah! you’re a simpleton,’ replied^ F61icitc, who had 
retraced her steps at Antoine’s doleful appeal. ‘ You are very 
foolish not to trust yourself implicitly to us. A thousand 
francs! that’s a fine sum, a sum that one would only risk in a 
winning cause. I advise you to accept.’ 

He still hesitated. 

‘ But when we want to seize this place, shall we be allowed 
to enter quietly ? ’ 

‘ Ah I I don’t know,’ she said, with a smile. ‘ There will 
perhaps be a shot or two fired.’ 

He looked at her fixedly. 

‘ Well, but I say, little waman,’ he resumed in a hoarse 
voice, ‘ you don’t intend, do you, to have a bullet lodged in 
my head ? ’ 

Fclicite blushed. She was, in fact, just thinking that they 
would be rendered a great service, if, during the attack on th e 
town-hall, a bullet should rid them of Antoine. It would bo 
a gain of a thousand francs, besides all the rest. So sh8 
muttered with irritation: ‘ What an idea! Keally, it’s 
abominable to think such things! ’ 

Then, suddenly calming down, she added; 

‘ Do you accept ? Y^ou understand now, don’t you ? ’ 

Macquart had understood perfectly. It was an ambush that 
they were proposing to him. He did not perceive the reasons 
or the consequences of it, and this was what induced him to 
haggle. After speaking of the Republic as though it were a mis¬ 
tress whom, to his great grief, he could no longer love, he re¬ 
capitulated the risks which he would have to run, and finished 
by asking for two thousand francs. But Felicite abided by her 
original offer. They debated the matter until she promised 
to procure him, on his return to France, some post in which 
he would have nothing to do, and which would pay him well. 
The bargain was then concluded. She made him don the 
uniform she had brought with her. He was to betake himself 
quietly to aunt Dide’s, and aftei^yar^s, towards midnight, 
assemble all the Republicans he could in the neighbourhood of 
the town-hall, telling them that the municipal offices were 
unguarded, and that they had only to push open &e door 
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to take possession ot them. Antoine then asked for tamest 
money, and received two hundred francs. Felioite undertook' 
to pay him the remaining eight hundred on the following 
day. The Eougons were risking the last sous they had at 
their disposal. 

When F41icit6 had gone downstairs, she remained on the 
square for a moment to watch Macquart go out. He passed 
the guard-house, quietly blowing his nose. He had previously 
broken (he skylight in the dressing-room, to make it appear 
that he had escaped that way. 

‘ It’s all arranged,’ Felicito said to her husband, when she 
returned home. ‘ It will be at<midnight. It doesn’t matter 
to me at all now. I should like to see them all shot. How 
they slandered us yesterday in the street 1 ’ 

‘ It was rather silly of you to hesitate,’ replied Pierre, 
who was shaving. ‘ Every one would do the same in our place.’ 

That morning—it was a Wednesday—he was particularly 
careful about his toilet. His wife combed his hair and tied 
his cravat, turning him about like a child going to a distribu¬ 
tion of prizes. And when he was ready, she examined him, 
declared that ho looked very nice, and that he would make a 
very good ligurc in the midst of the serious events that were 
preparing. His big pale face wore an expression of grave 
dignity and heroic determination. She accompanied him to 
the first landing, giving him her last advice : he was not 
to depart in any way from his courageous demeanour, how¬ 
ever great the panic might be; he was to have the gates 
closed more hermetically than ever, and leave the town in 
agonies of terror within its ramparts; it would be all the 
better if he were to appear the only one willing to die for the 
cause of order. 

What a day it was I The Eougons still speak of it as 
of a glorious and decisive battle. Pierre went straight to 
the town-hall, heedleeifi of the looks or words that greeted 
him on his way. He instelled himself there in magisterial 
fashion, like a man who did not intend to quit the place, 
whatever might happen. And he simply sent a note to 
Eoudier, to advise him that he was resuming authority.’ 
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‘ I^ep watcli at the gates,’ he added, knowing that these 
lines might become public; ‘ I myself will watch over the 
town and ensure the security of life and property. It, is at 
the moment when evil passions reappear and threaten to 
prevail that good citizens sjiould endeavour to s ,ifle them, 
even at the peril of their lives.’ The style, and the very 
errors in spelling, made this note—the brevity of which 
suggested the laconic stylo of the ancients—appear all the 
more heroic. Not one of the gentlemen of the Provisional 
Commission, put in an appearance. The last two who had 
hitherto remained faithful, and Granoux himself, even, 
prudently stopped at home. .Thus Eougon was the only 
member of the Commission who remained at his poot. in his 
presidential arm-chair, all the others having vanished as the 
panic increased. He did not even deign to issue an order 
summoning them to attend. He was there, and that sufficed. 
A sublime spectacle, which a local journal depicted later on in 
a sentence : ‘ Courage giving the hand to duty.’ 

During the Avhole morning Pierre was seen animating 
the town-hall with his goings and comings. He was absolutely 
alone in the large, empty building, whose lofty halls re¬ 
echoed with the noise of his heels. All the doors were left 
open. He made an ostentatious show of his presidency over 
a non-existent council in the midst of this desert, and ap¬ 
peared so deeply impressed with the responsibility of his 
mission that the doorkeeper, meeting him two or three times 
in the passages, bowed to him with an air of mingled surprise 
and respect. He was seen, too, at every window, and, in spite 
of the bitter cold, he appeared several times on the balcony 
with bundles of papers in his hand, like a busy man attend¬ 
ing to important despatches. 

Then, towards noon, he passed through the town and 
visited the guard-houses, speaking of a possible attack, and 
letting it be understood, that the insurgents were not far off; 
but he relied, he said, on the courage of the brave national 
guards. If necessary they must be ready to die to the Istst 
man for the defence of the good cause. • When he returned 
from this round, slowly and solemnly, after the manner of a 
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hero who has set tlie afifairs of his country in order, ai^il now 
only awaits death, ho observed signs of perfect stupor along 
his path; the people promenading in the Cours, the in¬ 
corrigible little householders, whom no catastrophe would 
have prevented from coming at certain hours to bask in the 
sun, looked at him with amazement, as if they did not re¬ 
cognize him, and could not believe that one of their own set, a 
former oil-dealer, should have the boldness to face a whole army. 

In the town the anxiety was at its height. The insurrec¬ 
tionists were expected every moment. The rumour of Mac- 
quart’s escape was commented upon in a most alarming 
manner. It was asserted thsjt he had been rescued by his 
friends, the Eeds, and that he was only waiting for night¬ 
time in order to fall upon the inhabitants and set fire to the 
four corners of the town. Plassans, closed in and terror- 
stricken, gnawing at its own vitals within its prison-like walls, 
no longer knew what to imagine in order to frighten itself. 
The Eepublieans, in the face of Rougon’s bold demeanour, 
felt for a moment distrustful. As for the new town—the 
lawyers and retired tradespeople who had denounced the 
yellow drawing-room on the previous evening—they were so 
surprised that they dared not again openly attack such a 
valiant man. They contented themselves with saying ‘ It was 
madness to brave victorious insurgents like that, and such 
useless heroism would bring the greatest misfortunes upon 
Plassans.’ Then, at aboiit three o’clock, they organised a 
deputation. Pierre, though he was burning with desire to 
make a display of his devotion before his fellow-citizens, 
had not ventured to reckon upon such a fine opportunity. 

He spoke sublimely. It was in the mayor’s private room 
that the president of the Provisional Commission received the 
deputation from the new town. The gentlemen of the depu¬ 
tation, after paying homage to his patriotism, besought him 
to forego all resistance. But he, in a loud voice, talked of 
duty, of his country, of .order, of liberty, and various other 
things. Moreover, ho did not wish to compel any one to 
imitate him; he wqs simply discharging a duty which his 
conscience and his heart dictated to him. 



THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS 


30s 


‘ You see, gentlemen, I am alone,’ he*said in conclusion. 
‘ I win take all the responsibility, so that nobody but myself 
may be compromised. And if a victim is required I willingly 
offer myself; I wish to sacrifice my own life for the safety of 
the inhabitants.’ ^ 

A notary, the wiseacre of the party, remarked that be was 
running to certain death. 

‘ I know it,’ he resumed solemnly. ‘ I am prepared ! ’ 

The gentlemen looked at each other. Those words ‘ I 
am prepared ! ’ filled them with admiration. Decidedly this 
man was a bravo fellow. The notary implored him to call 
in the aid of the gendarmesbut he replied that*the blood 
of those brave soldiers was precious, and he would not have 
it shed, except in the last extremity. The deputation slowly 
withdrew, feeling deeply moved. An hour afterwards, 
Plassans was speaking of Eougon as of a hero; the most 
cowardly called him ‘ an old fool.’ 

Towards evening, Eougon was much surprised to sc» 
Granoux hasten to him. The old almond-dealer threw him¬ 
self in his arms, calling him ‘ great man,’ and declaring that 
he would die with him. The words ‘ I am prepared! ’ which 
had just been reported to him by his maid-servant, who had 
heard it at the greengrocer’s, had made him quite enthusiastic. 
There was charming naivetd in the nature of this grotesque, 
timorous old man. Pierre kept him with him, thinking that 
he would not be of much consequence. He was even touched 
by the poor fellow’s devotion, and resolved to have him 
publicly complimented by the prefect, in order to rouse the 
envy of the other citizens who had so cowardly abandoned 
him. And so both of them awaited the night in the deserted 
building. 

At the same time Aristide was striding about at home in 
an uneasy manner. Vuillet’s article had astonished him. 
His father’s demeanour stupefied him. He had just caught 
sight of him at the window, in a white cfavat and black frock- 
coat, so calm at the approach of danger that all his ideas 
were upset. Yet the insurgents were commg back triumphant, 
that was the belief of the whole town. But Aristide feK some 
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doubts on the poini; he had suspicions of some lugubrious 
farce. As ho did not dare to present hiniselt at his parents’ 
bouse, he sent his wife thither. And when Angele returned, 
she said to him, in her drawling voice : ‘ Your mother expects 
you ; she is not angry at all, she seems rather to be making 
fun of you. She told me several times that you could just 
put your sling back in your pocket.’ 

Aristide felt terribly vexed. However, he ran to the Rue 
de la Banno, prepared to make the most humble submission. 
His mother was content to receive him with scornful 
laughter. ‘ Ah ! my poor follow,’ said she, ‘ you’re certainly 
not very rhrowd.’ . 

‘ But what can one do in a hole like Plassans! ’ he angrily 
retorted. ' On my word of honour, I am becoming a fool 
hero. No nows, and everybody shivering! That’s what it is 
to be shut up in these villainous ramparts. Ah! If I had 
only been able to follow Eugene to Paris! ’ 

„ Then, seeing that his mother was still smiling, he added 
bitterly : ‘ You haven’t been very kind to me, mother. I 
know many things, I do. My brother kept you informed of 
what was going on, and you have never given mo the faintest 
hint that might have been useful to me.’ 

‘ You know that, do you ? ’ exclaimed FMicit6, becoming 
serious and distrustful. ‘ Well, you’re not so foolish as I 
thought, then. Do you open letters like some one of my 
acquaintance ? ’ , . 

‘ No ; but I listen at doors,’ Aristide replied, wdth great 
assurance. 

This frankness did not displease the old woman. Bho- 
began to smile again, and asked more softly ; ‘ Well, then, 
you blockhead, hoW is it you didn’t rally to us sooner ? ’ 

‘ Ah! that’s where it is,’ the young man said, with some 
embarrassment. ‘ I didn’t have much confidence in you. 
You received such idiots: my father-in-law, Granoux, and 
the others!—And then, I didn’t want to go too far. ... He 
hesitated, and then resumed, with some uneasiness: ‘ To-day 
you are at least quite sure of the success of the Coup d’^ltat, 
aren’t you ? ’ 
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‘ I r cried wounded by her soi#s doubts; ‘ no, I’m 

not su^e of anything.’ 

‘ And yet you sent word to say that I was to take off my * 
sling! ’ 

‘ Yes ; because all the gentlemen are laughin;^ at you.’ 

Aristide remained stock still, apparently contemplating 
one of the flowers of the orange-coloured wall-paper. And 
his mother felt sudden impatience as she saw him hesitating 
thus. 

‘ Ah! well,’ she said, ‘ I’ve come back again to my former 
opinion: you’re not very shrewd. And you think you ought 
to have had Eugene’s letters to read ? Why, my pflor follow 
you would have spoilt everything, with your perp,,*nal vacilla¬ 
tion. You never can make up your mind. You are ■hesitating 
now.’ 

‘ I hesitate ? ’ he interrupted, giving his mother a cold, 
keen glance. ‘ Ah 1 well, you don’t know me. I would ser 
the whole town on fire if it were necessary, and I wanted ta 
warm my feet. But, understand me, I’ve no desire to take 
the wrong road! I’m tired of eating hard bread, and I hope 
to play fortune a trick. But I only play for certainties.’ 

He spoke these words so sharply, with such a keen longing 
for success, that his mother recognised the cry of her own blood. 

‘ Your father is very brave,’ she whispered. 

‘ Yes, I’ve seen him,’ he resumed with a sneer, ‘ He’s 
got a fine look on him 1 He reminded me of Leonidas at 
Thermopylas. Is it you, mother, who have made him out this 
figure ? ’ 

And he added cheerfully, with a gesture of determination 
‘ Well, so much the worse 1 I’m a Bonapartist 1 Father is 
not the man to risk the chance of being killed unless it pays 
him well.’ 

‘ You’re quite right,’ his mother replied; ‘ I mustn’t say 
anything; but to-morrow you’ll see.’ 

He did not press her, but swore thaf she would soon have 
reason to be proud of him; and then he took his departure, 
while F61ioit6, feeling her old preference reviving, said to 
herself at the window, as she watched him going off,»that he 
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had the devil’s o\*a wit, that she would never have had 
suIBcient courage to let him leave without setting him in the 
right path. 

And now for the third time a night full of anguish fell 
upon Plassans. The unhappy town was almost at its death- 
rattle. The citizens hastened home and barricaded their 
doors with a great clattering of iron bolts and bars. The 
general feeling seemed to be that, by the morrow, Plassans 
would no longer exist, that it would either be swallowed up 
by the earth or would evaporate in the atmosphere. When 
Eougon went home to dine, he found the streets completely 
deserted.« This desolation made him sad and melancholy. 
As a result of this, when he had finished his meal, he felt 
some slight misgivings, and asked his wife if it were necessary 
to follow up the insurrection that Macquart was preparing. 

‘Nobody will run us down now,’ said he. ‘You should 
have seen those gentlemen of the now town, how they bowed 
to me 1 It seems to me quite unnecessary now to kill any¬ 
body—eh ? What do you think ? We shall feather our nest 
without that.’ 

‘ Ah ! what a nerveless fellow you are ! ’ Felicity cried 
angrily. ‘ It was your own idea to do it, and now you back 
out! I toll you that you’ll never do anything without me I 
Go then, go your own way. Do you think the Kepublicans 
would spare you if they got hold of you ? ’ 

Rougon went back to the town-hall, and prepared for the 
ambush. Granoux was very useful to him. He despatched 
him with orders to the different posts guarding the 
ramparts. The national guards were to repair to the town- 
hall in small detachments, as secretly as possible. Eoudier, 
that bourgeois who was quite out of his element in the 
provinces, and who would have spoilt the whole affair with 
his humanitarian preaching, was not even informed of it. 
Towards eleven o’clock, the court-yard of the town-hall was 
full of national guards. Then Eougon frightened them; he 
told them that the Republicans still remaining in Plassans 
were about to attemjit a desperate coup ch main, and plumed 
himseU on having been warned in time by his secret police. 
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When he had pictured the bloody mausacre which would 
overtake the town, should these wretches get the upper hand, 
he ordered his men to cease speaking, and extinguish all 
lights. He took a gun hi?nself. Ever since the morning 
he had been living as in a dream; he no ’orger knew 
himself; he felt F61icit6 behind him. The crisis of 
the previous night had thrown him into her hands, and 
ho would have allowed himself to bo hanged, thinking: 

‘ It does not matter, my wife will come and cut me down.’ 
To augment the tumult, and prolong the terror of the 
alumbering town, ho begged Granoux to repair to the 
cathedral and have the tocsin rung at the first shotS he might 
hear. The marquis’s name would open the beadle’s door. 
And then, in darkness and dismal silence, the national guards 
waited in the yard, in a terrible state of anxiety, their eyes 
fixed on the porch, eager to fire, as though they were lying in 
wait for a pack of wolves. 

In the meantime, Macquart had spent the dayatauntDide’s 
house. Stretching himself on the old coffer, and lamenting the 
loss of Monsieur Gar 9 onnet’s sofa, ho had several times felt a 
mad inclination to break into his two hundred francs at some 
neighbouring c&lL This money was burning a hole in his 
waistcoat pocket; however, he whiled away his time by 
spending it in imagination. Ilis mother moved about, in her 
stiff, automatic way, as if she were not even aware of his 
presence. During the last few days her children had been 
coming to her rather frequently, in a state of pallor and 
desperation, but she departed neither from her taciturnity, 
nor her stiff, lifeless expression. She knew nothing of the 
fears which were throwing the pent-up town topsy-turvey, she 
was a thousand leagues away from Plassans, soaring into the 
one constant fixed idea which imparted such a blank stare to 
her eyes. Now and again, however, at this particular moment, 
some feeling of uneasiness, some human anxiety, occasionally 
made her blink. Antoine, unable to rSsist the temptation of 
having something nice to eat, sent lier to get a roast chicken 
from an eating-house in the Faubourg^ When it was set on 
the table : ‘ Hey! ’ he said to her, ‘ you don’t often'eat fowl, 
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do you ? It’8 onlf for those who work, and know jiow to 
manage their affairs. As for you, you always squandered 
e/erything. 1 bet you’re giving all your savings to that little 
hypocrite, Silvfire. He’s got a mistress, the sly fellow. If 
you’ve a hoard of money hidden in some corner, he’ll ease 
you of it nicely some day.’ 

Macquart was in a jesting mood, glowing with wild 
exultation. The money he had in his pocket, the treachery 
he was preparing, the conviction that he had sold himself at 
a good price—all filled him with the self-satisfaction charac¬ 
teristic of vicious people who naturally become merry and 
scornful eJmidst their evil practices. Of all his talk, however, 
aunt Hide only heard Silv^re’s name. 

‘ Have'you seen him ? ’ she asked, opening her lips at last. 

‘ Who ? Silv6re ? ’ Antoine replied. ‘ Ho was walking 
about among the insurgents with a tall red girl on his arm. 
It will serve him right if ho gets into trouble.’ 

‘ The grandmother looked at him fixedly, then, in a solemn 
voice, inquired : ‘ Why ? ’ 

‘ Eh! Why, be shouldn’t bo so stupid,’ resumed Macquart, 
feeling somewhat embarrassed. ‘ People don’t risk their necks 
for the sake of ideas. I’ve settled my own little business. 
I’m no fool.’ 

But aunt Hide was no longer listening to him. She was 
murmuring : ‘ He had his hands covered with blood. They’ll 
kill him like the other one. His uncles will send the 
gendarmes after hini.’ 

‘ What are you muttering there ? ’ asked her son, as he 
finished picking the bones of the chicken. ‘ You know I like 
people to accuse me to my face. If I have sometimes talked 
to the little fellow about the Republic, it was only to bring 
him round to a more reasonable way of thinking. He was 
dotty. I love liberty myself, but it mustn’t degenerate into 
license. And as for Rougon, I esteem him. He’s a man of 
courage and common-senje.’ 

‘ He had the gun, hadn’t he ? ’ interrupted aunt Hide, 
whose wandering m\ud seemed to be following Silvdre far 
away al6ng the high road. 



THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS 


311 

‘^e gun? Ah! yes; Macquart’# carbine,’ continuetl 
Antoine, after casting a glance at the mantel-shelf, where the 
fire-arm was usually hung. ‘ I fancy I saw it in his hanSs. * 
A fine instrument to scoirr the country ’..uth, when .jno has a 
girl on one’s arm. What a fool I ’ 

Then ho thought he might as well indulge in a few' coarse 
jokes. Aunt Dido had begun to bustle about the room again. 
Sho did not say a word. Towards the evening Antoine wont 
out, after putting on a blouse, and pulling over his eyes a big 
cap which his mother had bought for him. Ho returned into 
the town in the same manner as he had quitted it, by relating 
some nonsensical story to th§ national guards wllb were on 
duty at the Eome Gate. Then ho made his W'ay to the old 
quarter’, where he crept from house to house in a mysterious 
manner. All the Eepublicans of advanced views, all the 
members of the brotherhood who had not followed the in¬ 
surrectionary army, mot in an obscure inn, where Macquart 
had made an appointment with them. When about fifty 
men were assembled, ho made a speech, in which he spoke of 
personal vengeance that must bo Avreaked, of a victory that 
must bo gained, and of a disgraceful yoke that should bo 
thrown off. And he ended by undertaking to deliver the 
town-hall over to them in ton minutes, lie had just left it, 
it was quite unguarded, he said, and the red flag Avould wave 
over it that very night if they so desired. The workmen 
deliberated. At that moment the reaction seemed to be in its 
death throes. The insurgents were virtually at the gates of 
the town. It would therefore be more honourable to make 
an effort to regain power Avithout arvaiting their return, so 
as to be able; to receive them as brothers, with the gates 
wide open, and the streets and squares adorned with flags. 
Moreover, none of those present distrusted Macquart. His 
hatred of the Eougons, the personal vengeance of which he 
spoke, could be taken as guaranteeing his loyalty. It was 
arranged that each of them who A^as a sportsman and had 
a gun at homo should fetch it, and that the band should 
assemble at midnight in the neighbour^^ood of the town-hall. 

A question of detail very nearly put an end to their ’plans— 
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they had no bulletf; however, they decided to load their* 
weapons with small shot: and even that seemed uiliieces- 
sary, as they were told that they would meet with no resist¬ 
ance. 

Once more Plassans beheld a band of armed men filing 
along close to the houses, in the ‘quiet moonlight. When the 
band was assembled in front of the town-hall, Macquart, while 
keeping a sharp look-out, boldly advanced to the building, lie 
knocked, and when the door-keeper, who had learnt his lesson, 
asked what was wanted, he uttered such terrible threats, that 
the man, feigning fright, made haste to open the door. Both,, 
leaves of it swung back slowly, and the porch then lay open 
and empty before them, while Macquart shouted in a loud 
voice ; ‘ Cji'he on, my friends I ’ 

That was the signal. lie himself quickly jumped aside, and 
as the Republicans rushed in, there came, from the darkness 
of the yard, a stream of tiro and a hail of bullets, which swept 
through the gaping porch with a roar as of thunder. The 
doorway vomited death. The national guards, exasperated by 
their long wait, eager to shake off the discomfort weighing upon 
them in that dismal court-yard, had fired a volley with feverish 
haste. The flash of the firing was so bright, that, through 
the yellow gleams Macquart distinctly saw Rougon taking aim. 
He fancied that his brother’s gun was delibei’ately levelled at 
himself, and ho recalled Fclicito’s blush, and made his escape, 
muttering : ‘ No tricks ! The rascal would kill me. Ho owes 
mo eight hundred francs.’ 

In the meantime a loud howl had arisen amid the darkness. 
The surprised Republicans shouted treachery, and fired in their 
turn. A national guard fell under the porch. But the Re¬ 
publicans, on their side, had three dead. They took to flight, 
stumbling over the corpses, stricken with panic, and shouting 
through the quiet lanes ; ‘ Our brothers are being murdered ! ’ 
in despairing voices which found no echo. Thereupon the 
defenders of order, hiving had time to reload their weapons, 
rushed into the empty s'quare, firing at every street corner, 
wherever the darkness of a door, the shadow of a lamp-post, 
or the j'utting of a stone made them fancy they saw an in- 
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“surgent. In this wise they remained there ten minutes, firing 
into Sj)ace. 

The affray had burst over the slumbering town like, a* 
thunderclap. The inhabitants in the neighbouring streets, 
roused from sleep by this terrible fusillade, sat up i 1 bed, their 
teeth chattering with fright. Nothing in the world would 
have induced them to poke their noses out of the window. 
And slowly, athwart the air, in which the shots had suddenly 
resounded, one of the cathedral bolls began to ring the tocsin 
with so irregular, so strange a rhythm, that one might hav 

.thought the noise to be the liammoring of an anvil or th 
echoes of a colossal kettle struclc by a child in a fit of passion. 
This howling bell, whoso souhd the citizens did noL recognise, 
terrified them yet more than the reports of the'ike-arms had 
done; and there were some who thought they heard an end¬ 
less train of artillery rumbling over the paving-stones. They 
lay down again and buried themselves beneath their blankets, 
as if they would have incurred some danger by still sitting jip 
in bed in their closely-fastened rooms. With their sheets 
drawn up to their chins, they held their breath, and made 
themselves as small as possible, while their wives, by their 
side, almost fainted with terror as they buried their heads 
among the pillows. 

The national guards who had remained at the ramparts 
had also heard the shots, and thinking that the insurgents 
had entered by means of some subterranean passage, they 
ran up helter-skelter, in groiips of five or six, disturbing the 
silence of the streets with the tumult of tlieir excited rush. 
Eoudier was one of the first to arrive. However, Bougon 
sent them all back to their posts, after reprimanding them 
severely for abandoning the gates of the town. Thrown into 
consternation by this reproach—for in their panic, they had^ 
in fact, left the gates absolutely defenceless—they again set 
off at a gallop, hurrying through the streets with a still more 
frightful uproar. Plassans might well have thought that an 
infuriated army was crossing it iff all directions. The fusil¬ 
lade, the tocsin, the marches and countermarches of the 
national guards, the weapons which \#ere dragged elong like 
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clubs, the terrified «3ries in the darkness, all produced a 
deafening tumult, such as might break forth in a town 'taken 
by assault and given over to plunder. It was the final blow 
for the unfortunate inhabitants, who really believed that the 
insurgents had arrived. They had, indeed, said that it would 
bo their last night—that Plassans would be swallowed up in 
the earth, or would evaporate into smoko before daybreak; 
and now, lying in their beds, they awaited the catastrophe in 
the most abject terror, fancying at times that their houses 
■were already tottering. 

Meantime Granoux still rang the tocsin. When, in other • 
respects, silence had again fallenjipon the town, the mournful¬ 
ness of that ringing became intolerable. Eougon, who was 
in a high fever, felt exasperated by its distant wailing. Ho 
hastened to the cathedral, and found the door open. The 
beadle was on the threshold. 

‘ Ah ! that’s quite enough! ’ he shouted to the man; 

‘ anybody would think there was some one crying; it’s quite 
unbearable.’ 

‘ But it isn’t me, sir,’ replied the beadle in a distressed 
manner. ‘It’s Monsieur Granoux, he’s gone up into the 
steeple. I must tell you that I removed the clapper of the 
bell, by his Reverence’s order, precisely to prevent the tocsin 
from being sounded. But Monsieur Granoux wouldn’t listen 
to reason. lie climbed up, and I’ve no idea what he can be 
making that noise with.’ 

Thereupon Eougon hastily ascended the staircase which 
led to the bells, shouting : ‘ That will do! that will do! for 
goodness’ sake leave off! ’ 

When ho had reached the top he caught sight of Granoux, 
by the light of the moon which glided through an embrasure; 
•the ex-almond dealer was standing there hatless, and dealing 
furious blows with a heavy hammer. He did so with a right 
good will. He first threw himself back, then took a spring, 
and finally fell upon the sonorous bronze as if he wanted to 
crack it. One might have thought he was a blacksmith 
striking hot iron—but a frock-coated blacksmith, short and 
bald, working in a wili and awkward way. 
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Surprise kept Eoiigon motionless Sor a moment at the 
sight^f this frantic bourgeois thus belabouring the bell in the 
moonlight. Then ho understood the kettle-like clang which 
this strange ringer had disseminated over the tov^n. He 
shouted to him to stop, but Granoux did not hear. Rougon 
was obliged to take hold of his frockcoat, and then the other, 
recognising him, exclaimed in a triumphant voice : ‘ Ah ! 
you’ve heard it. At first I tried to knock the bell with my 
fists, but that hurt me. Fortunately I found this hammer. 
Just a few more blows, eh ? ’ 

However, Rougon dragged him away. Granoux was 
radiant. He wiped his forejiead, and made his •companion 
promise to let everybody know in the morning thar. he had 
produced all that noise with a mere hammer. What an 
achievement, and what a position of importance that furious 
ringing would confer upon him I 

Towards morning, Rougon bethought himself of reassuring 
Felicity. In accordance with his orders, the national guards 
had shut themselves up in the town-hall. He had for¬ 
bidden them to remove the corpses, under the pretext that 
it was necessary to give the populace of the old quarter 
a lesson. And as, while hastening to the Rue de la Banne 
he passed over the square, on which the moon was no 
longer shining, he inadvertently stopped on the clenched 
hand of a corpse that lay beside the footpath. At this ho 
almost fell. That soft hand, which yielded beneath his 
heel, brought him an indefinable sensation of disgust and 
horror. And thereupon he hastened at full speed along 
the deserted streets, fancying that a bloody fist was pursuing 
him. 

‘ There are four of them on the ground,’ ho said, as he 
entered his house. 

He and his wife looked at one another as though they were 
astonished at their crime. 

The lamplight imparted the hue of yellow wax to their 
pale faces. 

‘ Have you left them there ? ’ asked^F61icit6; ‘ they must 
be found tWe.’ 
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' Of course ! I didn’t pick them up. They are lying on 

their backs. I stepped on something soft-’ ^ 

» Then he looked at his boot; its heel was covered with 
blood. While he was putting on a pair of shoes, F41icit6 
resumed: 

‘ Well I so much the better! It’s over now. People 
won’t be inclined to repeat that you only fire at mirrors.’ 

The fusillade which the Kougons had planned in order 
that they might be finally recognised as the saviours of 
Plassans, brought the whole terrified and grateful town to 
their feet. The day broke mournfully with the grey melan-* 
clioly of a winter morning. The inhabitants, hearing nothing 
further, ventured forth, weary of trembling beneath their 
sheets. At first some ten or fifteen appeared. Later on, 
when a rumour spread that the insurgents had taken 
flight, leaving their dead in every gutter, Plassans rose in a 
body and descended upon the town-hall. Throughout the 
morning people strolled inquisitively round the four corpses. 
They were horribly mutilated, particularly one, which had 
three bullets in tho head. But the most horrible to look 
upon was the body of a national guard, who had fallen under 
the porch ; he had received a charge of the small shot, used 
by tho Eepublicans in lieu of bullets, full in tho face ; and 
blood oozed from his torn and riddled countenance. The 
crowd feasted their eyes upon this horror, with the avidity for 
revolting spectacles which is so characteristic of cowards. 
The national guard was freely recognised; he was the pork- 
butcher Dubrucl, the man whom Roudier had accused on tho 
Monday morning of having fired with culpable eagerness. 
Of the three other corpses, two were journeymen hatters; 
the third was not identified. For a long while gaping groups 
<ii.rcmained shuddering in front of the red pools which stained the 
pavement, often looking behind them with an air of mistrust, as 
though that summary justice which had restored order during 
the night by force oi arms, were, even now, watching and 
listening to them, ready to shoot them down in their turn, 
unless they kissed with enthusiasm the hand that had just 
rescued them from thb demagogy. 
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The panic of the night further augmented the terrible 
effect'produced in the morning by the sight of the four 
corpses. The true history of the fusillade was never knoA^n. * 
The firing of the combatants, Granoux’s hammeiing, the 
helter-skelter rush of the national guards through die streets, 
had filled people’s ears with*such terrifying sounds that most 
of them dreamed of a gigantic battle Avagcd against countless 
enemies. When the victors, magnifying the number of their 
adversaries with instinctive braggardism, spoke of about five 
hundred men, everybody protested against such a low 
estimate. Some citizens asserted that they had looked 
out of their windows and seen an immense streamof fugitives 
passing by for more than an tour. Moreover everybody had 
heard the bandits running about. Five hundred men would 
never have been able to rouse a whole town. It must have 
been an army, and a fine big army too, which the brave 
militia of Plassans had ‘ driven back into the ground.’ This 
phrase of their having been ‘ driven back into the ground,’ 
first used by Rougon, struck people as being singularly 
appropriate, for the guards who were charged with the 
defence of the ramparts swore by all that was holy that not a 
single man had entered or quitted the torvn, a circumstance 
which tinged what had happened with mystery, oven suggest¬ 
ing the idea of horned demons who had vanished amidst flames, 
and thus fairly upsetting the minds of the multitude. It is true 
the guards avoided all mention of their mad gallops; and so 
the more rational citizens were inclined to believe that a band 
of insurgents had really entered the town either by a breach 
in the wall or some other channel. Later on, rumours of 
treachery were spread abroad, and people talked of an am¬ 
bush. The cruel truth could no longer be concealed by the 
men whom Macquart had led to slaughter, but so much terror- 
still prevailed, and the sight of blood had thrown so many 
cowards into the arms of the reactionary party, that these 
rumours were attributed to the rage ofithe vanquished Repub¬ 
licans. It was asserted, on the other hand, that Macquart had 
been made prisoner by Rougon, who kept him in a damp cell, 
where he was letting him slowly die of starvation. This 
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horrible tale made people bow to the very ground whenever 
they encountered Kougon. 

: Thus it was that this grotesque personage, this pale, flabby, 
tun-bellied citizen became, in one night, a terrible captain, 
whom nobody dared to ridicule any more. He had steeped 
his foot in blood. The inhabitants of the old quarter stood 
dumb with fright before the corpses. But towards ten o’clock, 
when the respectable people of the new town arrived, the 
whole square hummed with subdued chatter. People spoke 
of the other attack, of the seizure of the mayor’s office, in 
which a mirror only had been wounded; but this time they, 
no longer. pooh-poohed Rougon, they spoke of him with 
respectful dismay; he was indeed a hero, a deliverer. The 
corpses, with^open eyes, stared at those gentlemen, the law¬ 
yers and householders, who sliuddcrod as they murmured 
that civil war had many cruel necessities. The notary, the 
chief of the deputation sent to the town-hall on the previous 
evening, went from group to group, recalling the proud words 
‘ I am prepared 1 ’ then used by the energetic man to whom 
the town owed its safety. There was a general feeling of 
humiliation. Those who had railed most cruelly against the 
forty-one, those, especially, who had referred to the Rougons 
as intriguers and cowards, who merely fired shots in the air, 
were the first to speak of granting a crown of laurels ‘ to the 
noble citizen of whom Plassans would be for ever proud.’ 
For the pools of blood were drying on the pavement, and the 
corpses proclaimed to what a degree of audacity the party of 
disorder, pillage, and murder had gone, and what an iron 
hand had been required to put down the insurrection. 

Moreover, the whole crowd was eager to congratulate 
Granoux, and shake hands with him. The story of the 
-‘hammer had become known. By an innocent falsehood, 
however, of which he himself soon became unconscious, he 
asserted that, having been the first to see the insurgents, he 
had set about striking" the bell, in order to sound the alarm, 
so that, but for him, the national guards would have been 
massacred. This doubled his importance. His achievement 
was declared prodigiohs. People spoke of him now as ‘ Mon* 
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sieur Isidore, don’t you know ? the genjjleman who sounded 
the tcStein with a hammer I ’ Although the sentence was 
somewhat lengthy, Granoux would willingly have accepted»it * 
as a title of nobility; and from that day forward lie never 
heard the word ‘ hammer ’ pronounced without i' .agining it 
to bo some delicate flattery. 

While the corpses were being removed, Aristide came to 
look at them. He examined them on all sides, sniffing and 
looking iiKiuisitively at their faces. His eyes were bright, 
and he had a sharp expression of countenance. In order to 
§00 some wound the better he oven lifted up the blouse of one 
corpse with the very hand which on the previous day had 
been suspended in a sling.* This examination seemed to 
convince him and remove all doubt from his roind. He bit 
his lips, remained there for a moment in silence, and then 
wont off for the purpose of hastening the issue of the ‘ Indepen- 
dant,’ for which he had written a most important article. 
And as ho hurried along beside the houses he recalled lys 
mother’s words : ‘ You will see to-morrow! ’ Well, he had 
seen now; it was very clever ; it even frightened him some¬ 
what. 

In the meantime, Eougon’s triumph was beginning to 
embarrass him. Alone in Monsieur Gar 9 onnet’B office, hearing 
the buzzing of the crowd, he became conscious of a strange 
feeling, which prevented him from showing himself on the 
balcony. That blood, in which ho had stepped, seemed to 
have numbed his legs. He wondered what he should do 
until the evening. His poor empty brain, upset by the 
events of the night, sought desperately for some occupation, 
some order to give, or some measure to be taken, which 
might afford him some distraction. But he could think about 
nothing clearly. Whither was P61icite leading him ? Was ik 
reaUy all finished now, or would he still have to kill somebody 
else ? Then fear again assailed him, terrible doubts arose in 
his mind, and he already saw the ramparts broken down on 
all sides by an avenging army of thrf Eepublioans, when a loud 
shout: ‘Theinsurgentsl the insurgents I’burst forth under the 
very windows of his room. At this he jumped up, and raising 
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a curtain, saw the ctiowd rushing about the square in a state 
of terror. What a thunderbolt! In less than a second he 
pictured himself ruined, plundered, and murdered; he cursed 
his wife, he cursed the whole town. Then, as ho looked 
behind him in a suspicious manner, seeking some means of 
escape, he heard the mob break out into applause, uttering 
shouts of joy, making the very glass rattle with their wild 
delight. Then he returned to the window ; the women were 
waving their handkerchiefs, and the men were embracing 
each other. There were some among them who joined hands 
and began to dance. Rougon stood there stupefied, unable to 
comprehend it all, and feeling his head swimming. The big, 
deserted, silent building, in which he was alone, quite fright¬ 
ened him. * 

When he afterwards confessed his feelings to Felicit6, he 
was unable to say how long his torture had lasted. He only 
remembered that a noise of footsteps, re-echoing through the 
vast halls, had roused him from his stupor. He expected to 
be attacked by men in blouses, armed with scythes and clubs, 
whereas it was the Municipal Commission which entered, 
quite orderly and in evening dress, each member with a beam¬ 
ing countenance. Not one of them was absent. A piece of 
good news bad simultaneously cured all these gentlemen. 
Granoux rushed into the arms of his dear president. 

‘ The soldiers I ’ he stammered, ‘ the soldiers! ’ 

A regiment had, in fact, just arrived, under the command 
of Colonel Masson and Monsieur de Bldriot, prefect of the 
department. The gunbarrcls which had been observed from 
the ramparts, far away in the plain, had at first suggested 
the approach of the insurgents. Rougon was so deeply 
moved on learning the truth, that two big tears rolled down 
his cheeks. He was weeping, the great citizen! The 
Municipal Commission watched those big tears with most 
respectful admiration. But Granoux again threw himself on 
his friend’s neck, crying: 

‘ Ah! how glad I am ! You know I’m a straightforward 
man. Well, we were all of us afraid; is it not so, gentlemen ? 
You, aldne, were great, brave, sublime I What energy you 
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must have had! I was just now saying fcT my wife: “ Rougon 
is a great man; he deserves to be decorated.” ’ 

Then the gentlemen proposed to go and meet the prefec!;. 
For a moment Rougon felt both stunned and suffocated; he 
was unable to believe in this sudden triumph, and stammered 
like a child. However, he* drew breath, and went down¬ 
stairs with the quiet dignity suited to the solemnity of the 
occasion. But the enthusiasm which greeted the Commission 
and its president outside the town-hall almost upset his 
magisterial gravity afresh. His name sped through the 
crowd, accompanied this time by the wannest eulogies. He 
heard everyone repeat Granoux’s avowal, and treat him as a 
hero who had stood firm ahd resolute amidso universal 
panic. And, as far as the Sub Prefecture, wh«.-o the Com¬ 
mission met the prefect, he drank his fill of popularity and 
glory. 

Monsieur de Blcriot and Colonel Masson had entered the 
town alone, leaving their troops encamped on the Lyons 
road. They had lost considerable time through a misunder¬ 
standing as to the direction taken by the insurgents. Now, 
however, they knew the latter were at Orchires ; and it would 
only be necessary to stop an hour at Plassans, just sufiicient 
time to reassure the population and publish the cruel ordinances 
which decreed the sequestration of the insurgents’ property, 
and death to every individual who might be taken with arms 
in his hands. Colonel Masson smiled when, in accordance 
with the orders of the commander of the national guards, the 
bolts of the Rome Gate were drawn back with a great rattling 
of rusty old iron. The detachment on duty there accom¬ 
panied the prefect and the colonel as a guard of honour. As 
they traversed the Cours Sauvaire, Roudier related Rougon’s 
epic achievements to the gentlemen—the three days of 
panic that had terminated with the biilliant victory of the 
previous night. When the two processions came face to face 
therefore. Monsieur de B16riot quickly advanced towards the 
president of the Commission, shook* hands with him, con¬ 
gratulated him, and begged him to continue to watch over 
the town until the return of the authoritfes. Rougombowed, 
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while the prefect, having reached the door of the Sub-Pre- 
, fecture, where he wished to take a brief rest, proclaiRied in a 
loud voice that he would not fbi^t to mention his brave and 
noble conduct in his report. 

In the meantime, in spite of the bitter cold, everybody 
had come to their windows. F^licit6, leaning forward at the 
risk of falling out, was quite pale with j{^. Aristide had 
just arrived with a number of the ‘ Independant,’ in which 
he had openly declared himself in favour of the Coup d’Etat, 
which he welcomed ‘ as the aurora of liberty in order and of 
order in liberty.’ He had also made a delicate allusion to thp 
yellow draVing-room, acknowledging his errors, declaring that 
‘ youth is presumptuous,’ and {hat ‘ great citizens say nothing, 
reflect in siience, and let insults pass by, in order to rise 
heroically when the day of struggle comes.’ He was par¬ 
ticularly pleased with this sentence. His mother thought 
his article extremely well written. She kissed her dear child, 
and placed him on her I'ight hand. The Marquis de Carna- 
vant, weary of incarcerating himself, and full of eager 
curiosity, had likewise come to see her, and stood on her left, 
leaning on the window rail. 

When Monsieur de Bleriot offered his hand to Rougon on 
the square belowFclieit6 began to weep. ‘Oh! see, see,’ she 
said to Aristide. ‘ He has shaken hands with him. Look! 
he is doing it again! ’ And casting a glance at the windows, 
where groups of people wore congregated, she added: ‘ How 
wild they must be! Look at Monsieur Pcirotte’s wife, she’s 
biting her handkerchief. And over there, the notary’s 
daughter, and Madame Massicot, and the Brunet family, 
what faces, eh ? how angry they look ! Ah! indeed, it’s our 
turn now.’ 

She followed the scene which was being acted outside the 
Sub-Prefecture with thrills of delight, which shook her ardent, 
grasshopper-like figure from head to foot. She interpreted 
the slightest gesture, invented words which she was unable to 
catch, and declared that Pierre bowed very well indeed. She 
was a little vexed when the prefect deigned to speak to poor 
Granoui, who was hovering about him fishing for a word of 
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praise. No doubt Monsieur de Bleriot already knew the story 
of the I-jftinmer, for the retired almoud-ddaler turned as red as 
a young girl, and seemed to be saying that he had only done 
his duty. However, that which angered Fclicite still more 
was her husband’s excessive amiability in presanoing Vuillet 
to the authorities. Vuillet, ?t is true, pushed himself forward 
amongst them, and Rougon was compelled to mention him. 

‘ What a schemer! ’ muttered Felicite. ‘ He creeps in 
everywhere. How confused my poor dear husband must be ! 
See, there’s the colonel speaking to him. What can he be ■ 
saying to him ? ’ 

‘ Ah! little one,’ the marquis replied with c» touch of 
irony, ‘ he is complimenting hiln for having closeu the gates 
so carefully.’ 

‘ My father has saved the town,’ Aristide retorted curtly. 

‘ Have you seen the corpses, sir ? ’ 

Monsieur de Carnavant did not answer. He withdrew 
from the window, and sat down in an arm-chair, shaking b's 
head with an air of some disgust. At that moment, the 
prefect having taken his departure, Rougon came upstairs and 
threw himself upon his Avife’s neck. 

‘ Ah! my dear! ’ he stammered. 

He was unable to say more. Felicity made him kiss 
Aristide after tolling him of the superb article which the 
young man had inserted in the ‘ Independant.’ Pierre would 
have kissed the marquis as well, he was so deeply affected. 
However, his wife took him aside, and gave him Eugene’s 
letter which she had sealed up in an envelope again. She 
pretended that it had just been delivered. Pierre read it and 
then triumphantly held it out to her. 

‘ You are a sorceress,’ he said to her laughing. ‘ You 
guessed everything. What folly I should have committed"- 
without you ! We’ll manage our little affairs together now. 
Kiss me : you’re a good woman.’ 

He clasped her in his arms, while shS discreetly exchanged 
a knowing smile with the marquis. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

It was not until Sunday, the day after the massacre at Sainte- 
Roure, that the troops passed through Plassans again. Thg 
prefect and the colonel, whom Monsieur Gar 9 onnet had 
invited to dinner, once more entered the town alone. The 
soldiers wen'u round the ramparts and encamped in the 
Faubourg, on the Nice road. Night was falling; the sky, 
overcast since the morning, had a strange yellow tint, and 
illumined the town with a murky light, similar to the 
copper-coloured glimmer of stormy weather. The reception 
of the troops by the inhabitants was timid ; the bloodstained 
soldiers, who passed by weary and silent, in the yellow twilight, 
horrified the cleanly citizens promenading on the Cours. 
They stepped out of the way whispering terrible stories of 
fusillades and revengeful reprisals which still live in the 
recollection of the region. The Coup d’Etat terror was 
beginning to make itself felt, an overwhelming terror which 
kept the South in a state of tremor for many a long month. 
Plassans, in its fear and hatred of the insurgents, had 
welcomed the troops on their first arrival with enthusiasm ; 
but now, at the appearance of that gloomy taciturn regi¬ 
ment, whose men were ready to fire at a word from their 
officers, the retired merchants and even the notaries of the 
-new town anxiously examined their consciences, asking if 
they had not committed some political peccadilloes which 
might be thought deserving of a bullet. 

The municipal ahohorities had returned on the previous 
evening in a couple of ‘carts hired at Sainte-Roure. Their 
unexpected entry was devoid of all triumphal display. 
Rougon^ surrendered^ the mayor’s arm-chair without much 
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regret. The game was over; and with feverish longing he 
now tAvaited the recompense for his devotion. On the 
Sunday—he had not hoped for it until the following day—he* 
received a letter from Eugene. Since the previous Thursday 
Felicite had taken care to send her son the nu-ubers of the 
‘ Gazette ’ and ‘ Independent ’ which, in special second 
editions had narrated the battle of the night and the arrival of 
the prefect at Plassans. Eugene now replied by return of post 
that the nomination to a receivership would soon bo signed; 
but added that he wished to give them some good news 
hninediately. He had obtained the ribbon of the Legion of 
Honour for his father. Felicite wept with joy. Her husband 
decorated! her proud dream had never gone as far as that. 
Rougon, pale with delight, declared they must ‘give a grand 
dinner that very evening. He no longer thought of expense; 
he would have thrown his last fifty francs out of the drawing¬ 
room windows in order to celebrate that glorious day. 

‘ Listen,’ ho said to his wife ; ‘you must invite Sicardot: 
he has annoyed me with that rosette of his for a long time 1 
Then Granoux and Roudier; I shouldn’t be at all sorry to 
make them feel that it isn’t their purses that will ever win 
them the cross. Vuillet is a skinflint, but the triumph ought 
to be complete : invite him as well as all the small fry. I was 
forgetting; you must go and call on the marquis in person ; 
we will seat him on your right; he’ll look very well at our 
table. You know that Monsieur Gar9onnet is entertaining 
the colonel and the prefect. That is to make me understand 
that I am nobody now. But I can afford to laugh at his 
mayoralty ; it doesn’t bring him in a sou! He has invited 
me, but I shall tell him that I also have some people coming. 
The others will laugh on the wrong side of their mouths 
to-morrow. And let everything be of the best. Have every.** 
thing sent from the H6tel de Provence. We must outdo the 
mayor’s dinner.’ 

Felicity set to work. Pierre still felt some vague uneasi¬ 
ness amidst his rapture. The Coup i’^ltat was going to pay 
his debts, his son Aristide had repented of his faults, and he 
was at last freeing himself from Macquart; but he feared 
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some folly on Pascal’s part, and was especially anxious about 
the lot reserved for Silvere. Not that he felt the leasifpity for 
the lad; he was simply afraid that the matter of the gendarme 
might come before the Assize Court. Ah ! if only some dis¬ 
criminating bullet had managed to rid him of that young 
scoundrel! As his wife had pointed out to him in the 
morning, all obstacles had fallen away before him ; the family 
which had dishonoured him had, at the last moment, worked 
for his elevation; his sons Eugene and Aristide, those spend¬ 
thrifts, the cost of whose college life he had so bitterly regretted, 
were at last paying interest on the eapital expended for their 
education.* And yet the thought of that wretched Silvere 
must come to mar his hour of triumph! 

While Felicite was running about to prepare the dinner 
for the evening, Pierre heard of the arrival of the troops and 
determined to go and make inquiries. Sicardot, whom he 
had questioned on his return, know nothing; Pascal must 
lip.ve remained to look after the wounded; as for Silvere, he 
had not even been seen by the. commander, who scarcely 
knew him. Eougon therefore repaired to the Faubourg, 
intending to make inquiries there and at the same time pay 
Macquart the eight hundred francs which he had just suc¬ 
ceeded in raising with great difficulty. However, when he found 
himself in the crowded encampment, and from a distance saw 
the prisoners sitting in long files on the beams in the Aire 
Saint-Mittre, guarded by soldiers gun in hand, he felt afraid 
of being compromised, and so slunk off to his mother’s house, 
with the intention of sending the old woman out to pick up 
some information. 

When he entered the hovel it was almost night. At first 
the only person he saw' there was Macquart smoking and 
drinking brandy. 

‘ Is that you ? I’m glad of it,’ muttered Antoine. ‘ I’m 
growing deuced old here. Have you got the money ? ’ 

But Pierre did not reply. He had just perceived his son 
Pascal leaning over the bed. And thereupon he questioned 
him eagerly. The doctor, surprised by his uneasiness, which 
he attributed at first to paternal affection, told him that the 
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soldiers had taken him and would have shot him, had it not 
been isr the intervention of some honfest fellow whom he did 
not know. Saved by his profession of surgeon, he ' ha's 
returned to Plassans with the troops. This greatly relieved 
Eougon. So there w’as yet another who would not com¬ 
promise him. He was cvificing his delight Dy repeated hand¬ 
shakings, when Pascal concluded in a sorrowful voice : ‘ Oh ! 
don’t make merry. I have just found my poor grandmother 
in a very dangerous state. I brought her back this carbine, 
which she values very much ; I found her lying here, and she 
has not moved since.’ 

Pierre’s eyes 'were becoming accustomed to the dimness. 
In the fast fading light he saw' aunt Dide stretciicd, rigid and 
seemingly lifeless, upon her bed. Her wretohed*frame, attacked 
by neurosis from the hour of birth, was at length laid prostrate 
by a supreme shock. Her nerves had so to say eonsumed her 
blood. Moreover some cruel grief seemed to have suddenly 
accelerated her slow wasting-away. Her pale nun-like face, 
drawn and pinched by a life of gloom and cloister-like self- 
denial, was now stained with red blotches. With convulsed 
features, eyes that glared terribly, and hands twisted and 
clenched, she lay at full length in her skirts, which failed to 
hide the sharp outlines of her scranny limbs. Extended there 
with lips closely pressed she imparted to the dim room all the 
horror of a mute death-agony. 

Eougon made a gesture of vexation. This heart-rending 
spectacle was very distasteful to hun. He had company 
coming to dinner in the evening, and it w'ould be extremely 
inconvenient for him to have to appear mournful. His 
mother was always doing something to bother him. She 
might just as well have chosen another day. However he 
put on an appearance of perfect ease, as ho said: ‘ Bah! jjt’s 
nothing. I’ve seen her like that a hundred times. You must 
let her lie still; it’s the only thing that does her any good.’ 

Pascal shook his head. ‘ No, thi»fit isn’t like the others, 
he whispered. ‘ I have often studied her, and have never 
observed such symptoms before. Just look at her eyes: there 
is a peculiar fluidity, a pale brightness about ttem which 
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causes me consideraj\)le uneasiness. And her face, how 
frightfully every muscle of it is distorted ! ’ 

Then bending over to observe her features more closely, 
he continued in a whisper, as though speaking to himself: 
‘ I have never seen such a face, excepting among people who 
have been murdered or have died from fright. She must have 
experienced some terrible shock.’ 

‘ But how did the attack begin ? ’ Eougon impatiently 
inquired, at a loss for an excuse to leave the room. 

Pascal did not know. Macquart, as he poured himself out 
another glass of brandy, explained that he had felt an inclina-. 
tion to drinJi a little Cognac, and had sent her to fetch a bottle. 
She had not been long absent, and at the very moment when 
she returned she had fallen rigid on the floor without uttering 
a word. Macquart himself had carried her to the bed. 

‘ What surprises me,’ he said, by way of conclusion, ‘ is, 
that she did not break the bottle.’ 

•The young doctor reflected. After a short pause he re¬ 
sumed : ‘ I heard two shots fired as I came here. Perhaps 
those ruffians have been shooting some more prisoners. If 
she passed through the ranks of the soldiers at that moment, 
the sight of blood may have thrown her into tliis fit. She 
must have had some dreadful shock.’ 

Fortunately he had with him the little mcdicine-case 
which he had been carrying about ever since the departure of 
the insurgents. He tried to pour a few drops of reddish 
liquid between aunt Dido’s closely-set teeth, while Macquart 
again asked his brother : ‘ Have you got the money ? ’ 

‘ Yes, I’ve brought it; we’ll settle now,’ Rougon replied, 
glad of this diversion. 

Therexipon Macquart, seeing that he was about to be paid, 
began to moan. He had only learnt the consequence of his 
treachery when it was too late; otherwise he would have de¬ 
manded twice or thrice as much. And he complained bitterly. 
Really now a thousand Trancs was not enough. His children 
had forsaken him, he was'all alone in the world, and obliged 
to quit France. He almost wept as he spoke of his coming 
exile. 
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‘ Come now, will you take the eight hundred francs ? ’ 
said Bfcugon, who was in haste to be off. 

‘ No, certainly not; double the sum. Your wife cheated 
me. If she had told me distinctly what it wp'' she expected 
of me, I would never have compromised myself for such a 
trifle.’ 

Kougon laid the eight hundred francs upon the table. 

‘ I swear I haven’t got any more,’ he resumed. ‘ I will 
think of you later. But do, for mercy’s sake, get away this 
evening.’ 

. Macquart, cursing and muttering protests, thereupon 
carried the table to the window, and began to count the gold 
in the fading twilight. Tlfe coins tickled the iips of his 
fingers very pleasantly as he let them falf, and jingled 
musically in the darkness. At last he paused for a moment 
to say; ‘ You promised to get me a berth, remember. I w? nt 
to return to France. The post of rural guard in some 
pleasant neighbourhood which I could mention, would iust 
suit me.’ 

‘ Very well. I’ll see about it,’ Eougon replied. ‘ Have you 
got the eight hundred francs ? ’ 

Macquart resumed his counting. The last coins were just 
chinking Avhen a burst of laughter made them turn their 
heads. Aunt Dido was standing up in front of the bod, 
with her bodice unfastened, her white hair hanging loose, 
and her face stained with red blotches. Pascal had in vain 
endeavoured to hold her down. Trembling all over, and with 
her arms outstretched, she shook her head deliriously. 

‘ The blood-money! the blood-money! ’ she again and 
again repeated. ‘ I heard the gold. And it is they, they 
who sold him. Ah! the murderers! They are a pack of 
wolves.’ 

Then she pushed her hair back, and passed her hand over 
her brow, as though seeking to collect her thoughts. And 
she continued; ‘ Ah! I have long se^n him with a bullet- 
hole in his forehead. There were always people lying in wait 
for him with guns. They used to sign to me that they were 
going to fire. . . . It’s terrible! I feel%ome one breaking my 
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bones and battering put nay brains. Oh! mercy 1 mercy! I 
beseech you; he shall not see her any more—never,^ever! 
I will shut him up. I will prevent him from walking out 
with her. Mercy! mercy! don’t fire. It is not my fault. 
If you knew-’ 

She had ahuost fallen on her knees, and was weeping and 
entreating while she stretched her poor trembling hands 
towards some horrible vision which she saw in the darkness. 
Then she suddenly rose upright, and her eyes opened still 
more widely as a terrible cry came from her convulsed throat, 
as though some awful sight, visible to her alone, had filled 
her with mad terror. 

‘ Oh, the gendarme! ’ she said, choking and falling back¬ 
wards upon iihe bed, where she rolled about, breaking into 
long bursts of furious, insane laughter. 

Pascal was studying the attack attentively. The two 
brothers, who felt very frightened, and only detected snatches 
of what their mother said, had taken refuge in a corner of the 
room. When llougon heard the word gendarme, he thought 
he understood her. Ever since the murder of her lover, the 
elder Macquart, on the frontier aunt Dide had cherished a 
bitter hatred against all gendarmes and custom-house officers, 
whom she mingled together in one common longing for 
vengeance. 

‘ Why, it’s the story of the poacher that she’s tellmg us,’ 
he whispered. 

But Pascal made a sign to him to keep quiet. The stricken 
woman had raised herself with difficulty, and was looking 
round her, with a stupefied air. She remained silent for a 
moment, endeavouring to recognise the various objects in tho 
room, as though she were in some strange place. Then, with a 
sudden expression of anxiety, she asked : ‘ Where is the gun? ’ 

The doctor put the carbine into her hands. At this she 
raised a light cry of Jot, and gazed at the weapon, saying in a 
soft, sing-song, girlislf whisper : ‘ That is it. Oh ! I recognise 
it! It is all stained with blood. The stains are quite fresh 
to-day. His red hands have left marks of blood on the butt. 
Ah I'poor, poor aunt'Dide 1 ’ 
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Then she became dizzy once more,__and lapsed into silent 
ihougfet. 

‘ The gendarme was dead,’ she murmured at last, but 
I have seen him again : he has come back. They never die, 
those blackguards I ’ 

Again did gloomy passiT)n come over her and, shaking the 
carbine, she advanced towards her two sons who, speechless 
with fright, retreated to the very wall. Her loosened skirts 
trailed along the ground, as she drew up her twisted frame, 
which age had reduced to more bones. 

‘ It’s you who fired ! ’ she cried. ‘ I heard the gold. . . . 
Wretched woman that I am! . . . I brought •nothing but 
wolves into the world—a Vhcle family—a wuolo litter of 
wolves! . . . There was only one poor lad,*' and him they 
have devoured; each had a bite at him, and their lips are 
covered with blood. ... Ah ! 'the accursed villains! they 
have robbed, they have murdered. . . . And they live like 
gentlemen. Villains! accursed villains! ’ 

She sang, laughed, cried, and repeated ‘ accursed villains 1 ’ 
in strangely sonorous tones, which suggested the crackling of a 
fusillade. Pascal, with tears in his eyes, took her in his arms 
and laid her on the bed again. She submitted like a child, 
but persisted in her wailing cries, accelerating their rhythm, 
and beating time on the sheet with her withered hands. 

‘ That’s just what I was afraid of,’ the doctor said; ‘ she is 
mad. The blow has been too heavy for a poor creature 
already subject, as she is, to acute neurosis. She will die in 
a lunatic asylum like her father.’ 

‘ But what could she have seen ? ’ asked Eougon, at last 
venturing to quit the corner where he had hidden himself. 

‘ I have a tenable suspicion,’ Pascal replied. ‘ I was going 
to speak to you about Silv^re when you came in. He is a 
prisoner. You must endeavour to obtain his release from the 
prefect, if there is still time.’ 

The old oil-dealer turned pale *as he looked at his son. 
Then, rapidly, he responded: ‘ fosten to me; you stay here 
and watch her. I’m too busy this evening. We will see 
to-morrow about conveying her to the lunatic asylum at Les, 
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Tulettes. As for you, Macqnart, you must leave this very 
night. Swear to nl^ that you will! I’m going <vO find 
Mohsieur de Bleriot.’ 

He stammered as he spoke, and felt more eager than ever 
to get out into the fresh air of the streets. Pascal fixed a 
penetrating look on the madwonian, and then on his father 
and uncle. His professional instinct was getting the better of 
him, and he studied the mother and the sons, with all the 
keenness of a naturalist observing the metamorphoses of some 
insect. He pondered over the growth of that family to which 
ho belonged, over the different branches growing from one, 
parent stock- whose sap carried identical germs to the farthest 
twigs, which bent in divers ways according to the sunshine or 
shade in whiciii they lived. And for a moment, as by the 
glow of a lightning flash, ho thouglit he could espy the future 
of the Rougon-Macquart family, a pack of unbridled, insatiate 
appetites amidst a blaze of gold and blood. 

Aunt Dido, however, had ceased her wailing chant at the 
mention of Silverc’s name. For a moment she listened 
anxiously. Then she broke out into terrible shrieks. Night 
had now completely fallen, and the black room seemed void 
and horrible. The shrieks of the madwoman, who was no 
longer visible, rang out from the darkness as from a grave. 
Rougon, losing his head, took to flight, pursued by those 
taunting cries, whose bitterness seemed to increase amidst the 
gloom. 

As he was emerging from the Impasse Saint-Mittre with 
hesitating stops, wondering whether it would not bo dangerous 
to solicit Silv^re’s pardon from the prefect, he saw Aristide 
prowling about the timber-yard. The latter, recognising his 
father, ran up to him with an expression of anxiety and 
whispered a few words in his ear. Pierre turned pale, and 
cast a look of alarm towards the end of the yard, where the 
darkness was only relieved by the ruddy glow of a little gipsy 
fire. Then they both Qisappeared down the Rue de Rome, 
quickening their steps as though they had committed a 
murder, and turning up their coat-collars in order that they 
might not be recognised’. 
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‘ That saves me an errand,’ Eougon whispered. ‘ Let us 
go to dwner. They are waiting for us."® 

When they arrived, the yellow drawing-room was respien-’ 
dent. F41icit4 was all ove" the place. Everybody was there; 
Sicardot, Granoux, Eoudier, Vuillet, the od-acalers, the 
almond-dealers, the whole Set. The marquis, however, had 
excused himself on the plea of rheumatism ; and, besides, he 
was about to leave Plassans for a short trip. Those blood¬ 
stained bourgeois offended his feelings of delicacy, and more¬ 
over his relative, the Count de Valqueyras, had bogged him 
to withdraw from public notice for a little time. Monsieur 
de Carnavant’s refusal vexed the riougons; but Fclicite 
consoled herself by resolving to mabe a more profuse display. 
She hired a pair of candelabra and ordered several additional 
dishes as a kind of substitute for the marquis. The table 
was laid in the yellow drawing-rootn, in order to impart more 
solemnity to the occasion. The Hotel do Provence had 
supplied the silver, the china, and the glass. The cloth Bad 
been laid ever since five o’clock, in order that the guests on 
arriving might feast their eyes upon it. At either end of the 
table, on the white cloth, were bouquets of artificial roses, in 
porcelain vases gilded and painted with flowers. 

When the habitual guests of the yellow drawing-room 
were assembled there they could not conceal their admiration 
of the spectacle. Several gentlemen smiled with an air of 
embarrassment while they exchanged furtive glances, which 
clearly signified, ‘ These Kougons are mad, they arc throwing 
their money out of the window.’ The truth was that Felicity, 
on going round to invite her guests, had been unable to hold 
her tongue. So everybody knew that Pierre had been de¬ 
corated, and that he was about to be nominated to some post; 
at which, of course, they pulled wry faces. Eoudier indeed 
observed that ‘ the little black woman was puffing herself out 
too much.’ Now that ‘prize-day’ had come this band of 
bourgeois, who had rushed upon the expiring Eepublic—each 
one keeping an eye on the other,* and glorying in giving a 
deeper bite than his neighbour—did not think it fair that 
their hosts should have all the laurels of the battle. Eveu 
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those who had merely howled by instmct, asking no re¬ 
compense of the ri^ng Empire, were greatly ann^ed to 
see that, thanks to them, thtf poorest and least reputable of 
them all should be decorated with the red ribbon. The 
whole yellow drawing-room ought to have been decorated 1 

‘Not that I value the decoration,’ Roudier said to Granoux, 
whom he had dragged into the embrasure of a window. ‘ I 
refused it in the tunc of Louis-Philippe, when I was purveyor 
to tlie court. Ah ! Louis-Philippe was a good king. France 
will never find his equal! ’ 

Roudier was becoming an Orleanist once more. And he^ 
added, with the crafty hypocrisy of an old hosier from the 
Rue Saint-lionoro ; ‘ But you, my dear Granoux; don’t you 
think the ribban would look well in your button-hole ? After 
all, you did as much to save the town as Rougon did. 
Yesterday, when I was calling upon some very distinguished 
persons, they could scarcely believe it possible that you had 
made so much noise with a mere hammer.’ 

Granoux stammered his thanks, and, blushing like a 
maiden at her first confession of love, whispered in Roudicr’s 
car: ‘ Don’t say anything about it, but I have reason to 
believe that Rougon will ask the ribbon for me. He’s a good 
fellow at heart, you know.’ 

The old hosier thereupon became grave, and assumed a 
very affable manner. When Vuillet came and spoke to him 
of the well-deserved reward that their friend had just received, 
he replied in a loud voice, so as to be heard by P61icite, who 
was sitting a little way off, that ‘ men like Rougon were an 
ornament to the Legion of Honour.’ The bookseller joined 
in the chorus; he had that morning received a formal 
assurance that the custom of the college would be restored to 
him- As for Sicardot, he at first felt somewhat annoyed to 
find himself no longer the only one of the set who was 
decorated. According to him, none but soldiers had a right 
to the ribbon. Pierre’s valour surprised him. However, 
being in reality a good-natured fellow, he at last grew warmer, 
and ended by saying that the Napoleons always knew how to 
distinguish men of spirit and energy. 
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Bougon and Aristide consequently had au enthusiastic 
reeeptioB ! OQ their arrival all hands 'Are held out to them. 
Some of the guests went so far as to embrace them. An^Me 
sat on the sofa, by the side of her mother-in-law, feeimg very 
happy, and gazing at the table with the aston’c/ ment of a 
gourmand who has never setm so many dishes at once. When 
Aristide approached, Sicardot complimented his son-in-law 
upon his superb article in the ‘ Independant.’ He restored 
his friendship to him. The young man, in answer to the 
fatherly questions which Sicardot addressed to him, replied 
that he was anxious to take his little family mth him to 
Paris, where his brother Eugene would push hijn forward; 
but he was in want of five hundred francs. Sicar lot there¬ 
upon'promised him the money, already foresdoing the day 
when his daughter would bo received at the Tuileries by 
Napoleon III. 

In the meantime, Felicitd had made a sign to her husband. 
Pierre, surrounded by everybody and anxiously questioned 
about his pallor, could only escape for a minute. He was 
just able to whisper in his wife’s ear that he had found Pascal, 
and that Macquart would leave that night. Then lowering 
his voice still raore he told her of his mother’s insanity, and 
placed his finger on his lips, as if to say: ‘ Not a word; that 
would spoil the whole evening.’ Felicity bit her lips. They 
exchanged a look in which they read their common thoughts: 
so now the old woman would not trouble them any more: 
the poacher’s hovel would be razed to the ground, as the 
walls of the Fouques’ enclosure had been demolished; and 
they would for ever enjoy the respect and esteem of Plassans. 

But the guests were looking at the table. Felicite showed 
the gentlemen their seats. It was perfect bliss. As each one 
took his spoon, Sicardot made a gesture to solicit a moment’* 
delay. Then he rose and gravely said: ‘ Gentlemen, on 
behilf of the company present, I wish to express to our host 
how pleased we are at the rewards wtiich his courage and 
patriotism have procured for him. 1 now see that he must 
have acted upon a heaven-sent inspiration in remaining here, 
while those beggars were dragging mj«elf and others along 
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the high roads. Therefore, I heartily applaud the decision 
of the government. '. . . Let me finish, you can tlj^^n con¬ 
gratulate our friend. . . . Know, then, that our friend, besides 
being made a chevalier of the Legion of Honour, is also to be 
appointed to a receivership of taxes.’ 

There was a cry of surprise.* They had expected a small 
post. Some of them tried to force a smile; but, aided by 
the sight of the table, the compliments again poured forth 
profusely. 

Sicardot once more begged for silence. ‘ Wait one 
moment,’ he resumed ; ‘ I have not finished. Just one word. 
It is probabje that our friend will remain among us, owing to 
the death of Monsieur Peirotte.’ 

Whilst the guests burst out into exclamations, Felicitd 
felt a keen pain in her heart. Sicardot had already told her 
that the receiver had beenrshot; but at the mention of that 
sudden and shocking death, just as they were starting on that 
triumphal dinner, it seemed as if a chilling gust swept past 
her face. She remembered her wish; it was she who had 
killed that man. However, amidst the tinkling music of the 
silver, the company began to do honour to the banquet. In 
the provinces, people eat very much and very noisily. By the 
time the rcZeuc was served, the gentlemen were all talking 
together; they showered kicks upon the vanquished, flattered 
one another, and made disparaging remarks about the absence 
of the marquis. It was impossible, they said, to maintain 
intercourse with the nobility. Eoudier even gave out that 
the marquis had begged to be excused because his fear of the 
insurgents had given him the jaundice. At the second course 
they all scrambled like hounds at the quarry. The oil-dealers 
and almond-dealers were the men who saved France. They 
clinked glasses to the glory of the Rougons. Granoux, who 
was very red, began to stammer, while Vuillet, very pale, was 
quite drunk. Nevertheless Sicardot continued filling his 
glass. For her part AngSle, who had already eaten too much, 
prepared herself some sugar and water. The gentlemen were 
so delighted at being freed from panic, and finding themselves 
together ngain in that yellow drawing-room, round a good 
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table, in the bright light radiating from the candelabra and 
the chandelier—which they now saw for too first time without 
its fly-speoked cover—that they gave way to most exubera'ht 
folly and indulged in the coarsest enjoyment. Their voices 
rose in the warm atmosphere more huskily and evlogistically 
at each successive dish till they could scarcely invent fresh 
compliments. However, one of them, an old retired master- 
tanner, hit upon this fine phrase—that the dinner was a 
‘ perfect feast worthy of Lucullus.’ 

Pierre was radiant, and his big pale face perspired with 
triumph. Folicite, already accustoming herself to her new 
station in life, said that they would probably ^rent poor 
Monsieur Peirotte’s flat until they could purchase ? house of 
their own in the new town. She was already iSanning Jiow 
she would place her future furniture in the receiver’s rooms. 
She was entering into possession <4- her Tuileries. At one 
moment, however, as the uproar of voices became deafening, 
she seemed to recollect something, and quitting her seat she 
whispered in Aristide’s ear; ‘ And Silvere ? ’ 

The young man started with surprise at the question. 

‘ He is dead,’ he replied, likewise in a whisper. ‘ I was 
there when the gendarme blew his brains out with a pistol.’ 

Folicite in her turn shuddered. She opened her mouth to 
ask her son why he had not prevented this murder by claiming 
the lad; but abruptly hesitating she remained there speechless. 
Then Aristide, who had read her question on her quivering 
lips, whispered ; ‘ You understand, I said nothing—so much 
the worse for him! I did quite right. It’s a good riddance.’ 

This brutal frankness displeased Felicite. So Aristide 
had his skeleton, like his father and mother. He would 
certainly not have confessed so openly that he had been 
strolling about the Faubourg and had allowed his cousin to be 
shot, had not the wine from the Hotel de Provence and the 
dreams he was building upon his approaching arrival in Paris, 
made him depart from his habitual cunning. The words once 
spoken, he swung himself to and fro on his chair. Pierre, 
who had watched the conversation between his wife and son 
from a distance, understood what had passed and glanced at 
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them like an accomplice imploring silence. It was the last 
blast of terror, as »It wore, which blew over the JRougons, 
amidst the splendour and enthusiastic merriment of the dinner. 
True, F61icit6, on returning to her seat, espied a taper 
burning behind a window on the other side of the road. 
Some one sat watching Monsieur Peirotte’s corpse, which had 
been brought back from Sainte-Eoure that morning. She sat 
down, feeling as if that taper were heatmg her back. But the 
gaiety was now increasing, and exclamations of rapture rang 
through the yellow drawing-room when the dessert appeared. 

At that same hour, the Faubourg was still shuddering at 
the tragedy which had just stained the Aire Saint-Mittro with 
blood. The return of the troops, after the carnage on the 
Nores plain,‘'had been m.arked by the most cruel reprisals. 
Men were beaten to death behind bits of wall, with the butt- 
ends of muskets, others had their brains blown out in ravines 
by the pistols of gendarmes. In order that terror might 
impose silence, the soldiers strewed their road with corpses. 
One might have followed them by the red trail which they 
left behind.* It was one long butchery. At every halting- 
place, a few insurgents were massacred. Two were killed at 
Sainte-Eoure, three at OrchSres, one at Bcage. When the 
troops were encamped at Plassans, on the Nice road, it was 
decided that one more prisoner, the most guilty, should bo 
shot. The victors judged it wise to leave this fresh corpse 
behind them in order to inspire the town with respect for 
the new-born Empire. But the soldiers were now weary of 
killing ; none offered himself for the fatal task. The prisoners, 
thrown on the beams in the timber-yard as though on a camp 
bed, and bound together in pairs by the hands, listened and 
waited in a state of weary, resigned stupor. 

•i At that moment the gendarme Eengade roughly opened a 
way for himself through the crowd of inquisitive idlers. As 
soon as he had heard that the troops had returned with several 

’ Though M. Zola has (jhangetl his place names in his account of 
the insurrection, Uiat account is strictly accurate in all its chief par¬ 
ticulars. What he says of the savagery both of the soldiers and of 
their offibers is confirmda by all impartial historical writers.— EniToii* 
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hundred insurgents, he had risen from bed, shivering with 
fever, «nd risking his life in the colu, dark December air. 
Scarcely was he out of doors when his wound reopened, the 
bandage which covered bis eyeless socket became smined with 
blood, and a red streamlet trickled over L s cheek and 
moustache. He looked frightful in his dumb fury with his 
pale face and blood-stained bandage, as he ran along closely 
scrutinising each of the prisoners. Ho followed the beams, 
bending down and going to and fro, making the bravest 
shudder by his abrupt appearance. And, all of a sudden: 

Ah 1 the bandit, I’ve got him ! ’ he cried. 

He had just laid his hand on Silvere’s shoulder. Silvers, 
crouching down on a beam,* with lifeless and expressionless 
face, was looking straight before him into the pale twilight, 
mth a calm, stupefied air. Ever since his departure from 
Sainte-Roure, he had retained thUt vacant stare. Along the 
high road, for many a league, ■whenever the soldiers urged on 
the march of their captives with the butt-ends of their rifles, 
he had shown himself as gentle as a child. Covered with 
dust, thirsty and weary, he trudged onward without saying a 
word, like one of those docile animals that herdsmen drive 
along. He was thinking of Miette. He over saw her lying 
on the banner, under the trees with her eyes turned upwards. 
For three days he had seen none but her; and at this very 
moment, amidst the growing darkness, he still saw her. 

Eengade turned towards the officer, who had failed to find 
among the soldiers the requisite men for an execution. 

‘ This villain put my eye out,’ he said, pointing to Silverc. 
‘ Hand him over to me. It’s as good as done for you,’ 

The officer did not reply in words, but withdrew with an 
air of indifference, making a vague gesture. The gendarme 
understood that the man was surrendered to him. 

‘ Come, get up! ’ he resumed, as he shook him. 

Silv^re, like all the other prisoners, had a companion 
attached to him. He was fastened bj^the arm to a peasant of 
Poujols named Mourgue, a man hbout fifty, who had been 
brutified by the scorching sun and the hard labour of tilling 
the ground. Crooked-backed already, his hands*hardened. 
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liis face coarse and heavy, he blinked his eyes in a stupid 
mapner, with the Itubborn, distrustful expression of an 
animal subject to the lash. He had set out armed with a 
pitchfork, because his fellow villagers had done so; but he 
could not have explained what had thus set him adrift on the 
high roads. Since he had been made prisoner he understood 
it still less. He had some vague idea that he was being con¬ 
veyed homo. Ilis amazement at finding himself bound, the 
sight of all the people staring at him, stupefied him still more- 
As he only spoke and understood the dialect of the region, he 
could not imagine what the gendarme wanted. He raised his 
coarse, heavy face towards him with an effort; then, fancying 
ho was being asked the name ‘of his village, he said in his 
hoarse voice: 

‘ I come from Poujols.’ 

A burst of laughter Am through the crowd, and some 
voices cried; ‘ llelease the peasant.’ 

.* Bah 1 ’ Rengade replied; ‘ the more of this vermin that’s 
crushed the better. As they’re together, they can both go.’ 

There was a murmur. 

But the gendarme turned his terrible blood-stained face 
upon the onlookers, and they slunk off’. One cleanly little 
citizen went away declaring that if he remained any longer it 
would spoil his appetite for dinner. However some boys who 
recognised Silvero, began to speak of ‘ the red girl.’ There¬ 
upon the little citizen retraced his steps, in order to see the 
lover of the female standard-bearer, that depraved creature 
who had been mentioned in the ‘ Gazette.’ 

Silvere, for his part, neither saw nor heard anything; 
Rengade had to seize him by the collar. Thereupon he got 
up, forcing Mourgue to rise also. 

• ‘ Come,’ said the gendarme. ‘ It won’t take long.’ 

Silvere then recognised the one-eyed man. He smiled. 
He must have understood. But he turned his head away. 
The sight of the ond-eyed man, of his moustaches which 
congealed blood stiffened as with sinister rime, caused him 
profound grief. He would have liked to die in perfect peace. 
So he avoided the gdUse of Rengade’s one eye, which glared 
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from beneath the white bandage. And of his own accord he 
proceeded to the end of the Aire Saint iMittre, to the narrow 
lane hidden by the timber stacks. Mourguc followed hinl 
thither. 

The Aire stretched out, with an aspect of do .olation under 
the sallow sky. A murky light fell here and there from the 
copper-colourcd clouds. Never had a sadder and more linger¬ 
ing twilight cast its melancholy over this bare expanse—this 
woodyard with its slumbering timber, so stiff and rigid in the 
cold. The prisoners, the soldiers, and tlie mob along the 
high road disappeared amid the darkness of the trees. The 
expanse, the beams, the piles of planks alone grew i)ale 
under the fading light, assuming a muddy tint '^bat vaguely 
suggested the bed of a dried-up torrent. The sawyers’ trestles, 
rearing their meagre framework in a corner, seemed to form 
gallows, or the uprights of a guillotine. And there was no 
living soul there excepting three gipsies who showed their 
frightened faces at the door of their van—an old man and 
woman, and a big girl with woolly hair, whose eyes gleamed 
like those of a wolf. 

Before reaching the secluded path, Silvere looked round 
him. He bethought himself of a far away Sunday when ho 
had crossed the wood-yard in the bright moonlight. How 
calm and soft it had been !—how slowly had the pale rays 
passed over the beams ! Supreme silence had fallen from the 
frozen sky. And amidst this silence, the woolly-haired gipsy 
girl had sung in a low key and an unknown tongue. Then 
Silvfire remembered that the seemingly far-off Sunday was only 
a week old. But a week ago ho had come to bid Miette fare¬ 
well ! How long past it seemed I Ho felt as though he had 
not set foot in the wood-yard for years. But when he reached 
the narrow path his heart failed him. He recognised |ho 
odour of the grass, the shadows of the planks, the holes in the 
wall. A woeful voice rose from all those things. The path 
stretched out sad and lonely; it seemed longer to him than 
usual, and he felt a cold wind blowing down it. The spot 
had aged cruelly. He saw that the wall was moss-eaten, that 
the verdant carpet was dried up by frost, that the piles of 
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timber had been rotted by rain. It was perfect devastation. 
The yellow twilight fell like fine dust upon the rui#s of all 
'tha£ had been most dear to him. He was obliged to close his 
eyes that he might again behold the lane green, and live 
his happy hours afresh. It was warm weather; and he was 
racing with Miette in the bahny air. Then the cruel 
December rains fell unceasingly, yet they still came there, 
sheltering themselves beneath the planks and listening with 
rapture to the heavy plashing of the shower. His whole life 
—all his happiness—passed before him like a flash of lightning. 
Miette was climbing over the wall, running to him, shaking^ 
with sonoroijs laughter. She was there; he could see her, 
gleaming white through the darkness, with her living helm of 
ink-black hair.^ She was talking about the magpies’ nests, 
which are so diflicult to steal, and she dragged him along with 
her. Then he heard the ge*itle murmur of the Viome in the 
distance, the chirping of the belated grasshoppers, and the 
blowing of the breeze among the poplars in the meadows of 
Saint-Claire. Ah, how they used to run! How well he 
remembered it! She had learnt to swim in a fortnight. She 
was a plucky girl. She had only had one great fault: she was 
inclined to pilfering. But he would have cured her of that. 
Then the thought of their first embraces brought him back to 
the narrow path. They had always ended by returning to that 
nook. He fancied he could hear the gipsy girl’s song, dying 
away, the creaking of the last shutters, the solemn striking 
of the clocks. Then the hour of separation came, and Miette 
climbed the wall again and threw him a kiss. And he saw her 
no more. Emotion choked him at the thought: he would 
never see her agam—never 1 

‘When you’re ready,’ jeered the one-eyed man; ‘come, 
chpose your place.’ 

Silv^re took a few more steps. He was approaching the 
end of the path, and could see nothing but a strip of sky in 
which the rust-coloured‘light was fading away. Here had he 
spent his life for two years-past. The slow approach of death 
added an ineffable charm to this pathway which had so long 
served as a lovers’ walk. He loitered, bidding a long and 
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lingering farewell to all he loved; the grass, the timber, the 
stones oWhe old wall, all those things inio which Miette had 
breathed life. And again his thoughts wandered. They were 
waiting till they should be old enough to marry: .4unt Dide 
would remain with them. Ah! if they had dei far away, 
very far away, to some unkncJwn village, where the scamps of 
the Faubourg would no longer have been able to come and 
cast Chantogreil’s crime in his daughter’s face 1 What peace¬ 
ful bliss ! they would have opened a wheelwright’s workshop 
beside some high road. No doubt, ho cared little for his 
ambitious now; he no longer tliought of coachmaking, of 
carriages with broad varnished panels as shiny mirrors. 
In the stupor of his despair he could not remem Oi,r why his 
dream of bliss would never come to pass. V\'hy did he not go 
away with Miette and aunt Dido ? Then as he racked his 
memory, he heard the sharp cracklisg of a fusillade; he saw 
a standard fall before him, its staff broken and its folds droop¬ 
ing like the wings of a bird brought down by a shot. It wa 
the Republic falling asleep with Miette under the red flag 
Ah, what wretchedness ! they wore both dead, both had bleed¬ 
ing wounds in their breasts. And it was they—the corpses of 
his two loves—that now barred his path of life. He had 
nothing left him and might well die himself. These were 
the thoughts that had made him so gentle, so listless, so child¬ 
like all the way from Sainte-Rouro. The soldiers might have 
struck him, he would not have felt it. His spirit no longer 
inhabited his body. It was far away, prostrate beside the loved 
ones who were dead under the trees amidst the pungent smoke 
of the gunpowder. 

But the one-eyed man was growing impatient; giving a 
push to Mourgue, who was lagging behind, he growled : ‘ Get 
along, do; I don’t want to be here all night.’ 

Silv^re stumbled. He looked at his feet. A fragment of 
a skull lay whitening in the grass. He thought he heard a 
murmur of voices filling the pathway. *The dead were calling 
him, those long departed ones, whbse warm breath had so 
strangely perturbed him and his sweetheart during the sultry 
July evenings. He recognised their low whispers. They 
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were rejoicing, they were telling him to come, and promising 
to restore Miette to tiim beneath the earth, in socae retreat 
which would prove still more sequestered than this old 
trysting-place. The cemetery, whose oppressive odours and 
dark vegetation had breathed eager desire into the children’s 
hearts, while alluringly spreading out its couches of rank grass, 
without succeeding however in throwing them into one 
another’s arms, now longed to imbibe Silvere’s warm blood. 
For two summers past it had been expecting the young lovers. 

‘ Is it here ? ’ asked the one-eyed man. 

Silvers looked in front of him. Ho had reached the end 
of the patl\. His eyes fell on the tombstone, and he started. 
Miette was ri"ht, that stone was for her. ‘ Here lietli . . . 
Marie . . . died . . .’ She was dead, that slab had fallen 
over her. His strength failing him, he leant against the 
frozen stone. How warn> it had been when they sat in that 
nook, chatting for many a long evening! She had always 
come that way, and the pressure of her foot, as she alighted 
from the wall, had worn away tlje stone’s surface in one 
corner. The mark seemed instinct with something of her 
lissom figure. And to Silvers it appeared as if some fatalism 
attached to all these objects—as if the stone were there 
precisely in order that he might come to die beside it, there 
where he had loved. 

The one-eyed man cocked his pistols. 

Death I death ! the thought fascinated Silvk’e. It was to 
this spot, then, that they had led him, by the long white 
road which descends from Sainte-Roure to Plassans. If he 
had known it, he would have hastened on yet more quickly in 
order to die on that stone, at the end of the narrow path, in 
the atmosphere where he could still detect the scent of Miette’s 
hr'eath! Never had he hoped for such consolation in his 
grief. Heaven was merciful. He waited, a vague smile 
playing on his face. 

Mourgue, meantiriie, had caught sight of the pistols. 
Hitherto ho had allowed'himself to be dragged along stupidly. 
But fear now overcame him, and he repeated, in a tone of 
despair; I come from Poujols—I come from Poujols! ’ 
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Then he threw himself on the ground, rolling at the 
gendarme’s feet, breaking out into prayers for mercy, and 
imagining that he was being mistaken for some one else. 

‘ What does it matter tc mo that you come from I’oujols ? ’ 
Rengade muttered. 

And as the wretched nfan, shivering and crying with 
terror, and quite unable to understand why he was going to 
die, held out his trembling hands—his deformed, hard, 
labourer’s hands—exclaiming in his iMtois that ho had done 
nothing and ought to bo pardoned, the one-eyed man grow 
quite exasperated at being unable to put the pistol to his 
temple, owing to his constant movements. 

‘ Will you hold your tongue ? ’ he shouted. 

Thereupon Mourgue, mad with fright and unwilling to 
die, began to howl like a beast—like a pig that is being 
slaughtered. 

‘ Hold your tongue, you scoundrel! ’ the gendarme re¬ 
peated. 

And he blew his brains out. The peasant felt with a thud 
His body rolled to the foot of a timber-stack, where it remained 
doubled up. The violence of the shock had severed the rope 
which fastened him to his companion. Silvere fell on his 
knees before the tombstone. 

It was to make his vengeance the more terrible that 
Rengade had killed Mourgue first. He played with his second 
pistol, raising it slowly in order to relish Silvere’s agony. 
But the latter looked at him quietly. Then again the sight of 
this man, with, the one fierce, scorching eye, made him feel 
uneasy. He averted his glance, fearing that he might die 
cowardly if he continued to look at that feverishly quivering 
gendarme, with blood-stained bandage and bleeding mous¬ 
tache. However, as he raised his eyes to avoid him, he per¬ 
ceived Justin’s head just above the wall, at the very spot 
where Miette had been wont to leap over. 

Justin had been at the Porte de Rdme, among the crowd, 
when the gendarme had led the prisoners away. He had set 
off as fast as he could by way of the Jas-Meiffren, in his 
eagerness to witness the execution. •The thought that he 
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alone, of all the Faubourg scamps, would view the tragedy at 
his ease, as from a balcony, made him run so quio^y that he 
twice fell down. And in spite of his wild chase, he arrived 
too late to witness the first shot. He climbed the mulberry 
tree in despair ; but he smiled when he saw that Silvers still 
remained. The soldiers had informed him of his cousin’s 
death, and now the murder of the wheelwright brought his 
happiness to a climax. He awaited the shot Avith that delight 
which the sufferings of others always afforded him—a delight 
increased tenfold by the horror of the scene, and a feeling of 
exquisite fear. 

Silvfire. on recognising that vile scamp’s head all by itself 
above the wall—that pale grinning face, with hair standing 
on end—experienced a feeling of fierce rage, a sudden desire 
to live. It was the last revolt of his blood—a momentary 
mutiny. He again sank, down on his knees, gazing straight 
before him. A last vision passed before his eyes in the 
melancholy twilight. At the end of the path, at the entrance 
of the Impasse Saint-Mittre, he fancied he could see aunt 
Hide standing erect, white and rigid like the statue of a saint, 
while she witnessed his agony from a distance. 

At that moment ho felt the cold pistol on his temple. 
There was a smile on Justin’s pale face. Closing his eyes, 
Silvere heard the long-departed dead wildly summoning him. 
In the darlcness, he now saw nothing save Mictte, wrapped in 
the banner, under the trees, with her eyes turned towards 
heaven. Then the one-eyed man fired, and alj was over; the 
lad’s skull burst open like a ripe pomegranate ; his face fell 
upon the stone, with his lips pressed to the spot which 
Miette’s feet had Avorn—that Avarm spot which still retained 
a trace of his dead love. 

And in the evening at dessert, at the Eougons’ abode, 
bursts of laughter arose with the fumes from the table, which 
was still warm with the remains of the dinner. At last the 
Eougons were nibbling at the pleasures of the wealthy! 
Their appetites, shaj^ened by thirty years of restrainq^ desire, 
now fell to with wolfish teeth. These fierce, insatiate Avild 
beasts, scarcely entering upon indulgence, exulted at the birth 
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of the Empire—the dawn of the Rush for the Spoils. The 
Coup d’Jitat, which retrieved the fortufie of the Bonapartes, 
also laid the foundation for that of the Rougons. 

Pierre stood up, held out his glass, and exclaimed; ‘ I 
drink to Prince Louis—to the Emperor! ’ 

The gentlemen, who bad drowned their jealousies in 
champagne, rose in a body and clinked glasses mth deafening 
shouts. It was a fine spectacle. The bourgeois of Plassans, 
Roudier, Granoux, Vuillet, and all tlio others, wept and 
embraced each other over the corpse of the Republic, which 
as yet was scarcely cold. But a splendid idea occurred to 
tiicardot. He took from Felicite’s hair a pink satin bow, 
which she had placed over Jicr right ear in lu iour of the 
occasion, cut off a strip of the satin witli hi? dessert knife, 
and then solemnly fastened it to Rougon’s button-holo. The 
latter feigned modesty, and pretended to resist. But his face 
beamed with joy, as he murmured : ‘ No, I beg you, it is too 
soon. We must wait until the decree is published.’ 

‘ Zounds ! ’ Sicardot exclaimed, ‘ will you please Iceep 
that! It’s an old soldier of Napoleon who decorates you 1 ’ 
The whole company burst into applause. Felicity almost 
swooned with delight. Silent Granoux jumped up on a chair 
in his enthusiasm, waving his napkin and making a speech 
which was lost amid the uproar. The yellow drawing-room 
was wild with triumph. 

But the strip of pink satin fastened to Pierre’s button-hole 
was not the only red spot in that triumph of the Rougons. 
A shoe, with a blood-stained heel, still lay forgotten under the 
bedstead in the adjoining room. The taper burning at 
Monsieur Peirotte’s bedside, over the way, gleamed too with 
the lurid redness of a gaping wound amidst the dark night. 
And yonder, far away, in the depths of the Aire Saint-Mittre, 
a pool of blood was congealing upon a tombstone. 
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